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INTRODUCTION 


roMng drcnm story and ns sequel ha\c seeped into the 
folk lore of tlic world It has become as deeply rooted a 
part of that folk lore as the legend of Cmdcrelh or any 
other talc first told hack m the unfathomable past Not 
Tiny Tim, nor TalstafT, nor Rip Van Winkle, nor any 
other character wrought m the English tongue seems now 
a more permanent part of that tongue’s heritage than do 
the high handed Humpty Dumpty, the wistful Mad Hat 
ter, the somewhat arbitrary Queen of Hearts, the evasive 
Cheshire Cal and the gently pathetic White Knight 

The tale has been read aloud in all the nurseries from 
Oxford town to the ends of the Empire And there is no 
telling how many copies of it have been printed and sold 
For when it was new, there was no binding law of inter 
national copyright and it was as much the prey of all the 
freebooters in America as was a somewhat kindred work 
of genius that came out of England a few years later— the 
nonsensical and lovely thing called P/nafort 

And the Alice books have known no frontier If you 
poke about in the bookstalls on the Continent, you will 
stumble inevitably on Alices Abettteur tm Wttnderland 
Or Le Aventiire d Alice net Paese MerauigUe (w ith illus 
trations, of course, by Giovanni Tenniel) You might even 
run into La avenutroj dcAlicio en Mirlando v\ hich, if you 
must know, is life down a rabbit hole as told in Esperanto 
And you arc certain to come upon Les Aventitres d Alice 
an Pays de Mervetlles with one of the puns of the incor 
ngible Mock Turtle (Fausse Tortue) rendered thus un 
recognizable 

La maicressc etait une vieiUe tortue, nous lappehons 
chelonec « 

‘Et pourquot lappclicz vous chclonce, si ce necaic pas 
son nom ? 

‘ Parccqu’on nc pouvait s empecher dc s’cener en la voy- 
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ant: Quel long nezP'tlit la Faussc-Tortue d’un ton fache; 
“vous ctes vraiment bicn bornMl” 

Then the Alice books have been employed as scenarios 
for controversy. A long bibliography of such satires .as 
Alicf in Ktilturland or Malice in Blttnderland would in- 
dicate as much. The tale of Alice’s adventure down the 
rabbit-hole and through the looking-glass is still a very 
source book for withering anecdotes in the House of 
Commons or malignant cartoons in Punch-, and even so 
sedate an orator as Woodrow Wilson, in speaking once of 
the ceaseless vigilance and aspiration required of a pro- 
gressive, compared himself to the Red Queen, who,” you 
tvill remember, had to run as fast as her legs would carry 
her if she wanted so much as to stay in the same place. 

Plays have been wrought from the stuff of the Abec 
story. Some of these in London have been ambitious har- 
lequinades. Irene Vanbrugh, for instance, could tell you 
how Lewis Carroll once svatched her play the Knave of 
Hearts. More often, they have been sleazy, amateurish 
ventures, an outlet for the C-vhibitionism of grown-ups, 
who would then have the effrontery to say they were do- 
ing it to please the kiddies. 

Even the symphony orchestras know Alice; for the chat- 
ter of the flowers in the looking-glass garden, the thunder 
of Jabberti'ochy, the hum of the looking-glass insects and 
the wistfulness of the White Knight have all been caught 
up in the lovely music of Deems Taylor. The artists have 
discovered it; and the book has even undergone the some- 
times painful experience of being illustrated by Peter 
Newell. 

Indeed, everything has befallen Alice, except the last 
thing— psychoanalysis. At least the new psychologists 
have not explored this dream book nor pawed over the 
gentle, shrinking celibate who wrote jt. They have not sub- 
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jcctctl to their disconcerting scrutiny the extraordinary 
contrast bctlsccn the cautious, prissy pace of the man and 
the mad, gay gait of the talc he told They have not em- 
barrassingly compared the Rev. Charles L Dodgson with 
die immortal Lewis Carroll, two persons whom he him- 
self never liked to sec together 

One discrepancy between them has always been a sub- 
lect of amused reflection— a discrepancy not unfamiliar 
to a generation which knows that one of its own most 
hilarious clowns is (in ivhat is someumes confusedly call- 
ed real life) the professor of poliucal economy at McGiU 
University. It was the dual nature which, when Lewis 
Carroll was asked to contribute to a philosophical sym- 
posium, compelled the Mathematical Lecturer of Christ 
Church to reply coldly 

And what mean all these mysteries to me 
Whose life is full of indices and surds? 
ar-f-y-e-I-SS 

It was the discrepancy which once proved so embarrass- 
ing to him in his relations with his Queen Victoria had 
been so good as to be delighted with Mr Dodgson’s 
photographs, for you may be sure that the then Prince of 
Wales, when he visited Oxford, did not get away ivithout 
some samples of Mr Dodgson’s adroitness with a camera 
Victoria even went so far as to say that Albert would have 
appreciated them highly. Then, when Alice was publish- 
ed and won her heart, she graciously suggested that Mr. 
Dodgson dedicate his next book to her Unfortunately for 
Her Majesty, his next book was a mathematical opus en- 
titled An Elementary Treattte on Determinants 
But the discrepancy which would more deeply interest 
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those given lo a new research inio old lives lies in the fact 
that the man who wtoic the most enchanting nonsense in 
the English language— a just description, surely, of the 
Alice books and The Hunting of the 5 nari^ — was a put- 
tering, fussy, fastidious, didactic bachelor, svho ss-as al- 
most painfully humorless in his relations with the grown- 
up world around him. You can see that much uncon- 
sciously revealed in the fatuous biography written a few 
months after Lewis CarroU's death in 1S9S by his obliv- 
ious and too respectful nephew, who was awed by what 
he called the “purity and refinement” of his uncle’s mind. 
That the shadow of a disappointment fell athwart the 
uncle’s life, his nephew did detect; but he was the kind of 
biographer who s\-ould go on to say: “Those who loved 
him would not \ri$h to lift the veil from these dead sanc- 
tities." 

You must picture Lewis Carroll as living precisely in 
his quarters in the Tom Quad at Christ Church, all his 
life neatly pigeonholed, all the Jciicrs he wTote or received 
in thirty-seven years elaborately summarized and cata- 
logued, so that by the time he died there were more than 
98,000 cross references in the files of his correspondence. 
He w’as the kind of man who kept a diagram showing 
where you sat when you dined with him and what you 
ate, lest he serve )ou the same dish when you came again. 
He W’as the kind of man w’ho, when an issue of Jabber- 
tvoci^. the school paper of a Boston semmary, published 
a coarse anecdote from Washington’s Diary, w’rote to Bos- 
ton a solemn rebuke of such indcLcacy. He was the kind 
of man who gravely stipulated that no illustrations for j 
book of his be drawn on Sunday and who could indite the 
following reproach to a friend of his: 


After changing my mind several times, I have at last de- 
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cidcd lo \fnturc to ask a favour of you, and lo trust that >ou 
will not mtsmtcrpret my motives in doing so 

The favour I would ask is, that you will not tell me any 
more stories such as jou did on Friday, of remarks which 
children are said to have made on very sacred subjects — re 
marks which most people would recognize as irreverent, if 
made by grou a up people, bur vvbicjj arc assumed to be mno- 
cent when made by children who arc unconscious of any ir 
reverence, the strange conclusion being drawn that they arc 
therefore innocent when repeated by n grown up person 

The misinterpretation f would guard against is your sup- 
posing that I regard such repetition as aluays tirong m any 
grown up person Let me assure you that I do not so regard 
It I am always willing to believe that those who repeat such 
stones differ wholly from myself in their views of what is, 
and what is not, fitting trentmem of sacred things, and f fully 
recognize that what would certainly be wrong tn me is not 
necessarily so m tAem 

So I simply ask it as a personal favour to myself The hear 
mg of that anecdote gave me so much pam and spoiled so 
much the pleasure of my tiny dinner party, that I feel sure 
you will kindly spare me such in future 

Above all he was the kind of man who, in publishing 
his Pillow Problems (part of his senes of Ctinora Math 
emattca) recommended these exercises in mental anth 
metic not only as an agreeable diversion for a sleepless 
couch but, more especially, as a way of driving out the 
skeptical thoughts, the blasphemous thoughts, and the 
unholy thoughts, which torture with their hateful pres 
ence the fancy that would fain be pure 

And yet in all the anthology of the gentlest art compiled 
by Mr Lucas there are no IctKrs more charming or more 
frivolous than those which Lewis Carroll wrote to any one 
of the little girls in whose presence only he was a truly 
free spint and at whose courts he was happy to play jester 
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all hU days in the land. Calvcrlcy, Ruskin, Millais, Tenny- 
son, the Rossettis, Ellen Terry, these pass by in the long 
procession of his friends; but the greater part of his 
thought and his genius and his devotion was given to the 
children who one by one succeeded Alice Liddell in the 
garden of his friendship. He met them in railway car- 
riages (for he always carried a few puzzles in his pocket 
against such chance encounters) and he scraped .acquaint- 
ance svilh them on the beach, being well supplied always 
with safety pins in case they wanted to go in svading. His 
letters to them would run like this: 


Novembtr 30, 1879 

I ha\‘e been awfully busy, and I’ve had to ^vrite heaps oi 
letters — wheelbarrows full, almost. And it tires me so that 
generally I go to bed again the next minute after I get up: 
and sometimes I go to bed again a minute before I get up] 
Did you ever hear of any one being so tired as that? . . , 

Or like this: 

December iS, 1886 

My dear E •- Though rushing, rapid rivers roar be- 
tween us (if you refer to the map of England, I think you’ll 
find that to be correct), sve still remember each other, and 
feel a sort of shivery affection for each other. . . . 

Or like this: 

December ay, 1873 

My DEAR Gavnor, — ^My name is spelt with a *'G,” that is 
to say "Dodgsan.’‘ Any one who spells it the same as that 
wretch (I mean of course the Chairman of Committees in 
the House of Commons) offends me deeply, and for ever! It 
is a thing I can forget, but never can forgive! If you do it 
again, I shall call you “’aynor.” Could you hvc happy with 
such a name? 
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As to danctng, my dear, 1 neter dance, unless I nm allowed 
to do It in m> oifn peculiar tiay Tltcre is no use trying to dc 
scribe It It Ins to be seen to he bclicsed The list house I 
tried It in the floor broke through But then it was a poor sort 
of floor— the bcims were only six inches thick, hardly worth 
calling beams at ill, stone itches arc mucli more sensible, 
when any dancing 0 / my peculiar /^ind is to be done Did 
you c%cr see the Rhinoceros and the Hippopotamus, at the 
Zoological Gardens, trying to dance a minuet together? It is 

a touching sight . , 

Give any message from me to Amy that you think will be 
most likely to surprise her, and, bche\e me, 

Your affectionate friend 

Lewis Carroll 

Lew IS Carroll s case ivas stated m his own words in one 
comment on Alice He wrote 
‘ The why of this book cannot, and need not, be put in 
to words Those for whom a child s mind is a sealed book, 
and who see no divinity m a child s smile would read such 
words in vain, while for any one who has ever loved one 
true child, no words arc needed For he will have known 
the awe that falls on one in the presence of a spirit fresh 
from God s hands, on whom no shadow of sm and but 
the outermost fringe of the shadow of sorrow, has yet 
fallen, he will have felt the bitter contrast between the 
selfishness that spoils his best deeds and the life that is but 
an overflowing love For I think a child s first attitude to 
the world IS a simple love for all living things And he 
will have learned that the best work a man can do is when 
he works for love s sake only wth no thought of fame or 
gam or earthly re%vard No deed of ours, I suppose, on this 
side of the grave, is really unselfish '^ct if one'“can put 
forth all one s powers m a task where nothing of reward is 
hoped for but a little child s whispered thanks and the 
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airy touch of a little child’s pure lips, one seems to come 
somewhere near to this" 

The discrepancy between that solemn dedication and 
the irresponsible laughter of the book it referred to would, 
I fear, arouse the most animated curiosity in the clinic of 
a Dr. Edward Hiram Rcedc or the library of a Lytton 
Strachey. They can be pardoned an acute interest in the 
inner springs of any fellow man who has fallen into think- 
ing of all life as a process of contamination and whe^ as 
Newman said of young Hurrcll Froude at Oxford, has 
“a high, severe idea of the intrinsic excellence of virginity." 
But those of us whose own memories of childhood arc in- 
extricably intenvoven with all the gay tapestry of Alice in 
Wonderland would rather leave unexplored the shy, re- 
treating man who left so much bubbling laughter in his 
legacy to the world. ^ 


Alexander Woollcott 
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Alice’s Adventures 
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All in the golden afternoon 
Full leisurely we glide; 

For both our oars, teitli little skill. 

By little arms arc pHctl, 

While little hands make vain pretence 
Our wanderings to guide. 

Ah, cruel Three! In such an hour, 
Beneath such dreamy weather, 

To beg a talc of breath too weak 
To stir the tiniest fcathcrl 
Yet what can one poor voice avail 
Against three tongues together? 

Imperious Prima flashes forth 
Her edict “to begin it”; 

In gentler tones S^unda hopes 
“There will be nonsense in itl” 

While Terlia interrupts the talc 
Not more than once a minute. 

Anon, to sudden silence stoh. 

In fancy they pursue 
The dream-child moving through a land 
Of wonders wild and ociv. 

In friendly chat svith bird or beast — 

And half believe tt true. 
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And ever, as the story drained 
The wells of fancy dry. 

And faintly strove that weary one 
To put the subject by, 

The rest next time — It ts next tirael ’ 

The happy voices cry 

Thus grew the tale of Wonderland 
Thus slowly, one by one. 

Its quaint events were hammered out — 

And now the talc is done, 

And home we steer, a merry crew 
Beneath the setting sun 

Ahcel A childish story take, 

And with a gentl? hand. 

Lay It where Childhood s dreams arc twined 
In Memory s mystic band 
Like pilgrim s wither d wreath of flowers 
Pluck d in a far off land 
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CHR I STM AS. GREETINGS 


[from a fairy to a child] 

' Lady dear, if Fairies may 

For a moment lay aside 

Cunning tricks and elfish play, 

’Tis at happy Christmas-tide. 

We have heard the children say— 
Gentle children, whom we Jove- 

Long ago, on Christmas Day, 

Came a message from above. 

Still, as Christmas-tide come round, 
They remember it again — 

Echo still the joyful sound 
"Peace on earth, good-will to mcnl" 

Yet the hearts must childlike be 
Where such heavenly guests abide; 

Unto children, in their glee. 

All the year is Christmas-tidcl 

Thus, forgetting tricks and play 

I For a moment. Lady dear. 

Wc svould wish you, if we may. 

Merry Christmas, glad New Year! 

Christmas, 1867. 
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Chapter 1 


Down the Rabbit-Hole 

Alice was beginning to get very tired of sitting by her 
sister on the hank and of having nothing to do.- once or 
twice she had peeped into the book her sister was reading, 
but it had no pictures or conversations in it, “and what is 
the use of a book,” thought Alice, “without pictures or 
conversations?” 

So she was considering, in her own mind (as tvcil as 
she could, for the hot day made her feel very sleepy and 
stupid), whether the pleasure of making a daisy-chain 
would be worth the trouble of getting up and picking the 


i8 Alice's adventures in wonderland 
daisies when suddenly a White Rabbit with pink eves 
ran close by her 

There was nothing so very remarkable in that, nor did 
Alice thing it so very much out of the way to hear the 
Rabbit say to itself “Oh dearl Oh dearl 1 shall be too 
late!’ (when she thought u over afterwards it occurred 
to her that she ought to have wondered at this, but at the 
time It all seemed quite natural), but, when the Rabbit 
actually /oo^ a watch out of tts wautcoat poc/(et, and 
looked at it, and then hurried on, Alice started to her 
feet, for it flashed across her mmd that she had never be 
fore seen a rabbit with either a waistcoat pocket, or a 
watch to take out of it, and burning with curiosity, she 
ran across the held after it, and was just m time to see it 
pop down a large rabbit hole under the hedge 

In another moment down went Alice after it, never 
once considering how m the world she was to get out 
again 

The rabbit hole went straight on like a tunnel for some 
way, and then dipped suddenly down, so suddenly that 
Alice had not a moment to think about stopping herself 
before she found herself falling down what seemed to be 
a very deep well 

Either the well was very deep, or she fell very slowly, 
for she had plenty of time as she went down to look 
about her, and to wonder what w'as going to happen next 
First, she tried to look down and make out what she svas 
coming to, but it was too dark to sec anything then she 
looked at the sides of the wcH, and noticed that they were 
f{}ic^ HvrJ? cufhoarJj and beoi here tftd chete 

she saw maps and pictures hung upon pegs She took 
down a jar from one of the shelves as she passed it was 
labeled 'ORANGE MARMALADE but to her great 
disappointment it was empty she did not like to drop 
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the jar, for fear of killmg somebody underneath, so man- 
aged to put it into one of the cupboards as she fell j>ast it. 

“Wclli" thought Alice to herself. “After such a fall as 
this, 1 shall think nothing of tumbling dowm-stairs! How 
brave thcy*l! all think me at home! Why, 1 wouldn’t say 
anything about it, even if 1 fell off the top of thc.housel” 
(Whiclt was very likely true.) 

Down, down, dowm. Would the fall neycr come to 
an end? “I ^\•o^dcr how many miles I’ve fallen by this 
timer" she said aloud. “I must be getting somewhere near 
the centre of the earth. Let me sec: that would be four 
thousand mdcs down, 1 think—’’ (for, j-ou see, Alice had 
learnt several things of this sort in her lessons in the 
schoohroom, and though this was not a rery good oppor- 
tunity for showing oft her knowledge, as there was no 
one to listen to her, still it was good practice to say It o^'e^) 
“—yes, that’s about the right distance— but then I wonder 
what Latitude or Longitude I’s-e got to?" (Alice had not 
the slightest idea what L.autude was, or Longitude either, 
but she thought they were nice grantl u-ords to say.) 

Prcscntlj- she bepn again. “I tvonder if 1 shall fall right 
through the carthl How funny iill seem to come out 
among the people that n-alk with their heads downwards! 
The antipathies, I think — (she was rather glad there 
was no one listening, this time, as it didn’t sound at all 
the right word) " — but I shall have to ask them what the 
name of the country is, you know. Please, Ma’am, is this 
Kew Zealand? Or Aostrahar” (and she tried to curuc\- 
as she spoke — fancy, atrtseysng as you’re falling through 
the air! Do you think you could manage it? ) “And whai 
an ignorant Hale girl shell think me for asking! No, itll 
never do to ask; perhaps / shaft' see I'c rmrfcir op sume- 
« here.” 

Down. down. down. 'There was nothing else to do, so 
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Alice soon began talking again “Dmah’ll miss me \cry 
much to-night, I should thinkl” (Dinah was the cat ) “I 
hope they’ll remember her saucer of milk at tea time 
Dinah, my dear! I wish you were down here with mcl 
There arc no mice in the air, Tm afraid, but you might 
catch a bat, and that’s very like a mouse, you know. But 
do cats eat bats, I wonder? ’ And here Alice began to get 
rather sleepy, and went on saying to herself, in a dreamy 
sort of way, ‘Do cats cat bats? Do cats eat bats?" and 
sometimes "Do bats eat cats? for, you sec, as she couldn’p 
answer cither question, u didn’t much matter which way 
she put It She felt that she was dozing off, and had just 
begun to dream that she was walking hand m hand with 
Dinah, and was saying to her, very earnestly, ‘ Now, Dt 
nah, tell me the truth did you ever eat a bat?" when sud 
denly, thumpl thump! down she came upon a heap of 
sticks and dry leaves, and the fall was over 
Alice was not a bit hurt, and she jumped up on to her 
feet in a moment she looked up, but it was all dark over- 
head before her was another long passage, and the White 
Rabbit was still in sight, hurrying down it There was not 
a moment to be lost away went Alice like the wind, and 
%vas just in time to hear it say, as it turned a corner, "Oh 
my ears and whiskers, how late its getting! She was 
close behind it when she turned the corner, but the Rabbit 
was no longer to be seen she found herself m a long, low 
hall, which was lit up by a row of lamps hanging from the 
roof 

There were doors all round the hall, but they were all 
locked, and when Alice had been all the way down one 
side and up the other, trying every door, she walked sadly 
down the middle, wondering how she was ever to get out 
again 



DOWN THE RABBIT-HOLE 21 

Suddenly she came upon a little three-legged table, all 
made of solid glass: there was nothing on it but a tiny 
golden key, and Alice’s first idea was that this might be- 
long to one of the doors of the hall; but, alas! either the 
locks were too larg^ or the key was too small, but at any 
rate it would not open any of liicm. However, on the sec- 



ond time round, she came upon a low curtain she had not 
noticed before, and behind it was a little door about fifteen 
inches high : she tried the little golden key in the lock, and 
to her great delight it fitted! 

Alice opened the door and found.that it led into a small 
passage, not much larger than a rat-hole: she knelt dowm 
and looked along the passage into the loveliest garden 
you ever saw. Ho\v she longed to out of that dark hall, 
and tt-ander about among those beds of bright flowers 
and those cool fouatains, but, she could not even get her 
head through the doorway; “and even if my head would 
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go through,” thought poor Alice, “it would be o£ very 
little use without my shoulders Oh, how I wish I could 
shut up like a telescope* I think I could, if I only knew 
how to begin ” For, you see, so many out-o£ the way 
things had happened lately, that Alice had begun to think 
that very few things indeed were really impossible 
There seemed to be no use m waiting by the litde door, 
so she went back to the table, half hoping she might find 
another key on it, or at any rate a book of rules for shut- 
ting people up like telescopes this lime she found a little 
bottle on it (“which certainly ^vas not here before,” said 
Alice), and tied around the neck of the bottle was a paper 
label, with the words “DRINK ME’ beautifully printed 
on It in large letters 

It was all very well to say ‘ Drink me,” but the wise 
hide Alice was not going to do that in a huiry “No, 1 11 
look first,’ she said, ‘and see whether it’s marked 'poiron 
or not”, for she had read several nice little stones about 
children who had got burnt, and eaten up by wild beasts, 
and other unpleasant things, all because they would not 
remember the simple rules their friends had taught them 
such as, that a red hot poker will burn you if you hold it 
too long, and that, if you cut your finger very deeply with 
a'knife, il usually bleeds, and she had never forgotten 
th?t, if )ou drink much from a botde marked “poison,” it 
IS almost certain to disagree with you, sooner or bter 
Hou e\ cr, this bottle u as not marked “poison,” so Alice 
ventured to taste it, and, finding it very nice (it had, in 
fact, a sort of mixed flavour of cherry tart, custard, pine 
apple, roast turkey, lo/fy, and hot buttered toast), she very 
soon finished it off 
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“What a curious feeling!” said Alice. “I must be shut- 
ing up like a telescope!” 

And so it was indeed: she was now only ten inches 
high, and her face brightened up at the thought that she 
was now the right size for going through the little door 
into that lovely garden. First, however, she waited for a 



few minutes to sec if she ^vas going to shrmk any further: 
she felt a little nervous about this; “for it might end, you 
know,” said Alice to herself, “in my going out altogether, 
like a candle. I wonder what I should be like then?” And 
she tried to fancy what the flame of a candle looks like af- 
ter the candle is blown out, for she could not remember 
ever having seen such a thmg. 

After a while, finding that nothing more happened, she 
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decided on going into the garden at once, but, alas for 
poor Ahccl when she goi to the door, she found she had 
forgotten the little golden key, and when she went back 
to the table for it, she found she could not possibly reach 
It she could see u quite plainly through the glass, and she 
tried her best to climb up one of the legs of the table, but 
It was too slippery, and nhen she had tired herself out 
with trying the poor hide thing sat down and cried 
‘ Come, there’s no use in crying like that) said Alice to 
ncrself rather sharply ‘ I advise )ou to leave oil this min- 
utcl She generally gave herself very good advice (though 
she very seldom followed u), and sometimes she scolded 
herself so severely as to bring tears into her eyes, and once 
she remembered trying to box her own cars for having 
cheated herself in a game of croquet she was playing 
against herself, for this curious child was v ery fond of pre 
tending to be two people But u s no use now, thought 
poor Alice, to pretend to be two peoplel Why, there s 
hardly enough of me left to make one respectable per 
soul 

Soon her eye fell on a little glass box that was lying un 
dcr the table she opened it, and found in it a very small 
cake, on which the words ‘EAT ME were beautifully 
marked in currants Well, I U cat it, said Alice, ‘ and 
if it makes me grow larger, 1 can reach the key, and if it 
makes me grow smaller, 1 can creep under the door so 
either way 1 11 get into the garden and I don t care which 
happens! 

She ate a little bit and said anxiously to herself Which 
way^ Which way? , holding her hand on the top of her 
head to feel which way it was growing, and she ivas 
quite surpnsed to find that she remained the same size 
To be sure, this is what generally happens when one eats 
cake, but Alice had got so much into the way of expecting 
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nothing but out-of-the-way things to happen, that it seem- 
ed quite dull and stupid for life to go on in the common 
way. 

So she set to work, and very soon finished ofi the cake. 



CitAPTFR II 


The Pool of Tears 

“CuRiousER nnil curious- 
«t” erwd Mvcc. (she v.as so 
much surprised, that for the 
moment she quite forgot 
how to speak good Eng- 
lish). “Now Pm opening 
out tike liie largest telescope 
that ever wasl Good-byc» 
feet!” (for when she looked 
down at her feet, they seem- 
ed to be almost out of sight, 
they were getting so far 
off). “Oh, my poor little 
feet, 1 wonder who will put 
on jour shoes and stockings 
for you now, dears? I’m 
sure I sha’n'l be able! 1 shall 
be a great deal too far off to 
trouble myself about you: 
you must manage the best 
way you can — but I must 
be kind to them,” thought 
Alice, “or perhaps they 
won’t walk the way I want to go! Let me see I’ll give 
them a new pair of boots every Christmas ” 

And she went on plannuig toherseli how she would 
manage it ‘ They must go by the carrier,” she thought; 
“and how funny it’ll seem, sending presents to one’s own 
feet! And how odd the directions will look! 

26 
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Mice’s Right Fool, Esq. 

Hearthrug, 

near the Fender, 

(with Alice’s love). 

Oh dear, what nonsense Tm talking!” 

Just at this moment her head struck against the roof of 
the hall: in fact she was now rather more than nine feet 
high, and she at once took up the little golden key and 
hurried off to the garden door. 

Poor Alice! It ^vas as much as she could do, lying down 
on one side, to look through into the garden with one eye; 
but to get through was more hopeless than ever: she sat 
down and began to cry again. 

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself,” sold Alice, “a 
great girl like you,” (she might well say this), “to go on 
crying in this way! Stop this moment, I tell you!" But she 
went on all the same, shedding gallons of tears, until there 
ss*as a large pool around her, about four inches deep, and 
reaching half down the hall. 

After a lime she heal'd a little panering of feet in the dis- 
tance, and she hastily dried her eyes to see what was com- 
ing. It svas the White Rabbit returning, splendidly dress- 
ed, with a pair of white kid-gloves in one hand and a large 
fan in the other: he came trotting along in a great hurry, 
muttering to himself, as he came, "OhI The Duchess, the 
Duchess! Oh! Wo'n’t she be savage if IVc kept her uoiit- 
ingl” Alice felt so desperate that she was ready to ask help 
of any one: so, when the Rabbit came near her, she be- 
gan, in a low, timid voice, “If you please. Sir — " The Rab- 
bit started violently, dropped the white kid-glovcs and the 
fan, and scurried away into the darkness as hard as he 
Could go. 

Alice look up the fan and gloves, and, as the hall was 
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'iU 

vc^ hot, she kept facning herself oil the time she went on 
talking Dear, dearl How queer everything is to dayl 
And yesteriy things went on ]ust as usual I wonder if 
I ve changed in the night? Let me think wa, I the same 
when I got up this morning? I almost think I ean remem- 
ber feeling a little different But tf I'm not the same, the 
next question is Who in the world am P’ Ah, t/iat’s the 
great puzzle!” And she began thinking over all the chil- 
dren she knew that were of the same age as herself, to sec 
It she could have been changed for any of them 
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“I’m sure I’m not Ada," she said, "for her hair goes in 
such long ringlets, and mine doesn't go in ringlets at all; 
and I’m sure I ca’n’t be Mabel, for I know all sorts of 
things, and she, oh, she know's such a very littlel Besides, 
she’s sh^ and Vm I, and — oh dear, how' puzzling it all 
is! I’ll try if I know all the things I used to know’. Let me 
sec: four times five is tW'clve, and four times six is thirteen, 
and four times seven is — oh dear! I shall never get to 
tw’cnty at that rate! However, the Multiplication-Table 
doesn’t signify: let’s try Geography. London is the capital 
of Paris, and Paris is the capital of Rome, and Rome — no, 
that's all wTong, I’m cenain! I must have been changed 
for Mabel! I’ll try and say ‘How doth the Uttle-~'’,” and 
she crossed her hands on her lap as if she were saying les- 
sons, and began to repeat it, but her voice sounded hoarse 
and strange, and the words did not come the same as they 
used to do:— 

"How doth the tittle eroeodite 
Improve hss shimtig tail, 

And pour the waters of the Nile 
On ei ery golden scale! 

"How cheerfully he teems to grin. 

How neatly spreads his claws. 

And welcomes little fishes in, 

With gently smiling jaws! 

*Tm sure those arc not the nght words,’’ said poor 
Alice, and her e)cs filled with tears again as she wxnt on. 
"I must be Mabel after all, and I shall have to go and live 
in that jxiky little house, and hate next to no to)$ to play 
with, and oh. ever so many lessons to learn? .N’o, I’w made 
up my mind about it; if I’m Mabel, I’ll stay down here! 
ll’Il be no use their putting their heads down and sajing 
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‘Come up ogam, dcarl’ I shall only look up and say ‘Who 
am I, then’ Tell me that first, and then, if 1 like being 
thit person, 111 come up if not. 111 stay down here till 
I’m somebody else’ — ^but, oh dear*” cried Alice, with a 
sudden burst of tears, ' 1 do wuh they would put their 
heads down* I am so very tired of being all alone here!” 

As she said this she looked down at her hands, and was 
surprised to see that she had put on one of the Rabbit’s 
little while kid gloves while she was talking “How can 
1 have done that?’ she thought “1 must be growing small 
again ” She got up and went to the table to measure her 
self by it, and found that, as nearly as she could guess, she 
was now about two feet high, and was going on shrink- 
ing rapidly she soon found out that the cause of this was 
the fan she uas holding, and she dropped it hastily, just 
m time to save herself from shrinking away altogether 
“That wat a narrow escapcl” said Alice, a good deal 
frightened at the sudden change, but very glad to find 
herself still m existence “And now for the garden! And 
she nil iMCh all speed back to the little door, but, alas! 
the little door was shut again, and the little golden key 
was lying on the glass table as before, ‘ and things are 
worse than ever, ' thought the poor child, “for I never was 
so small as this before, never* And I declare it’s too bad, 
that It is! ’ 

As she said these words her foot slipped, and in an- 
other moment, splash' she was up to her chm in salt- 
water Her first idci was that she had somehow’ fallen 
into the sei, ‘ and in that case I can go back by nilway,” 
she said lo hcisclf (Abet had been to the seaside Dncc in 
her life, and !nd come to the general conclusion that 
wherever )ou go toon the English coast, you find ^ num 
ber of bathing machines in the sea, some children digging 
in the sand w nh wooden spades, then a tow of lodging- 
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houses, and behind them a railu’ay sudon.) Ho^vever, 
she scx)n made out that she was in the pool of tears which 
she had wept when she svas nine feet high. 

“I wish I hadn’t cried so much!” said Alice, as she 
swam about, tr>-ing to find her way out. “I shall be pun- 
ished for it now', I suppose, by being drowmed in my own 



tears! That will be a queer thing, to be sure! However, 
everything is queer to-day.” 

Just then she heard somahing splashing about in the 
pool a litde way ofF, and she sivam nearer to make out 
what it was: at first she thought it muse be a walrus or 
hippopotamus, but then she remembered how small she 
was now, and she soon nude out that it was only a mouse, 
that had slipped in like herself. 

“Would it be of any use, now,” thought Alice, “to 
speak to this mouse? Everything is so oui-of-tlic-way 
down here, that I should think very likely it can talk: at 
any rate, there’s no harm in trying.” So she began: “O 
Mouse, do you know the way out of this poo!.’ I am very 
tired of swimming about here, O Mouse!" (Alice thought 
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this must be the right way of speaking to a mouse she 
had never done such a thing before, but she remembered 
having seen, m her brother’s Latin Grammar, “A mouse 
— of a mouse — to a mouse — ^a mouse — O mouse!’) The 
mouse looked at her rather inquisitively, and seemed to 
her to wink with one of its hitlc eyes, but it said nothing 



‘ Perhaps it doesn’t understand English,” thoughtAhee. 
”1 daresay it’s a French mouse, come over with William 
the Conqueror ” (For, with all her knowledge of history, 
Alice had no very clear notion how long ago anything had 
happened) So she began again "Ou cst ma cKittc?’ 
which was the first sentence in her French lesson book 
The Mouse gasc a sudden leap out of the water, and 
seemed to qui\cr all over with fright “Oh, I beg your 
pardon! ’ cried Alice hastily, afraid that she had hurt the 
poor animal s feelings ' I quite forgot you didn’t hkc 
cats ” 

“Not hkc cats!’ cried the Mouse in a shrill passionate 
voice “Would you like cats, if you ucre mc^ ’ 
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round and swam slowly back to her its face was quite 
pale (with passion, Alice thought), and it said, in a low 
trembling voice, ' Let us get to the shore, and then I’ll 
tell you my history, and you U understand why it is I hate 
cats and dogs " 

It was high time to go, for the pool «as getting quite 
crowded with the buds and animals that had fallen into 
It there was a Duck and a Dodo, a Lory and an Eaglet, 
and seteral other curious creatures Alice led the lyay, and’ 
the whole party swam to the shore. * 



CllAPTHR III 


A Caucus-Racc and a Long Talc 

They were indeed a queer-looking part^’ that assembled 
on the bank — the birds wth draggled feathers, the aiu- 
mals svdth their fur elmging close to them, and all drip- 
ping wet, cross, and uncomlortablc. 

The first question of course was, how to get dr)' again: 
they had a «>n$ult3tion about dus, and after a few min- 
utes it seemed quite natural to Alice to find herself talking 
familiarly wth them, as if she had knowTi them all her 
life. Indeed, she had quite a long argument n-ith theLorj', 
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who ot last turned sulky, anti would only say, "I’m older 
than you, and must know better.” And this Alice would 
not allow, without knowing how old it was, and as the 
Lory positively refused to tell its age, there was no more 
to be said 

At last the Mouse, who seemed to be a person o£ some 
authority among them, called out “Sti down, all o£ you, 
and listen to me* VU soon make you dry enoughl” They 
all sat down at once, m a large ring, with the Mouse m 
the middle Alice kept her eyes anxiously fixed on it, for 
she felt sure she would catch a bad cold if she did not get 
dry very soon 

“Aheml" said the Mouse with an imporunt air “Arc 
you all ready’ This is the driest thing 1 know. Silence all 
round, if you please! ‘William the Conqueror, whose 
cause was favoured by the pope, was soon submitted to 
by the English, who wanted leaders, and had been of late 
much accustomed to usurpation and conquest £dwm and 
Morcar, the eatls of Mercia and Northumbria-—"' " 

‘ Ugh*” said the Lory, with a shiver. 

“1 beg your pardonl” said the Mouse, frowning, but 
very politely “Did you speak?” 

“Not 11” said the Loty, hastily 

“I thought you did," said the Mouse “I proceed ‘Ed- 
win and Morcar, the carls of Mercia and Northumbria, 
declared for him, and even Stigand, the patriotic arch- 
bishop of Canterbury, found it advisable ' ” 

‘ Found what? said the Duck 

“Found It, ' the Mouse replied rather crossly "of course 
you know what ‘it’ means ” 

“I know what ‘it’ means well enough, when I find a 
thing," said the Duck “it’s generally a frog, or a worm. 
The question is, what did the ardibishop find?" 

The Mouse did not notice this question, but hurriedly 
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went on, “ ‘ — found it advisable to go with Edgar Alhcl- 
ing to meet William and offer him the crown. William’s 
conduct at first was moderate. But the insolence of his 

Normans ’ How arc >ou getting on now, my dear?” 

it continued, turning to Alice as it spoke. 

“As wet as ever,” said Alice in a melancholy tone: “it 
doesn’t seem to dry me at all.” 

“In that case,” said the Dodo solemnly, rising to its feet, 
“I move that the meeting adjourn, for the immediate 
adoption of more energetic remedies " 

“Speak English!” said the Eaglet. “I don’t knotv the 
meaning of half those long words, and, what’s more, I 
don’t belics'c you do either!” And the Eaglet bent down 
its head to hide a smile: some of the other birds tittered 
audibly. 

“What I was going to say,” said the Dodo in an offend- 
ed tone, “was, that the best thing to get us dry would be a 
Caucus-race.” 

"What it a Caucus-race?" said Alice; not that she much 
wanted to know, but the Dodo had paused as if it thought 
that somebody ought to speak, and no one else seemed in- 
clined to say anything. 

“Why,” said the Dodo, “the best way to explain it is to 
do it.” (And, as you might like to try the thing yourself 
some winter-day, I will tell you how the Dodo managed 
!t.) 

First it marked out a race-course, in a sort of circle, 
(“the exact shape doesn’t matter," it said,) and then all 
the party were placed along the course, here and there. 
There was no “One, two, three, and away!” but they be- 
gan running when'they liked, and left off when they 
liked, so that it was not easy to know when the race was 
over. However, when they had been running half an hour 
or so, and were quite dry again, the Dodo suddenly called 
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out * The race is ovcrl” and they all crowded round it, 
panting, and asking “But who has won? 

This quesoon the Dodo could not answer without a 
great deal of thought, and it stood for a Jong time with 
one finger pressed upon its forehead (the position in 
which you usually see Shakespeare, m the pictures of 
him), while the rest waited «t silence M last the "Dodo 
said “Everybody has won, and all must have prizes “ 

‘ But who is to give the prizes?” quite a chorus of voices 
asked 

‘ Why, the, of course,” said the Dodo, poinung to Alice 
with one finger, and the whole party at once crowded 
round her, calling out, in a confused way, “Prizes* 
Prizes! ’ 

Alice had no idea what to do, and m despair she put her 
hand in her pocket, and puUed out a box of comfits (luck- 
ily the salt water had not got into it), and handed them 
round as prizes There was exactly one a piece, all round 
“But she must hat e a prize herself, you know,” said the 
Mouse 

' Of course,” the Dodo replied very gravely ‘ What else 
have you got in your pocket?” it went on, turning to Alice. 
“Only a thimble," said Ahce sadly 
“Hand it over here,” said the Dodo 
Then they all crotvded round her once more, while the 
Dodo solemnly presented the thimble, saying ‘ We beg 
your acceptance of this elegant thimble’ , and, when it 
had finished this short speech, they all cheered 
Alice thought the whole thing \ cry absurd, but they all 
looked so grate that she did not dare to laugh, and, as she 
could notlhmk of anything to say, she simply botved^and 
took the thimble, looking as solemn as she could 
The next thing tvas to cat the comfits this caused some 
noise and confusion, as the large birds complained that 



they could not taste theirs, and the small ones choked and 
had to be patted on the back. Ho^vever, it was: over at last, 
and they sat dosvn again in a ring, and begged the Afotfte 
to tell them something more. 

“You promised to tell me your history, you know,” said 
Alice, “and why it is y-ou hate — C and D," she added m a 
whisper, hal£ afraid that xt would be offended again. 

“Mine is a long and a sad tale!" said the Mouse, turning 
to Alice, and sighing. 

“It IS a long tail, certainly,” said Alice, looking down 
svith wonder at the Mouse’s tail; “but why do you call it 
sad?” And she kept on puzzling about it while the Mouse 
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was speaking, so that her idea of the talc was something 
like this:— “Fury said to 

a mouse, That 
he met in the 
house, ‘Let 
us both go 
to law. 1 
will prose- 


cute you . — 
Come, ni 
take no de- 
nial We 
must have 
the trial; 

Eor reallj' 
ihij morn 
ing I've 
nothing 

to do ' 

5ai(^ xhe 
mouse u 
the cur. 

Such a 
trial, dear 
iir. With 
no )UT7 
or judae. 
would 
be wast 




•aid 


•i’ll 

".l. 



"You arc not aucndingl- said the Mouse to Alice, 
severely. 'What arc you thinking oP" 



A CAUCUS-RACE AND A ^ONC TALE 

“I beg your pardon,” said Altec very humbly: “you had 
got to the fifth bend, I think?” 

“I had not\" cried the Mouse, sharply and very angrily. 

“A knot!” said Alice, ahvays ready to make herself use- 
ful, and looking anxiously about her. “Oh, do let me help 
to undo it!” 

“I shall do nothing of the sort,” said the Mouse, getting 
up and walking aw'ay. “You insult me by talking such 
nonsense!'' 

“1 didn’t mean it!” pleaded poor Alice. “B.ut you’re so 
easily offended, you know!” 

The Mouse only growled in reply. 

“Please come back, and finish your story!” Alice called 
after it. And the others all joined in chorus “Yes, please 
do!” But the Mouse only shook its head iropatiently, and 
walked a litde quicker. 

a pity it tvouldn’t stayl” sighed the Lory, as soon 
as it tvas quite out of sight. And an old Crab took the op- 
portunity of saying to her daughter “Ah, my dear! Let 
this be a lesson to you never to lose your temper!” “Hold 
your tongue, Mai” said the young Crab, a little snappish- 
ly. “You're enough to try the patience of an oyster!" 

“I wish I had our Dinah here, I know I do!" said Alice 
aloud, addressing nobody in particular. "She'd soon fetch 
it back!” 

“And who is Dinah, if I might venture to ask the ques- 
tion?" said the Lory. 

Alice replied eagerly, for she was always ready to talk 
about her pet: “Dinah’s our cat. And she’s such a capital 
one for catching mice, you ca’n't think! And oh, I msh 
you could see her after the birds! Why, she’ll cat a little 
bird as soon as look at it!" 

This speech caused a remarkable sensation among the 
party. Some of the birds hurried off at once : one old hfag- 
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pic began \\ rapping uscU up very carefully, remarking 
I really must be getting home the night air doesn't suit 
my throatl And a Canary called out in a trembling nokc, 
to Its dnldrcn. Come atsay, my dearsl It s high lime you 
were all in becll” On various pretexts they all moved olT, 
and Alice was soon left alone 

1 wish I hadn t mentioned Dinah! she said to licrscU 
m a melancholy tone Nobody seems to like her, dovvn 
here, and I m sure she s the best cat m the worldl Oh, my 
dear Dmahl 1 wonder if 1 shall ever see you any more’ ' 
And here poor Alice began to cry again, for she felt very 
lonely and low spirited In a little while, however, she 
again heard a little pattering of footsteps m the distance, 
and she looked up eagerly, half hoping that the Mouse 
had changed his mind, and was coming back to finish his 
story 


Chapter IV 

The Rabbit Sends in a Little Bill 

It was the White Rabbit trotting slowly back again, and 
looking anxiously about as u went, as if it had lost some 
thing and she heard jt muttering to Itself, TheDu'-hess! 
The Duchess’ Oh my dear pawsl Oh my fur and whisk' 
ers’ Shell get me executed as sure as ferrets are ferrets! 
Where can I have dropped them, I wonder? Alice 
guessed m a moment that it was looking for the fan and 
the pair of white kid gloves and she very good natured’y 
began hunting about for them, but they \yere notvherc to 
be seen— everything seemed to have changed since her 
swim in the pool and the great hah with the glass table 
and the 1 ttlc door had vanished completely 
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Vcr)' soon the Rabbit noticed Alice, as she went hunt- 
ing about, and called out to her, in an angrj* tone, “Whj’, 
Mary Ann, what are you doing our here? Hun home this 
moment, and fetch me a pair of gloves and a fan! Quick, 
now!” And Alice was so much frightened that she ran 
oH at once in the direction it pointed to, without trying to 
explain the mistake that it had made- 

“He look me /or his housemaid,” she said to herself as 
she ran. “How surprised he’ll be when he finds out who 
I am! But I’d better take him his fan and gloves — that is, 
if 1 can find them.” As she said this, she came upon a neat 
little house, on the door of which was a bright brass plate 
with the name "W. RABBIT” engraved upon it. She 
went in without knocking, and hurried upstairs, in great 
fear lest she should meet the real Mary Ann, and be 
turned out of the house before she had found the fan and 
gloves. 

“How queer it seems,” Alice said to herself, “to be go- 
ing messages for a rabbiti I suppose Dinah’ll be sending 
me on messages next!” and she began fancying the sort of 
thing that would happen: “‘Miss Alice! Come here dU 
rccUy, and get ready for your uxilk!’ ‘Coming in a min- 
ute, nurse! But I’ve got to xvaich this mouse-hole till 
Din.th comes back, and sec that the mouse doesn’t get 
out.’ Only I don’t think,” Alice went on, “that they’d let 
Dinah stop in the house if it began ordering people about 
like that!” 

By this lime she had found her n-ay into a tidy little 
room with a table in the window, and on it (as she bad 
hoped) a fan and two or three pairs of tiny white kid- 
gloves: she took up the fan and a pair of the gloves, and 
was just going to leave the room, when her eye fell upon 
a little bottle that stood near the looking-gliss. TTiere was 
no label this time with the words “DRINK ME,” but nev- 
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erthelcss she uncorked « and put it to her lips “I know 
something interesung « sure to happen, she said to her- 
self, “whenever 1 cat or drmk anything so 1 11 just sec 
what this bottle does I do hope it ll make me grow large 
again, for really I m quite tired of being such a tiny httlc 
ihmgl ’ 

It did so indeed, and much sooner than she had ex- 
pected before she had drunk half the bottle, she found 
her head pressing against the ceiling, and had to stoop to 
save her neck from being broken She hastily put down 
the bottle, saying to herself ‘ That’s quite enough — I 
hope 1 sha n’t grow any more-— As it is, I ca’n’t get out at 
the door — I do wish I hadn’t drunk quite so much' ’ 

Alasl It was too laic to wish that' She w ent on growing, 
and growing, and very soon had to kneel down on the 
floor \n another minute there was not e\cn room for 
this, and she tried the effect of lying down with one elbow 
against the door, and the other arm curled round her 
head Still she went on growing, and, as a last resource, 
she put one arm out of the window, and one foot up the 
chimney, and said to herself ‘Now I can do no more, 
whatever happens What mil become of me? ' 

Luckily for Alice, the little magic bottle had now had 
Its full effect, and she grci\ no larger still it was very 
uncomfortable, and, as there seemed to be no sort of 
dunce of her c\cr getting out of the room again, no won 
der she fch unhappy 

“It was much pleasanter at home,” thought jxior Alice, 
“when one warn t always growing larger and smaller, and 
l>cmg ordered about by mice and rabbits 1 almost wish I 
hadnt gone down that rabbit hole — and yet — and yet— 
It < father curious, you I now , this sort of hfcl 1 do wonder 
what can ha\c happened to mcl When I used to read 
fairy talcs, I fancied that kind of thing ncicr happened. 
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and now here I am in the middle of one! There ought to 
be a book written about me, tliat there oughtl And when 
I grow up. I'll write one — but I'm grown up now,” she 
added in a sorrowful tone: “at least there’s no room to 
grow up any more here" 

“But then,” thought Alice, “shall I rtever gee any older 



than I am now? That’ll be a comfort, one way — never to 
be an old woman — ^but then — always to have lessons to 
learn! Oh, I shouldn’t like thatl” 

“Oh, you foolish Alice!” she ans^vc^ed herself. “How 
can you learn lessons in here? Why, there’s hardly room 
for j'o«, and no room at all for any Icsson-booksJ” 

And so she tvent on, taking first one side and then the 
other, and making quite a conversation of it altogether; 
but after a few minutes she heard a voice outside, and 
stopped to listen. 

“Mary Ann! Mary Ann!” said the voice. “Fetch me mj 
gloves this moment!” Then came a little pattering of feet 
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on the stairs Alice knew it ivns the Rabbit comini; to look 
for her, and she trembletl till she shook ihe bout quite 

large as the Rabbit and had no reason to be afraid of it 



op!rr£tt t‘'droTe“'’d''’ *=> 
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There was a dead silence in- 
stantly, and Alice thought to 
hersdf “I wonder what they* 
will do next! If they had any 
senses they'd take the roof off.” 
After a minute or r^’o they 
began moving about again, and 
Alice heard the Rabbit say “A 
barrotvful will do, to begin 
with” 

“A barTOtvful of wAatV’ 
thought Alice. But she had not 
long to doubt, for the next mo- 
ment a shower of little pebbles 
omc rattling in at the t^•indow, 
and some of them bit her in the 
face. “11! put a stop to this,” 
'I’l she said to herself, and shouted 
out “Vou'd better not do that 
again!” which produced an- 
other dead silence. 

Alice noticed, with some sur- 
prise, that the pebbles were all 
turning into little calces as they 
by on the floor, and a bright 
idea came into her head. “If I eat one of these cakes,” she 
thought, “it’s sure to make romf diangc in my size; and, 
as it ca’n't possibly make roc brger, it must make me 
smaller, I suppose.” 

So she swallowed one of the cakes, and wzs dehghtcd to 
find that she began shrinking direct!}. As soon as she was 
small enough to get through the door, she ran out of the 
house, and found quite a crowd of little animals and birds 
waiting outside. TTie poor litdc Lizard, Bill, was m the 
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middle, being held up by two guinea pigs, who were giv 
mg It something out of a bottle They all made a rush at 
Alice the moment she appeared, but she ran off as hard as 
she could, and soon found herself safe in a thick wood 
‘The first thing 1 ve got to do,” said Alice to herself, as 
she ivnndered about in the wood, is to grow to my right 
size again, and the second thing is to find my way into 
that lovely garden 1 think that will be the best plan ” 

It sounded an excellent plan, no doubt, and very neatly 
and simply arranged the only difficulty was, that she had 
not the smallest idea how to set about it, and, while she 
was peering about anxiously among the trees a little sharp 
bark just over her head made her look up m a great hurry 
An enormous puppy was looking down at her with 
large round eyes, and feebly stretching out one paw, try 
mg to touch her * Poor little thing' said Alice, m a coa\ 
mg tone, and she tried hard to whistle to it, but she was 
terribly frightened all the time at the thought that it 
might be hungry, m which case u would be very hi e'y to 
eat h^r up m spite of all her <-oaxing 
Hardly know mg what she did, she picked up a little bit 
of suck, and held it out to the puppy whereupon the 
puppy jumped miothc air off all its feet at once, with a 
yc’p of delight, and rushed at the stick, and made believe 
to worry it then Alice dodged behind a great thistle, to 
\ cep herself from being run over, and, the moment she 
appeared on the other side, the puppy made another rush 
ni the suck, and tumbled head over heels m its hurry to 
pet hold of It then Alice, thinking it was very like hat mg 
a gamcof play with a cart horse, and expecting every mo 
ment to be trampled under us feet, ran round the thistle 
again then the puppy began a senes of short charges at 
the stick, running a very little w ay forwards each time and 
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long u-ay back, and barking hoarsely all ihc while, lill 
last it sat down a good way off, panting, with its tongue 
tnging out of its mouth, and its great eyes half shuu 
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“And yet what a dear Utile puppy it wast” said AlicCf 
as she leant against a buttercup to rest hctscll, and {ann«il 
herself with one of the leaves “1 should have like 1 teach' 
mg It tricks very much, if — if Vd only been the right si2.c 
to do It' Oh dear! I'd nearly forgotten that I've got to 
grow up again! Let me see — how ts it to be managed? I 
suppose I ought to cat or drink something or other, 1 ut 
the great question is ‘What?”’ 

The great question certainly was “What Alice looked 
all round her at the flowers and the blades of grass, but 
she could not see anything that looked like the right thing 
to eat or drink under the circumstances There was a large 
mushroom growing near her, about the same height os 
herself, and, when she had looked under it, and on both 
sides of It, and behind «, it occurred to her that she might 
as well look and see what was on top of it 
She stretched herself up on tiptoe, and peeped o.cr the 
edge of the mushroom, and her eyes immediately met 
those of a large blue caicrpiVar, that was sitting on the top, 
with Its arm folded, quietly smoking a long hookah, and 
taking not the smallest noucc of her or of anything else 
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“What do you mean by thatf” said the Caterpillar, 
sternly “Explain yourscUl" 

“I ca^n’t explain niyse;/. I'm afraid, Sir," said Alice, “be- 
cause I’m not myself, j oil see ” 

“I don’t see," said the Caterpillar. 

“I’m afraid I ca’n’t put it more clearly," Alice replied, 
very politely, “for I ca’n’t understand it myself, to begin 
with; and being so many diderent sizes in a day is very 
confusing” 


It isn t, said the Caterpillar. 

“Welh perhaps you haven’t found it so yet,” said Alice; 
but when you have to turn into a chrysahs-you will 

Tsho AtKr that into a butterfly, 

I should think you 11 feel it a little queer, won’t you’’’ 
^^Not a bit, said the Caterpillar 

‘"''"8" *>' different,” said 

“Yo„l” ‘ aT' A'* “ Itt^r to me “ 

yoiil" ^‘‘“''•’illat contemptuously “Who are 

Which brought them back again to the beginning of 

Xrrrk'“" « *1 Ca'er 

herself ™ T ““a “"d rhe drew 

-8ht to 

"Why?’ said the Calerpillar 

codd noT^LTr" ‘’““''"8 utid. as Alice 

sefed m*b“ m a”„r“"’ '>>= Caterpillar 

turned away ^ “ttpleasant state of mind, she 

somer' *' Caterpillar called after her “I’ve 

something important to say!" ^ 

came back agM*’™"”"”®’ “'“‘“'y- Ala-e turned and 
“Keep your temper." said the Caterpillar 
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“Is that all?” said Alice, swallosving down her anger as 
well as she could. 

“No," said the Caterpillar. 

Alice thought she might as well wait, as she had noth- 
ing else to do, and perhaps after all it might tell her some- 
thing worth hearing. For some minutes it puffed away 
without speaking; but at last it unfolded its artns, took 
the hookah out of its mouth again, and said “So you think 
you’re changed, do you?” 

"I’m afraid 1 am, Sir,” said Alice. “I ca'n't remember 
things as 1 used — and I don’t keep the same size for ten 
minutes together!” 

“Ca’n’t remember what things?” said the Caterpillar. 

"IVell, I’ve tried co say 'Hoo' doth the {title httsy hee! 
but it all came dilTcreni!” Alice replied in a very melan- 
choly wice. 

“Repeat ‘You are old, father William { " said the Cater- 
pillar. 

Alice folded her hands, .and began:— 
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"You are old. Father IVtlham," the young man said 
"And your hair has become very white. 

And yet you incessantly stand an your head — 

Do you thtn\, at your age, it is right?” 

"In my youth!' Tathet WiUiam replied to his son, 

"I jeared it might injure the brain, 

Bul,?jQty that I m perjtctly sure / have none. 

Why, I do It again and again " 



"You are old! said the youth . ' as I mentioned before 
And hate grown most uncommonly fat, 

Yet you turned a bac\ somersault m at the door 

Pray, what is the reason of that? ’ 

"In my youth!' said the sage, as he shooh_ hts grey locks, 
"I kept all my limbs very supple 

By the use of this ointment- — one shilling the box 

Allow me to sell you tt couple? ' 
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"You are old" said the youth, "and your jatvs are too tveak^ 
For anything tougher than suet; 

Yet you finished the goose, tvith the bones and the bea \ — 
Fray, how did you manage to do it?" 

"In my youth!’ said his father , "/ too\ to the law. 

And argued each ease with my tvife; 

And the muscular strength, which it gave to my jaw 
Has lasted the rest of my life." 



"You are old," said the youth, "one would hardly (uppose 
Thai yoKT eye was as steady as ever; 

Yet ) ou balanced an eel on the end of your nose — 

What made you so awfully elever?" 

"I have answered three questions, and that is enough," 

Said his father. "Don't give yourself atrsl 
Do you thin\ I eon listen all day to such stuff? 

Be ofj, or I’ll hick. down-stairsl" 




“That IS not said right,” said the Caterpdhr. 

“Not qittte right, I'm afraid,” said Alice, timidly, “some 
of the words have got altered ” 

“It IS wrong from beginning to end,” said the Caterpil- 
lar, decidedly; and there was silence for some minutes 
The Caterpillar was the first to speak. 

“What size do you want to be’” vt asked 
“Oh, I’m not particular as to size,” Alice hastily replied; 
“only one doesn't like changing so often, you know.” 

“1 don’t know,” said the Caterpillar 
Alice said nothing she had never been so much con- 
tradicted m all her life before, and she felt that she was 
losing her temper 

“Are you content now^” said the Caterpillar. 

“WeTl, I should like to be a Uttlc larger, Sir, if you 
wouldn’t mmd,” said Abce “three inches is such a 
wretched height to be " 

“It IS a very good height indeed'" said the Caterpillar 
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ngrily, rearing itself upright as it spoke (it was exactly 
irec inches high). > ' 

“But I’m not used to it!” pleaded poor Alice in a piteous 
>nc. And she thought to herself “I \vish the creatures 
wouldn’t be so easily offended!” 

“You’ll get used to it in time,” said the Caterpillar; and 
, put the hookah into its mouth, and began smoking 
gain. 

This time Alice waited patiently until it chose to speak 
gain. In a minute or two the Caterpillar took the hookah 
ut of its mouth, and yawned once or twice, and shook it- 
clf. Then it got down off the mushroom, and crawled 
way into the grass, merely remarking, as it went, “One 
ide will make you grow taller, and the other side will 
nakc you grow shorter.” 

"One side of tvhat} The other side of what}” thought 
Vlice to herself. 

“Of the mushroom,” said the Caterpillar, just as if she 
>ad asked it aloud; and in another moment it was out of 
ight. 

Alice remained looking thoughtfully at the mushroom 
or a minute, trying to make out which were the two sides 
)£ it; and, as it was perfectly round, she found this a very 
iifficult question. However, at last she stretched her arms 
ound it as far as they would go, and broke off a bit of 
he edge with each hand. 

“And no\v which is which?" she said to herself, and 
libbled a little of the right-hand bit to try the effect. The 
icxt moment she felt a violent blow underneath her chin: 
it had struck her foot! 

She was a good deal frightened by this very sudden 
change, but she felt that there was no time to be lost, as 
she was shrinking rapidly: so she set to work at once to 
cat some of the other bit. Her chin was pressed so closely 
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against her foot, that there was hardly room to open her 
mouth; but she did it at last, and managed to swallow a 
morsel ot the left-hand bu 


“Come, my head's free at lastl" said Alice m a tone of 
delight, which changed into alarm m another momeni> 
when she found that her shoulders were nowhere to be 
found all she could see, when she looked dow'n, w-as an 
immense length of neck, which seemed to rise like a stalk 
out of a sea of green leaves that lay far below her. 

“What <an all that green stuff be’’’ said Alice. “And 
where have my shoulders got to’ And oh, my poor hands, 
how IS It 1 ca’n't sec you’” She was moving them about, 
as she spoke, but no result seemed to follow, except a htllc 
shaking among the distant green leaves 

As there seemed to be no chance of getting her hands 
up to her head, she tried to get her head down to them, 
and was delighted to find that her neck would bend about 
easily m any direction, like a serpent. She had just suc- 
ceeded m curving il down into a graceful zigzag, and was 
going to dive in among the leaves, which she found to be 
nothing but the tops of the trees under which she had been 
wandering, when a sharp hiss made her draw back in a 
hurry a large pigeon had flown into her face, and ivas 
beating her violently with its wings 
“Setpcni! ’ screamed the Pigeon 

“I m nof a serpent* ’ said Alice indi^ntly “Ler. me 
alone!” 

‘ Serpent, I say againl repeated the Pigeon, but m a 
more subdued tone, and added, with a kind of sob, “I’ve 
tried every way, but nothing seems to suit them!” 
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“I haven’t the last idea what you're talking about,” said 
Alice. 

“I’yc tried the roots o£ trees, and I’ve tried banks, and 
I’ve tried hedges,” the Pigeon ivcnt on, without attending 
to her; ‘‘but those serpents! There's no pleasing them!” 

Alice wnis more and more puzzled, but she thought 
there was no use in saying anything more till the Pigeon 
had finished. 

“As if it n’asn’t trouble enough hatching the eggs,” 
said the Pigeon; “but I must be on the look-out for ser- 
pents, night and day! Why, 1 haven’t had a wink of sleep 
these three weeks!” 

“I’m very sorry you’ve been annoyed,” said Alice, who 
was beginning to see its meaning. 

“And just as I’d taken the highest tree in the wood," 
continued the Pigeon, raising its voice to a shriek, “and 
just as I was thinking I should be free of them at last, they 
must needs come u’riggling down from the skyl Ugh, 
Serpent!” 

“But I’m not a serpent, ! tell you!” said Alice. “I’m a— 
I'm a ” 

“Well! What arc you?” said the Pigeon. “I can see 
you’re trying to invent somcthingl” 

“1 — I’m a little prl,” said Alice, rather doubtfully, as 
she rpmembered the number of changes she had gone 
through, that day. 

“A likely story indeed!” said the Pigeon, in a tone of the 
deepest contempt. “I've seen a good many little girls in my 
lime, but never one with such a neck as that! No, no! 
You’re a serpent; and there's no use denying it. I suppose 
you’ll be telling me next that you never tasted an egg!” 

“I have tasted eggs, certainly,” said Alice, who was a 
very truthful child; "but little girls eat eggs quite as much 
as serpents do, you know.” 
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I dont believe it, said the Pigeon; "but if they do, 
then they’re a kind of serpent- that’s all I can say.” 

This was such a new idea to Alice, that she was quite 
silent for a minute or ttvo, which gave the Pigeon the op- 
portunity of adding “You’re looking for eggs, I know that 
well enough, and what does it matter to me whether 
you re a litUe girl or a serpent?” 

“It matters a good deal to me," said Alice hastily; “but 
I m not looking for eggs, as it happens; and, if I was, I 
shouldn t want yomt I don’t hke them raw ’’ 

amon 1 '^°™ Alice crouched down 

w eoMo TT “ “u l-'Pl set- 

then she h^d't emong ^e branches, and every now and 
m the had to stop and untwist it After a while she re- 

S^Indl“ ‘''J'* *' o' "’“tl'room in her 

oneti^d^k * “1 carefully, nibbhng 6rst at 

one and then at the other, and growing someumes taller 

self, as usur’’c7mrrsT:l,'’rr:r® “ 

I’” :;;rgh: s™"Th‘“ 

into that beautiful rardfo L *' nevt thing is, to get 
derS” As she said CrLleltd' ‘ '™"- 
place, with a little house ,n it about f'' 

ever lives .here,” thougi:. Ahee 

upon them thu size s^y I t ,, f “s"' 

dieir wits,” So she began mbbhng att:“gtTaS'bu 
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other was sitting on the ground near the door, staring 
stupidly up into the sky. 

Alice went timidly up to the door, and knocked. 
“There’s no sort of use in knocking," said the Footman, 
“and that for two reasons. First, because I’m on the same 
side of the door as you are; secondly, because they’re mak- 
ing such a noise mside, ntronc could possibly hear you" 
And certainly there was a most extraordinary noise going 
on within — a constant howling and sneezing, and every 
now and then a great crash, as if a dish or kettle had been 
broken to pieces. 

“Please, then," said Alice, “how am I to get irv?” 
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“There might be some sense in your knocking,” the 
Footman w-ent on, wthout attending to her, “if we had 
the door bewcen us. For instance, if jou were inside, you 
might knock, and I a>u]d let j'ou our, you knou*.” He 
was looking up into the sky all the time he u’as speaking, 
and this Alice thought decidedly uncivil. “But perhaps 
he ca’n’t help it,” she said to herself; “his eyes arc so very 
nearly at the top of his head. But at any rate he might 
answer questions. — How am I to get in.’” she repeated, 
aloud. 

“I shall sit here,” the Footman remarked, “till to-mor- 
row 

At this moment the door of the house opened, and a 
brge plate came skimming out, straight at the Footman’s 
head: it just gra 2 ed his nose, and broke to pieces against 
one of the trees behind him. 

“ -■ or next day, maybe,” the Footman continued in 
the same tone, exactly as if nothing had happened. 

“How am I to get in?” asked Alice again, in a louder 
tone. 

"Are you to get in at all?” said the Footman. “That’s 
the first question, )ou know." 

It \\-as, no doubt: only Alice did not like to be told so. 
“It’s really dreadful,” she muttered to herself, “the way all 
the creatures argue. It’s enough to drive one crazy!" 

The Footman seemed to think this a good opportunity 
for repeating his remark, with variations. “I shall sit 
here,” he said, “on and off, for days and dap.” 

“But what am 1 to do?” said Alice. 

“An)Thing jxiu bkc,” said the Footman, and began 
W’hisiling. 

“Oh, here’s no use in talking to him," said Alice des- 
perately: “he’s perfectly And she opened the door 

and went in. 
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for her to speak first 'svht manners 

‘It’s a CheshueOt’ 
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Duchess and the baby— ihe firc*»rons came first; then fol- 
lowed a sho"cr of saucc-i'anSt plates, and dishes. The 
Duchess look no notice of ihem even when ihcv hit her; 
and ihc baby was hcsvlmg so much already, that it tvas 
quite impossible to say svbetber the bJou'S hurt it or not. 

“Oh. pirate mind what you're doing!" cried Alice, 
jumping up and dow-n in an agony of terror. “Oh, there 
goes his precious nose?" as an unusually large saucepan 
flew close bv it, and very nearly earned it o/T. 

“If cvcrj^ly minded ihcir own busuvess," the Duchess 
said, in a hoarse growl, “the world would go round a deal 
fitter than it docs." 

"Which would not he an advanuge." uid Alice, who 
fck very Rlad to get an c^ponuniiy of show mg olT a little 
of her knowlcdce. ’‘In« think w-hat work it would make 
with the dry and night? You see the eanh takes tirenfj- 
four hours to uim round on its asis— — 
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Alice glanced rather an'aomly at the cook, to see if she 
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the soup and seemed not to be listening, so she went on 
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to your Imtr toy, 
Andbeu h,m when he sneezes 
He only does u to annoy. 
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Chorus 
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ClIORtlS 

JVow! rtfoti/l wotvl" 



“Here! You may nurse kabit, if you like!” the Duchess 
said to Alice, flinging the baby at her as she spoke- “I 
must go and get ready lo phy croquet with the Queen,” 
and she hurried out of the room. The cook threw a frying- 
pan after her as she svent, but it just missed her. 





Alice caught the baby with some difficulty, as it was a 
queer-shaped little creature, and held out its arms and legs 
in all directions, “just iike a star-fish,” thought Alice. The 
poor little thing tfas snorting like a steam-engine when 
she caught it, and kept doubling itself up and suujghtcn- 
ing itself out again, so that altogether, for the first minute 
Of ttvo, it Kus as much as she could do to hold it. 

As soon as she had made out the proper way of nursing 
it (which ss’as to twist it up into a son of knot, and then 
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keep tight hold o£ Its right car and left foot, so as to pre- 
vent Its undoing itself), she earned it out into the open 
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well used to queer things happening. While she was still 
looking at the place where it had been, it suddenly ap- 
peared again. 

“By-the-bye, what became of the baby?” said the Cat. 
"I’d nearly forgotten to ask.” 

“It turned into a pig,” Alice answered very quietly, just 
as if the Cat had come back in a natural way. 

“1 thought it would,” said the Cat, and vanished again. 

Alice waited a little, half expecting to see it again, but 
it did not appear, and after a minute or two she walked on 
in the direction in which the March Hare was said to live. 
“I’ve seen hatters before,” she said to herself: “the March 
Hare will be much the most interesting, and perhaps, as 
tills is Ma)’, it ivo’a’t be raving mad — at least not so mad 
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as It was in March " As she said this, she looked up, and 
there was the Cat again, sitting on a branch of a tree 
"Did you say ‘pig,’ or ‘fig’?” said the Cat 
“I said ‘pigV' replied Alice, “and 1 wish you wouldn’t 
keep appearing and vanishing so suddenly you make one 
quite giddy! ’ 

‘ All right,’ said the Cat, and this time it vanished quite 
slowly, beginning with the end of the tail, and ending 
with the grin, which remained some time after the rest of 
It had gone 

“Weill Ive often seen a cat without a grin” thought 
AUce, “but a gtm without a cat! It’s the most curious 
thing I ever saw in all my life*” 

She had not gone much farther before she came m sight 
o£ the house of the March Hare she thought n must be 
the tight house, because the chimneys were shaped like 
ears and the roof was thatched with fur It tvas so large a 
house, that she did not like to go nearer till she had mb 
bled some more of the left hand bu of mushroom, and 
raised herself to about two feet high even then she 
walked up towards it rather timidly, saying to herself 
“Suppose it should be raving mad after all! 1 almost wish 
I’d gone to see the Hatter insteadl” 


Chapter VII 
A Mad Tea Party 

There was a table set out under a tree in front of the 
house, and the March Hare and the Hatter were having 
tea at it a Dormouse was sitting between them, fast 
asleep, and the other two were using it as a cushion, rest 
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ing iheir elbows on it, and talking over its head. “Very 
uncomfortable for the Dormouse,” thought Alice; “only 
as it’s asleep, I suppose it doesn’t mind.” 

The table was a large onci but the three were all crow’d- 
ccl together at onecorncr of it.'*No room! Nonsom!” they 
cried out when they saw Alice aiming. “There’s plenty 
of room!" said Alice indignantly, and she sat down in a 
large arm<hair at one end of the table. 

“Have some wine,” the March Hare said in an encour- 
aging tone. 

Alias looked all round the tabic, but there svas nothing 
on it but tea. “I don’t see any wine,” she remarked. 

"There isn’t any,” said the March Hare. 

"Then it nnisn’t very civil of you to offer it," said .'Mice 
angrily. 

“It \\’asn’t very' civil of you to sit down without being 
invited," said the March Hare. 

"I didn’t know it was yo«r table,” said Alice: "it’s laid 
for a great many more than three.” 

"Your h.air wants cutting,” said the Hatter. He had 
been looking at Alice for some time with great curiosity, 
and this was his first speech. 

"You should learn not to make personal remarks,” 
Alice said with some severity: "It’s very rude.” 

The Hatter opened his eyes very ivide on hearing this; 
but all he salt! was “Why is a raven like a writing-desk?” 

“Come, we shall have some fun now*” thought Alice. 
"I’m glad they’ve begun asking riddles — I believe I can 
guess that,” she added aloud. 

“Do you mean that you think you can find out the 
ansiver to it?” said the March Hare. 

“Exactly so,” said Alice. 

"Then you should say what you mean,” the March 
Hare went on. 




“I do,” Alice hastily replied, ”at least — at least I mean 
what 1 say— that’s the same thing, you Xnow ” 

“Not the same thing a bu!” said the Hauer ' Why, you 
might )USi as well say that ‘I see what 1 cat’ is the same 
thing as I eat what I sec'! ’ 

‘ You might just as well say,” added the March Hare, 
“that *I like w hat I get’ is the same thing as ‘I get w hat J 
hkc’! 

'You might just as well say,” added the Dormouse, 
which seemed to be talking in its sleep, “that ‘I breathe 
when 1 sleep’ is the same thing as 'I sleep when I breathe I” 
‘ It IS the same thing with )ou,” said the Hatter, and 
here the conscrsation dropped, and the party sat silent for 
a minute, while Alice ihought over all she could remem 
ber about rasens and wruiog-dcsks, which wasn’t much 
The Hauer was the first to break the silence ‘ What 
day oE the month is u?” he said, turning to Alice he had 
taken his watch out of his pocket, and was looking at it 
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uneasily, shaking it every now and then, and holding it 
to his ear. 

Alice considered a little, and then said The fourth. 

“Two days wrong!” sighed the Hatter. I told you but- 
ter wouldn’t suit the works!” he added, looking angrily at 
the March Hare. 

“It ^\•as the best butter,” the March Hare meekly re- 


,, 1 

^ “Yes, but some crumbs must have got in as well, tue 
Hatter grumbled: “you shouldn’t have put it in with the 
bread-knife.” 

' The March Hare took the watch and looked at it 
gloomily: then he dipped it into his cup of tea, and looked 
at it again: but he could think of nothing better to say 
thin his first rtmark, "It ss-as the Ust bmra, you know. 

Alice had been looking over his shoulder 
curiosity. "What a tunny watchl” she remarked. It tells 
the day o£ the month, and doesn’t tell what o clock it isl 
“Why should it?" mutlcred the Hatter. Does your 
w-atch tell you what year it is?" . 

"Of course not,” Alice replied very readily: but thats 
because it stays the same year for such a long time to- 

* "Which is just the case svith mine," said the Hatter. 

/klice felt dreadfully puzzled. The Hatters remark 
seemed to her to have no sort of meaning in it, and yet it 
was certainly English. "I don’t quite understand you, 
she said, as politely as she could. , , . . j 

"The Dormouse is asleep again," said the Hatter, and 
he poured a little hot tea upon its nose. 

The Dormouse shook its head impatiendy, and said, 
without opening its eyes, "Of course, of course: ,ust what 
1 was going to remark myself. 
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“Have you guessed the nddlc yet?” the Halter said, 
turning to Alice again 

"No, I give It up," Alice replied. “What’s the answer?” 
“I haven’t the slightest idea,” said the Hatter, 

"Nor I," said the March Hare 

Alice sighed wearily ‘ I think you might do something 
belter with the time,” she said, “than wasting it m asking 
riddles that have no answers ” 

“I£ you knew Time as well as 1 do,” said the Hatter, 
“you wouldn’t talk about wasting tt It’s /«m.” 

"I don’t know what you mean,” said Alice 
"Of course you don’t!” the Hatter said, tossing his head 
contemptuously "I dare say you never c\en spoke to 
Time! ’ 

“Perhaps not,” Alice cautiously replied, "but I know I 
have to beat time when I learn music” 

“Ahl That accounts for said the Hauer "He wo’n’t 
stand beating Now, if you only kept on good terms tvith 
him, he’d do almost anything you liked with the clock 
For instance, suppose it were nine o’clock m the morning, 
just time to begin lessons you’d only have to whisper a 
hint to Time, and round goes the clock m a twinkling! 
Half past one, time for dmncrl" 

("I only wish it was,” the March Haie said to itself in a 
whisper ) 

“That would be grand, certainly," said Alice thought- 
fully , ‘ but then— 1 shouldn’t be hungry for it, you know ” 
"Not at first, perhaps," said the Hatter “but you could 
keep It to half past one as long as you liked ” 

‘ Is that the nay you manage?" Alice asked 
The Hatter shook hts Iwad tnaurnfuUy ‘ Not 11” he re- 
plied “We quarreled last March just before he went 

road, you know ” (pointing with his teaspoon at the 
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March Hare,) " it was at the great concert given by 

the Queen of Hearts, and 1 had to sing 

'Twinkle, twinkle, little ball 
How I wonder what you're at!’ 

You know the song, perhaps?” 

"I’yc heard something like it,” said Alice. 

“it goes on, you knoxr,” the Hatter continued, “in this 
way.' — ■ 

‘Up above the rvorld you fly, 

U\e a tea tray m the sl(y. 

Tn'in\le, tU'itt\le — " 

Here the Dormouse shook itself, and began singing in 

its sleep “Ttcinf^le, ttntt^le, ttvtnlile, tinn^le ” and 

'\’ent on so Jong that they had to pinch it to make it stop. 

“Well, I'd hardly finished the first verse,” said the Hat- 
ter, “when the Queen bawled out ‘He’s murdering the 
time! Off with his head!’ ” 
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“How dreadfully savagcl” exclaimed Alice. 

“And ever since that,” the Hatter went on in a mourn- 
ful tone, “he woVt do a thing I ask! It’s always six o’clock 
now ” 

A bright idea came into Alice’s head “Is that the reason 
so many tea things arc put out here?" she asked. 

“Yes, that’s It," said the Hatter with a sigh, “it’s always 
tea time, and we've no time to wash the things between 
whiles ” 

“Then you keep moving round, 1 suppose?” said Alice. 
“Exactly so,” said the Hatter, “as the things get used 
up" 

“But what happetvs when you come to the begvnmng 
agam^” Alice ventured to ask 
“Suppose we change the subject,” the March Hare in- 
terrupted, yawning “I’m getting tired of this I vote the 
young lady tells us a story ” 

“I’m. afraid I don’t know one,” said Alice, rather 
alarmed at the proposal 

“Then the Dormouse shalll” they both cried “Wake 
up, Dartnouse*” And they pinched it on both sides at 
once 

The Dormouse slowly opened its eyes "I wasn’t asleep,” 
It said in a hoarse, feeble voice, “I heard every word you 
fellows were saying ” 

“Tell us a story’" said the March Hare 
“Yes, please dol” pleaded Alice 
“And be quick about it,” added the Hatter, “or you’ll 
be asleep again before it’s done” I 

“Once upon a umc there were three little sisters,” the 
Dormouse began in a great hurry; “and their names were 
Elsie, Lacie, and Tillie, and they lived at the bottom of a 
well ” 
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"What did they live on?" said Alice, who always took 
a great interest in questions of eating and drinking. 

“They lived on treacle," said the Dormouse, after think- 
ing a minute or two. 

“They couldn't have done that, you know, Altec gent- 
ly remarked. “They’d have been ill. ^ ^ 

“So they were," said the Dormouse; “rery ill. 

Alice tried a little to fancy to herself what such an ex- 
traordinary' ^\•ay of living would be like, but it puzzled 
her too much: so she went on: “But why did they live at 
the bottom of a well?" 

“Take some more tea," the hbrch Hare said to Alice, 


very earnestly. . ^ j j 

“I’ve had nothing jet,” Alice replied in an offended 

tone: “so I ca’n’t take more." „ 

“You mean you can’t take /«/," said the Hatter: its 
very easy to take more than nothing. 

"Nobody asked >o»r opinion," said Ahcfc 

"Who’s making personal remarks now? the Hatter 
asked triumphantly. , . _ 

Alice did not quite know what to say to this; » she 
helped herself to some tea and bread-and-butler, and ton 
turned to the Dormouse, and repealed her question. 
“Why did they Uve at the bonom oE a well.' 

The Dormouse again took a minute or t,™ to think 
about it, and then said “It was a treade-welL 
"There’s no such thingl" Alice svas 1>'S'""‘"S 
grilv, but the Hatter and the March Hare wcnl Sh! Sh^ 
and the Dormouse sulkily remarked IE you cant lx 
civil, you’d better finish the story for yourselt. 

“No, please go on!” Alice said very humbly. I wo n i 
interrupt you again. I dare say there nuy e one. 

“On^, iudeed!” said the Dormouse mdignandy. How- 
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ever, he consented to go on “And so these three little sis- 
ters— they were learning to draw, you know ” 

“What did they draw?” said Alice, quite forge'tmj her 
promise 

“Treacle,” said the Dormouse, without considering at 
all, this time 

“I want a clean cup,” interrupted the Hatter “let’s all 
move one place on ’ 

He moved on as he spoke, and the Dormouse followed 
him the March Hare moved into the Dontiousc's place, 
and Alice rather unwillingly took the place of the March 
Hare The Hatter was the only one who got any advan 
tage from the change; and Alice was a good deal worse 
off than before, as the March Hare had just upset the 
milk jug into his plate 

Alice did not wish to offend the Dormouse again, so she 
began very cautiously “But I don’t understand. Where 
did they draw the treacle from?” 

“You can draw water out of a water-well," said the 
Hatter, “so I should think you could draw treacle out of 
a treacle-wcll'-^h, stupid?” 

“But they were tn the well," Alice said to the Dormouse, 
not choosing to notice this last remark 
“Of course they were,” said the Dormouse “well m ” 
'Tins ansivcr so confused poor Alice, that she let the 
Dormouse go on for some time without interrupung it 
“They were learning to draw," the Dormouse went on, 
yawning and rubbing us eyes, for it was getting very 
sleepy, “and they drew all manner of things— everything 

that begins with an M 

“Why with an M?” said Alice. 

‘ Why not? ’ said the March Hare 
Alice ivas silent 

The Dormouse had closed jis eyes by this time, and was 



things arc ‘much of a muchness’— did you ever sec such a 

thing as a drawing of a muchncssl 

“Really, now you ask me,” said Alice, very much con- 
fused, “I don’t think 

“Then you shouldn’t talk,” said the Hatter. 

This piece of rudeness was more than Alice could bear: 
she got up in great disgust, and tvalhedoff : the Dormouse 
fell asleep iitstantly, and neither of the others took the 
least notice of her going, though she looked back once or 
twice, half hoping that they «vould caU after hw: the last 
time she saw them, they were trying to put the Dormouse 
into the teapot. . . , , , 

“At any rate I’ll never go there again! said Alice, as 
she picked her way through the vrood^. "Its the stupidest 
tea-party I ever was at in all my life! 
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Just as she said this, she nouced that one of the trees 
had a door leading right into it. “That’s very curious!” 
she thought “But everything’s cunous to-day. I think I 
may as well go in at once.” And in she went 
Once more she found herself m the long hall, and close 
to the little glass table “Now, I’ll manage better this 
time,” she said to herself, and began by takmg the little 
golden key, and unlocking the doof that led into the gar- 
den Then she set to work nibbling at the mushroom (she 
had kept a piece of it in her pocket) till she was about a 
foot high then she walked down the little passage: and 
f/ien— she found herself at last m the beautiful garden, 
among the bright flowerJaeds and the cool fountains 
r 


Chapter VIII 

The Queen’s Croquet Ground 

A LARGE rose tree stood near the entrance of the garden 
the roses growing on it were white, but there were three 
gardeners at it, busily paimmg them red Alice thought 
this a >ery curious thing, and she went nearer to watch 
them, and, just as she came up to them, she heard one of 
them say “Look out now. Five! Don’t go splashing punt 
o\cr me like tint’” 

“I couldn’t help it,’ said Five, in a sulky tone. “Seven 
jogged my elbow" 

O i uhich Sev cn looked up and said "That’s right. Five! 
Alvwys lay the blnmc on otViersV 
* VonV better not talk’” said Fuc. “I heard the Queen 
si\ only yesterday ^ou deserved to be beheaded ” 

“What for^” said the one who had sjxikcn first 
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“That’s none o£ your business, Twol” said Seven. 

“Yes, it is his businessl” said Five. “And I’ll tell him 
it was for bringing the cook tulip-roots instead of 0^10^. 

Seven flung down his brush, and had just begun Well, 
of aU the unjust things—” when his eye chan^ced to tail 
upon Alice, as she stood watching them, and he checked 
himself suddenly: the others looked round also, and all ot 


them bowed low. . , ,, 

“Would you tdl me, plcaso.” said Alice, a little umidly, 
“why you are painting those roses? 

Five and Seven said nothmg. but looked at Two. Two 
began, in a low voice, "Why, the fact is. you see. Miss, this 
here ought to have been a red rose-tree, an ^ 

white one in by mistake; and, if the Qumu was to u 
out, we should all have our heads cut off, you know. So 
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you see, Miss, we’re doing curliest, afore she comes, to — 
At this moment, Five, who had been anxiously looking 
across the garden, called out ‘ The Queen! The Queen! ’ 
and the three gardeners instantly threw themselves flat 
upon their faces There tvas a sound of many footsteps, 
and Alice looked round, eager to sec the Queen 
First came ten soldiers carrying clubs these were all 
shaped like the three gardeners, oblong and flat, with their 
hands and feet at the corners next the ten courtiers 
these were ornamented all over with diamonds, and 
walked two and two, as the soldiers did After these came 
the royal children there were ten of them, and the little 
dears came jumping merrily along, hand m hand, in 
couples they were all ornamented with hearts Next came 
the guests, mostly Kings and Queens, and among them 
Alice recognized the White Rabbit it was calkmg in t 
hurried nervous manner, smiling at everything that was 
said, and went by without noticing her Then followed 
the Knave of Hearts, carrying the King’s crown on a 
crimson veUet cushion, and, Iasi of all this grand proces 
Sion, came THE KING AND THE QUEEN OF 
HEARTS 

Alice was rather doubtful whether she ought not to he 
down on her face like the three gardeners, but she could 
not remember ever having heard of such a rule at pro 
cessions, ‘and besides, what would be the use of a pro- 
cession, thought she, jf people had all to lie down on 
their faces, so that they couldn’t see it?' So she stood 
where she was, and watted 

When the procession came opposite to Alice, they all 
stopped and Icxiked at her, and the Queen said, severely, 
' Who IS thjs^ She said it to the Knave of Hearts, who 
only bowed and smiled in reply 

“Idiot! said the Queen, tossing her head impatiently, 




ind, tummg to AUcc, she svent on: “Whs* yoer name, 
child?” „ , 

“My name U Alice, so please your Majaty, said Alice 
very politely, but she added, to herself. Why, they re only 
a pack of cords, after all. I neCdn’t be afraid of tliem! 

“And who are sAere?" said the Queen pointing to the 
three gardeners who were lying round the ■ 

you see, as they were lying on their faces, ^ ^ 1’, , 

on their backs lias the same as the rest of the pack, she 
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could not tell whether they were gardeners, or soldiers, or 
courtiers, or three of her own children 

“How should / know^” said Alice, surprised at her own 
courage “It’s no business of mwe" 

The Queen turned crimson with fury, and, after glaring 
at her for a moment like a wild beast, began screaming 

“Off With her hcadl Off with ” 

“Nonsense*" said Alice, very loudly and decidedly, and 
the Queen was silent v r' 

The King laid his hand upon her arm, and timidly said 
“Consider, my dear she is only a child*” 

The Queen turned angrily away from him, and said to 
the Knave “Turn them ovcrl” 

The Knave did so, very carefully, with one foot 
“Get up*" said the Queen m a shrill, loud voice, and the 
three gardeners instantly jumped up, and began bowing 
to the King, the Queen, the royal children, and everybody 
else 

“Leave off thatl" screamed the Queen “You make me 
giddy ” And then, turning to the rose tree, she went on 
“What have you been doing here?" 

"May It please your Majesty," said Two, m a very hum 
ble tone, going down on one knee as he spo]s.e, “vve were 
trying—” 

‘7 seel” said the Queen, who had meanwhile been exam- 
ining the roses “OR with their heads*” and the proces- 
sion moved on, three of the soldiers remaining behind to 
execute the unfortunate gardeners, who ran to Alice for 
protection 

“You sha’n’t be hcbcadEdl” said Alice, and she put 
them into a large flower pot that stood near The three 
soldiers wandered about for a minute or two, looking for 
them, and then quietly marched oR after the others 
“Arc their heads oR?" vhouied the Queen 
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“Their heads arc gone, if it please your Majesty! the 
soldiers shouted in reply. 

“That’s right!” shouted the Queen. "Can you play 
croquet?” 

The soldiers were silent, and looked at Alice, as the 
question was evidently meant for her. 

“Yes!” shouted Alice. 

“Come on, then!” roared the Queen, and Alice joined 
the procession, wondering very much what would hap- 
pen next. 

“It’s — it’s a very fine dayl” said a timid voice at her side. 
She was walking by the White Rabbit, who was peeping 
anxiously into her face. 

“Very," said Alice. “Where’s the Duchess?" 

“Hushl Hushl” said the Rabbit in a low hurried tone. 
He looked anxiously over his shoulder as he spoke, and 
then raised himself upon tiptoe, put his mouth close to 
her ear, and whispered “She’s under sentence of execu- 
tion.’’ 


"What for?” said Alice. 

“Did you say 'What a pityl’?” the Rabbit asked. 

“No, I didn’t,” said Alice. “I don’t think it’s at all a pity. 


1 said ‘What for?’” , ... 

“She boxed the Queen’s cars-” the babbit bepn. Alice 
gave a little scream of laughter, “Oh, hushl t e a it 
whispered in a frightened tone. “The Queen wi car 
you! You sec she came rather late, and the Queen said 
“Get to your places!” shouted the Queen in a voice of 
thunder, and people began running about in a irection^ 
tumbling up against each other: however, they got sett e 
down in a minute or two, and the game began. 

Alice thought she had never seen such a curious cro- 
quet-ground in her life: it svas all ridges an urrows. 
the croquet balls were live hedgehogs, and the mallets live 




away, comfortably enough, under her arm, with its legs 
hanging down, but generally, ,ust as she had got its neck 
nicely straightened out, and was going to give the hedge- 
hog a blow with us head, it tvotdd twist itself round and 
look up in her face, with such a purzied expression that 
she could not help bursting out laughing, and, when she 
had got Its head down, antj xvas going to begin again, u 
"n to find that the hedgehog had un- 

ro led Itself, and was in the a« of crawling away besides 
all this there was generally a ridge or a furroiv in the 
way u herever she « anted to send the hedgehog to, and, as 
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the dtiublcd-up soldiers nxre always getting up and walk- 
ing oil to other parts of the ground, Altec soon came to 
the conclusion that it was a very difficult game indeed. 

The players all played at once, without waiting for 
turns, quarreling all the svhile, and fighting for the hedge- 
hogs; and in a very short time the Queen svas in a furious 
passion, and went stamping about, and shouting Off 
with his head!" or “Off with her head!” about once m a 


minute. . l j » 

Alice begin to feel very uneasy; to be sure, she had not 
as yet had any dispute svilh the Queen, but she knew that 
it might happen any minute, "and 'h'"' '’’““S''' 1 
"whaMvould become hi me? They're dreadfully fond of 
beheading people here: the great wonder is, that there s 
any one left alivcl” . . 

She was looking about for some way of escape, and 
wondering whether she could get away without being 
seen, svhen she noticed a curious appearance m the air ; it 
puzzled her very much at first, but after 'VMchmg i a 
minute or tsvo she made it out to be a an s e 
to herself “It's the Cheshire-Cat: now I shall have some- 


body to talk to.” , _ 

“How ate you getting on?" said the Can as soon 
there ^vas mouth enough for it to spa ' * 

Alice waited till the eyes appeared and then nodded 
"It's no use speaking to it,” she thought, till its ears have 
come, or at least one of them." In another nimute the 
whole head appeared, and then Alice put down her flam- 
ingo, and began an account of the game fading very glad 
sh! Lad some one to listen to her. The Cat seemed to 
think that there was enough of it now m sight, and no 

more of it appeared. . l 

“I don't think they play at all fairly.” ‘>'8“' ■" 
rather a complaining tone, “and they nU quarrel so dread. 
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fully one ca’n’t hear oneself speak — incl they don’t seem 
to have any rules in particular at least, if there arc, no 
body attends to them — and you’ve no idea how confusing 
It is all the things being alive for instance, there’s the 
arch I’ve got to go through next %salk\ng about at the 
other end of the ground — and I should have croqueted 
the Queen’s hedgehog )ust now, only it ran away when 
It saw mine comingl” 

"How do you like the Queen?" said the Cat m a low 
voice 

‘'Not at all," said Alice "she’s so cxtrcmely^ — Just then 
she noticed that the Queen was close behind her, listen 
ang soshewem on "—likely to win, that It’s hardly vvordv 
while finishing the game” 

The Queen smiled and passed on 
* Who are you talking to^’’ said the King, coming up to 
Alice, and looking at the Cat’s head with great curiosity 
"It’s a friend of mine— a Chcshire-Cat,'’ said Alice 
"allow me to introduce it ” 

“I don’t like the look of it at all,” said the King ‘ lu" 
ever, it may kiss my hand, if jt bkes " 

‘ rd rather not,” die Cat remarked ' 

Don’t be impettincnt,” said the King, "and don’t look 
at me like thatl ’ He got behind Alice as he spoke 
“A cat may look at a 1 ing,’ said Alice ‘ I vc reatl that 
in some book, but 1 don i remember where ” 

‘Well, It must be removed,* said the King very de 
cidedly, and he called to the Quen, who was passing at 
the moment, “My dear! I wsh you would have this cat 
rcmovcdl" • 

The Queen had only one way of seiding all djiBcuhies, 
great or small “Offwiihhts head! ’ she said without even 
looking around 
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“I’ll fetch the c.tccutioncr myself,” said the King eager- 
ly, and he hurried ofT. . i l 

Alice thought she might as well go back and see how 
the game was going on, as she heard the Queen s voice 
in the distance, screaming with passion. She had already 
heard her sentence three of the players to be seemed for 
having missed their turns, and she did not like the look 
of things at all, as the game was in such confusion that 
she never knew whether it ms her turn or not. So she 

went off in search of her hedgehog. 

The hedgehog was engaged in a fight with another 
hedgehog, which seemed to Alice an excellent opportuni y 
for croqueting one of them with the other: the only d^- 
ficulty was, that her flamingo was gone across the other 
side of the garden, where Alice could see it trying m a 
helpless sort of way to fly up into a tree. 

By'the time she had caught the flamingo and brought 
back, the fight was over, and both the hedgehogs were ou 
of sight: “but it doesn’t matter much, thought Alice, 
all the arches ate gone from this side of the ground So 
she tucked it away under her arm, that it 
escape a^in, and went back to have a little more conver- 
satlon with her friend. «,r 

When she got back to the Chesh.re-&t, 
prised to find quite a large crowd collected 
Vds a dispute going on between the executioner, the K 
and the Queei, who were all miking at once, vvhi e all the 
rest were quite silent, and looked very uncom or 
The moment Alice appeared, she was appealed to by all 
three to setde the question, and they repeate e „nd 

ments to her, thoulh, as they all spoke at once, she found 
it very hard to make out exactly w at ey sa , , , 

The executioner’s argument was, that ““^n ”u 
off a head unless there was a body to cut it off from, that 




he had never had to do such a thing before and he wasn’t 
going to begin at Ins time ol life 
The Kings argument ivas that anything that had a 
head could be beheaded, and that you weren’t to tail- 
nonsense 

The Queen s argument was that, if something wasn t 
done about it in less than no time, she d have everybody 
executed, all round (It was this last remark that had 
made the whole party look so grave and anxious ) 

Alice could think of nothing else to say but It be 
longs to the Duchess you d better ask her about it 
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“She’s in prison/’ the Queen said to the executioner: 
“fetch her here ” And the executioner went off like an 
arrow. 

The Cat’s head began fading away the moment he %vas 
gone, and, by the time he had come back with the Duch- 
ess, it had entirely disappeared: so the King and the exe- 
cutioner ran wildly up and down, looking for it, while 
the rest of the party went back to the game. 


Chapter IX 

The Mock Turtle’s Story 

“You ca’n’t think how glad I am to see you again, 
you dear old thing!” said the Duchess, as she tucked her 
arm affectionately into AUce’s, and they walked off to- 
gether. . , 

Alice was very glad to find her in such a pleasant tem- 
per, and thought to herself that perhaps it was only the 
pepper that had made her so savage when they met in 

the kitchen. , ,, , . „ 

“When Vm a Duchess,” she said to herself (not in a 
very hopeful tone, though), “I avont have any pepper m 
my kitchen or all. Soup does very well avithout Maybe 
it's always pepper that makes people hot-tempered, she 
went on, very much pleased at having found out a new- 
kind of rule, "and vinegar that makes ihent sour and 
camomile that makes them bitter— and-and barley-sugar 
and such things that make children ‘ 

only wish people knew /AaCjhcn they wou n 
stingy about it, you know , , • • j 

Shi. had quite forgotten the Duchess by this time, and 




“Perhaps it hasn't one,” Alice -ventured to remark. 

“Tut, tut, childl" said the Duchess "Everything’s got 
a moral, if only you can find it.” And she squeezed her- 
self up closer to Alice’s side as she spoke 

Alice did not tnuch like her keeping so close to her* 
first because the Duchess was very ugly, and secondly, be- 
cause she was exactly the nght height to rest her chin on 
Alice’s shoulder, and it was an uncomfortably sharp chin 
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However, she did not like to be rude: so she bore it as 
well as she could. . 

“The game’s going on rather better notv, she said, by 
way of keeping up the conversation a little. 

“’Tis so,” said the Duchess: “and the moral of that is 
-Oh, ’tis love, ’tis love, that makes the world go round!’ ” 
“Somebody said,” Alice whispered, “Aat it’s done by 
everybody minding their own business! 

“Ah well! It means much the sainc thing,” said the 
Duchess, digging her sharp little chin irito Mcc’s shoul- 
der as she added “and the moral of that is— Take care of 
the sense, and the sounds will take care of themsclva. 

“How fond she is of finding morals in thmgs! Alice 
thought to herself. 

“I dare say you’re wondering why I don t put my arm 
round your tvaist,” the Duchess said, after a pause: the 
reason is, that I’m doubtful about the temper of jour 
flamingo. Shall I try the esperiroent? , . 

“He might bite,” Alice cautiously replied, not feeling at 
all anxious to have the experiment tried. 

“Very' true,” said the Duchess: “flamingoes and mus- 
tard both bite. And the moral of that is— Birds of a 
feather flock together.’” 

“Onlv mustard isn’t a bird,” Alice remarked. 

"Riglnt, as usual," said the Duchess: svhat a clear leay 
you have of putting things!” 

, “It's a minctal, I thwK" , . j , 

"Of course it is," said the Duchess, tvhu seetued ready 
to agree to everything that Al.ee sard: ‘1'“” => 
mustard-tuaChinc near here- And the rnora o t a 
■The more there is of utiue, the less there ts of yours. 

"Oh, I knosv!" eaclatmed Alice, svho had not attended 
to Ais last remark. "It's a vegetabie. It doesu t look like 
one, but it is." 
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“I quite Agra with >ou," said the Duchess, “and the 
moral of that is— He what you svould seem to be’— or, if 
youd like It put more simpIy-'Nevcr imagine yourself 
not to be otherwase than what it might appear to 'others 
t at w at you were or might have been w.a$ not otherw Ise 
tian w at you had been would have appeared to them 
to be otherwise’” , 

I think I shoulj understand that better," Alice said 
vciy politely, if I had it wrmcn down- but I ca’n’t quite 
to'low It as you say jt’ 

"That's nothing to what I could say if I chose," the 
Duchess replied, m a pleased tone 

they" aid°Al,ce°“'''' 

mlS'v aaid ihe Duchess. "I 

make you a present of everything I've said as yet " 

oeoole d ‘hought Alice "I'm glad 

S/umtlurrmstutS"'’ 
beglnm^rM ;'lSfrrie^d'‘“ 

havl“o fly™and ,he'‘mi!S'’’’ *' P’®" 

died awa^ e" surprise, the Duchess’s voice 

'r^ora ' arfThe'' “ l' f-™"" "-“d 

front of * “ ft"'’’ "“'i *e Qufen ,n 

tZder smrm’ ■■'‘C = 

lowfsvt'k Duchess began in a 
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:“Nouv-I give you fair w-arning,” shouted the Queen, 
stamping on the ground as she spoke; cither you or jour 
head must be off, and that in about half no time! Take 
j’our choice!” 

The Duchess took her choice, and was gone m a 
moment. . - -r,. 

“Let’s go on srith the game," the Queen said to ^ice; 
and AUce was too much frightened to say a word, but 
slowly foUowed her back to the croquet-ground. 

The other guests had taken advantage of the Queen s 
absence, and were resting in the shade: however, the mo- 
ment they saw her, they hurried back to the game, the 
Queen'merely remarking diat a moments delay would 
cost them their lives. , - 

AU the time they were playing the Queen 
quarreling with the other players and shouung Off mth 
his Eadl” or "Off with her h-Md!" Those wdiom she sen- 
tenced were taken into custody by the soldters. who of 
course had 'ro'leavtmll being arches to do this, so Aat. by 
the end of half an hour or so, there were no arches ^, 
and all the players, except the King, the Queen, and Al.c , 
were in custody and under sentence or execution. 

Then the Queen left off. quite out o breaj, and satd 
to Alice “Have you seen the Mock Turtle yetr 
-"No," said Alice. "I don’t even know what a Mock 

*e thing Mock Tnnie Soup is made from," said 

the Queen- - „ .a. 

“1 never saw one, or heard of onci said Alice. 

"Come on, then," said the Queen, and he shall teU , ou 

“ A^-alked off togedter. Alice heard the King say 
■to a low voice, to the company, genetally, lou are au 
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pardoned ” “Come, ihat*s a good thing!” she said to her- 
s elf, lor she had felt quite unhappy at the number of 
executions the Queen had ordered 
They very soon came upon a Gryphon, lying fast 





“Why, sker said the Crj-phoa. “It's all her far>^ that: 
they never executes ncixKly, >'ou know. . 

“Evcr>body sa^s’ccmcoor here, thought 
went sbwly after u : “I nc^xr was so ordered about before. 

in all my life, never!" sr T,.r 

Th^ had not sane far before thp- raw 
tie in tl,e d.rtanee, sitting sad and lonely on a 
oi roek, and, as dtey came nearer. Al.ee could hear h.m 
sighing as if his heart svnnld break. She p.ned h.m dcepl) . 
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“What IS h.s sorrow?" she asked the Gryphon. And the 
Gryphon answered, very nearly m the same words as be- 
tore, It s all his fancy, that* he hasn’t got no sorrow, you 
Know. Come onl” 

So they vent up to the Mock Turtle, who looked at 
of tears, but said nothing. 

IS ere young lady,” said the Gryphon, “she wants 
tor to know your history, she do ” 

“rn tell It her," said the Mock Turtle m a deep, hollow 
tone Sit down, both of you, and don’t speak a uord till 
1 ve hni«hi»Et ” ‘ 


So they sat dowrt, and nobody spoke for some minutes 

“* tf™’' how he can ever 
finish, if he doesn t begin " But she waited patiently 

Mooh Turtle at last, with a deep sigh, 
I was a real Turtle ” * 

hrJu“' 7°!?“ '‘’““""‘f f>y a very long silence, 

from “'^l^mol'on of "Hjekrrhl’’ 

MoA T i'!"’ hoovy sobbing of the 

Mock Turt = Ahee was very nearly getling up and say 

coSd^^ri,^7““i: ‘"'"“ong story," but she 

Z si n, ‘’a *■?'"« to tome, so 

she sat still and said nothing 

"'‘i T' L Turtle went on at 

.he;"r V r®’’ “•■‘’“ft tt httle now and 

“ 7''°'’' ■" '•■' « The master was an 

Al.rie^ '-ft 


the mLl t"* 1™ •■'= “"ght us," said 

the Mock Turtle angrdy -ReaUy you are very dull'" 

You ought to be ashamed of yourself for askmir such a 

IZ LTaTdT’’’7a‘''‘*‘‘''‘^'”’ho„, and thet they both 
silent and looked at poor Alice, who felt ready to Slhk 
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into the earth.-At last the Gryphon said to the Mbck Tur- 
tle “Drive on, old fellow! Don’t be all day about it!” and 
he went on in these words: — . * \ , 

“Yes, we went to school in the sea, though you mayn t 
believe it ” 

“I never said I didn’l!” interrupted Alice. 

“You did," said the Mock Turtle. 

“Hold your tongue!" added the Gryphon, before Alice 
could speak again. The Mock Turtle went on. 

“We had the best of cducauoos— in tact, we went to 

school every day—” , , 

"i're been to a day-school, loo," said Alice. You ncedn t 
be so proud as all that." _ . , . 

"With c.xtras?",asked the Mock Turtle, a little anx- 
iously. _ , , . „ 

"Yes," said Alice: “we learned French and music. 
“And washing?" said the Mock Turtle. 

"Certainly not!" said Alice indignantly. 

“Ahl Then yours wasn’t a really good school, said the 
Mock Tuttle m a tone of gteat relief. “Now, at onrs. they 
had, at the end of the bill, ‘French, music, and tmrf.ug- 

•Tou couldn't have wanted it much,” said Alice; ‘ liv- 
ing at the bottom of the sea. 

“I couldu-t affotd to Icam it," said the M«k Turde 
with a sigh. “I only took the regular course. 

“What was that?” inquired Alice. 

"Reeliug and Writhing, of 

Mock Tunic replied; "aud then the didetcut b'^cte o' 

Arithractic-Ambilion, Distraction, Ughhcation, and D - 

never hrard of ‘Ughfiranou,' " Alice ventured to say. 
'The Gryphon lifted op both its paws in surprise. “Nev- 
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er heard of ugliEying!" it exdalmed. “You know what to 
beautify is, I suppose?” 

“Yes,” said Alice doubtfullyi “it means — to— make— 
anything— prettier." 

“Well, then,” the Gryphon went on, “if you don’t know 
what to uglify is, you are a simpleton.” 

Alice did not feel encouraged to ask any more ques- 
tions about It' so she turned to the Mock Turtle, and said 
“What else had you to learn?” 

‘Well, there was Mystery,” the Mock Turtle replied, 
counting off the subjects on his flappers— “Mystery, an- 
cient and modern, with Scaography: then Drawling — the 
Drawling master was an old conger-eel, that used to come 
once a week: he taught us Drawbog, Stretching, and 
Fainting m Cods," 

“What was that like?" said Alice. 

“Well, I ca’n’c show it you, myself,” the Mock Turtle 
said *Tm too stiff. And the Gryphon never learnt u " 
"Hadn’t time," said the Gryphon' “I went to the Class- 
ical master, though He was an old crab, he was " 

"1 never went to him," the Mock Turtle said with a 
sigh “He taught Laughing and Grief, they used to say." 

“So he did, so he did," said the Gryphon, sighing in hu 
turn; and both creatures hid their faces in their paws 
“And how many hours a day did you do lessons^" said 
Alice, in a hurry to change the subject. 

“Ten hours the first day," said the Mock Turtle' “nine 
the next, and so on ” 

“What a curious plan!” exclaimed Alice. 

“Thai’s the reason they’re called lessons," the Gryphon 
remarked “because they lessen from day to day." 

This was quvie a new idea to Alice, and she thought it 
over a little before she made her next remark. “Then the 
eleventh day must have been a hohday ? ” 
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THE LOBSTER-QUADRILLE 

“0£ course it was,” said the Mock Turtle. 

“And how did you manage on the twelfth? Alice went 
on eagerly. 

“That’s enough about IcssonC the 
niptcd in n very decided lone. “Teil her something about 
the games now,” 


, Chapter X 

The Lobster-Quadrille 

The Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and drew the baek of 
one flapper across his eyes. He looked at Alice and tried to 
speak, but, for a minute or two, sobs choked his voice. 
“Same as if he had a bone in his throat, said the Gry- 
phon; and it set to work shaking him and punching him 
in the back. At last the Mock Turtle recovered his voice, 
and, with tears running down his cheeks, he went on 

“You mav not have lived much under the sea- { A 
haven’t,” said Alice)-“and perhaps you were ne%_cr even 
introduced to a lobster-” (Alice began to say I o^e 
tasted— but cheeked her^lf hastily, and said No 
never") " so yon can have no idea what a delightful 

thing a Lobster-Quadrille is! ,, 

“No. indeed.” said Alice. “What sort of a dance .s ? 
“Why," said the Gryphon, “you first form rn o a lin 

“'•?w“e:;r:he Mock Tnrrle. “Scab mules 
salmon, and so on 1 then, when you ve cleared all the jelly, 
fish out of the Tvay 
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"That generally takes some time,” interrupted the Gry- 
phon 

“ — you advance twice ■ — ** 

“Each wuh a lobster as a pactnerr' cried the Gryphon 
“Of course," the Mock Turtle said* “advance twice, act 
to partners ” 

“ — change lobsters, and retire in same order," continued 
the Gryphon 

“Then, you know," the Mock Turtle went on, “jou 
throw th e - — ” 

“The lobsters’" shouted the Gryphon, with a bound 
into the air 

“—as far out to sea as you can " 

“Swim after theml" screamed the Gryphon 
“Turn a somersault m the seal" cried the Mock Turtle, 
capering wildly about 

“Change lobsters again!" yelled the Gryphon at the top 
of Its voice 

“Back to land again, and — that’s all the first figure," 
said the Mock Turtle, suddenly dropping his voice, and 
the two creatures, who had been jumping about like mad 
things all this time, sat down again very sadly and quietly, 
and looked at Alice 

“It must be a very pretty dance,” said Alice timidly 
“Would you like to sec a hide of it^" said the Mock 
Turtle 

“Very much indeed,” said Alice 

“Come, let's try the first figure!” said the Mock Turtle 
to the Gryphon “We can do it without lobsters, you 
knovv Which shall sing^" 

“Oh, you sing," said the Gryphon ‘1’yc forgotten the 
words *' 

So they began solemnly dancing round and round 
Alice, every now and then treading on her toes w hen they 
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"Yo« can i tally have no notion how delightful it will be 

When they tal^e its up and throw us, with the lobsters, out 
to sea] ' 

But the snail replied "Too far, too farl ' and gave a look, 
askance — 

Said he thanked the whiung kindly, but he would not join 
the dance 

Would not, could not, tvould not could not, could not 
join the dance 

Would not, could not, tvould not, could not, could not 
join the dance 

"What matters how far we gd7 ' his scaly friend replied 
The fuither fiont England the nearer is to France 
There is another shore, you knon . upon the other side 
Then turn not pale, beloted snail, but come and join the 
dance 

Will you wo' n't you. will you, wo'n't you, tutll you join 
the dance? 

Will you, wo'n't you. will you, wo'n't you, will you join 
the dance?" 

“Thank you, it’s a very inicrcsting dance to watch,” 
said Alice, feeling very ghd that it was over at last “and 
1 do so like that curious song about the whmngl” 

‘ Oh> as to the whiting,” said the Mock Turde, “they — 
you’ve seen them, of course^” 

“Yes,” said Alice, “I’ve often seen them at dinn ” 

she checked herself hastily 

“I don t know where Dinn may be,” said the Mock 
Tunic, ‘ but, if you’ve seen them so often, of course you 
know what they’re likc^ * 

“I believe so,” Alice replied thoughtfully. "They have 
their tails in their mouths — ^and they’re all over crumbs ’ 
“You’re wrong about the crumbs,' said the Mock Tur 
tic “crumbs would all wash off in the sea But the/ 44/* 
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their tails iti their mouths; and the reason U-” here the 
Mock Tuttle yawned and shut his eyes. Tell her about 
the reason and all that," he said to the Gryphon. 

“The reason is." said the Gryphon. ‘ that they u-oold go 
with the lobsters to the dance. So they got thrown out to 
sea. So they had to fall a long way. So they got thc.r tails 
fast in their mouths. So they couldn’t get them out again. 

That’s all.” , 

“Thank you,” said Alice. ”it's very interesting. I ncNer 

knew so much about a whiting before. 

“I can tell you more than that, 1 you like said the 
Gryphon. "Do you know why it’s ailed a whitmg? 

“I never thought about it," said Alice. Why? 

"It does the boots and shoes," the Gryphon replied y 

" was thoroughly puzzled. “Does the boots and 
shoesl" she repeated in a wondering loiie. 

“Why, what are your shoes done with? said the G y 
phon. “I mean, what makes them so “ny. 

Alice looked down at them, and 'fj 

fore she gave her answer. "They’re done with blacking. I 

‘’'“Boms and shoes under the sea^’ the 

inadeep voice, ’’are done withwhitingNo^^^^^^^^ 

“And what ate they made off Alice a 
“ ’’Ss 'a“„TS of course." C'yphon mphed. 

Tl'’e'L:r“No‘;fe Sh^^uirgra'nywher-e wi.hout a 
. porpoise.” 
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Wouldn I It, rcany?” said Alice, m a tone of great 
surprise 

“Of course not," said the Mock Turtle “Why, if a fish 
came to me, and told me he was going a journey, Lshould 
say ‘With what porpoise?’” 

'Don’t you mean' ‘purpose’?” said Alice 

“I mean what I say,’ the Mock Turtle replied, in an 
offended tone And the Gryphon added “Come, let’s hear 
some of your adventures ” 

I could tell you my adventures— beginning from this 
morning, said Alice a little timidly, “but it’s no use go- 
Ihfn " “ yc^^day, because I was a different person 


“Explain all that," said the Mock Turtle 
■ No, no! The adventures first,” said the Gryphon in an 
impatient tone “explanations take such a dreadful tune ’’ 
bo Alice began telling them her adventures from the 
time when she first saw the White Rabbit She was a little 
nervous about it, just at first, the mo creatures got so 
close to her, one on each side, and opened their eyes and 
mout s so very wide, but she gained courage as she went 

r P'rf'«'y quiet till she got to the 

pa t ateut her repeating yo„ are old. Father Willmr,." 
o the Caterpillar, and the words all coming different, and 
then ,1,, Mock Turtle drew a long breath, and said 
lhats very curious!” 

‘ It s all about as Curious as it can be,’ said the Gryphon 
ihn h 11 “"''. ‘'5"'”"” 'll' Mock Tunic repeated 

s^r^ “ L '*■' “ ‘''i- "y untl teP«' 

SiTa ? Z'l i ‘"S'" ?' tiie Gty- 

phon as ,f he thought it had some kind of au.hority over 


* Stand up and repeat ' 'T« tAe 
Mid the Gr)phon 


thotce of the tliiggani,* ” 
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“How the creatures order one about, and make one re- 
peat lessons!" thought Alice.'- "I might just as well be at 
school at once.” However, she got"up, and began to re- 
peat it, but her head svas so full of the Lobster-Qua ri , 
that she hardly knew what she was saying; and the words 
came very queer indeed: — 

‘rit Ihe of Ihc Lohtcr: I hmri him dnlan ^ 

' 'Yon have baked me too hroivo. I mattmga, my ha,e. 

, As a duck tvhh his eyelids, so he ivtlh his note 

Trims his belt aud hts buttotis. and turns out hit toes. 
When the sands are all dry, he ts gay as a lark. 

And will talk in eontempttsotis tones of the hhart^. 

But, when the tide rises and sharks are around. 

His voice hat a ttmtd and tremulous sound. 
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Thais different from what / used to say when I was 
a child," said the Gryphon 

J'Wcll, 7 never heard it before," said the Mock Turtle; 
but It sounds uncommon nonsense.” 

Alice said nothing she had sat down with her face in 
her hands, wondering if anything wonid ener happen in a 
natural way again 

“I should like to have it explained," said the Mock 
Turtle 


"She ca’n’t explain it,” said the Gryphon hastily. "Go 
on with the next verse ” 

"But about his toes7" the Mock Turtle persisted "How 
cohW he turn them out with his nose, you know?" 

A jr M m dancing," Alice said; but she 

was dreadfully puzzled by the whole thing, and longed to 
change the subject 

"Go on with the next verse," the Gryphon repeated "it 
begins I patsed by his garden ’ " 

'hough she felt sure it 
woulrUll come wrong, and she went on in a trembling 


Hew e Owl a„d ih. PeeMee ,eere e p,e 

ins f ■'■'“'■e o/ rie treat 

IvaTk nM'’ » *■>»’>• 

S 'T"""' M “""S u grow/, 

concluded the banquet by- ^ 

“’f »1> 'hat stuff?" the Mock 

S bv ,r .r*’ ■ ' r “I’"'"'' " U' you so on’ 

"yL I A 'r“‘M u 'hu' ' over heardi" 

and Al’ie ‘ ■” 'ha Gryphon, 

and Alice was only too glad to do so 
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“Shall we try another figure of the Lobstcr-Qmdrillc?’ 
the Gryphon went on. “Or would you hkc the Mock Tur- 

lie to sine you another song?” „ , ,, , 

“Oh. a song, please, if the Mock Turde would so 
kind,” Alice replied, so eagerly that the Gryphon said, m 
a rather oUended tone, “Hml No accounting for tastes. 
Sing her 'Turtle Soup; will you, old fellow? 

The Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and began m a voice 
choked with sobs, to sing this: 

"Beautiful Soup, so neh and green. 

Waiting in a hot tureen! 

Who for such dainties tuould not sloops 
Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup! 

Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup! 

Beau — octiful So<h—oop^ 

Beau—ootiful Soo—oopf 
$00 — cop of the e — e — evening. 

Beautiful, beautiful Soup! 

•■Beautiful Soup’ Who caret for fish. 

Game, or tiny other dish? 

Who would not give all else for two p 
ennyworih only of becutiful Soup’^ 

Pennyworth only of beautiful soup? 
Beau—ootiful Soo — oop! 

Beau—ootiful Soo— oop! 

Soo — oop of the 

Beautiful, beauti—FUL SOUP 

“Chorus again!" coed the Gryphon, and 
de had just tgun to repeat it. when a cry of The trial 
beginning'" was heard in the distance. 

“Come onl" coed the Gryphon, and. "‘‘""S Al'“ 
the hand, it hurried off, without waiung for the end 
the song. « 
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“What trial is itf” Alice panled as she ran but the 
Grvphon only ansrvcretl "Come on'" and ran the f istcr, 
while more and more faintly came, carried on the breeze 
that followed them, the melancholy words — 

' Soo—oop of the e—e—etemns, 

Beautiju!, iemliful Soupl ' 


Charter XI 

Who Stole the Tarts? 

The King and Queen of Hearts were seated on their 

‘o'’' "O""* assembled 

them ° ° i^rds the Knave was standing before 

them, m chains, with a soldier on each side to guard him, 

mleT a' "‘>>> a 

”rv ™ddf ' “> other In the 

very middle of the court was a table, with a large dish of 

huncTm 1 I L ” A'lco quite 

But ther 'he refreshments! ’ 

tehl at 1, ‘’I"” *.s, SO she began 

Al^e h' '' L« *■" "■ *0 time 

she had reid"^h'^ *" ^ justice before, hut 

The ludge, b) the way, was the King, and as he note 
his cronn oser the ssig (,«,h ^.t the Lntispi^e d you 
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want to see how he did 5t)» he did not look at all comfort- 
able, and it ^^'as certainly not bccoramg. 

“And that’s the jurj'-boj:,” thought Alice; and those 
twelve creatures,” (she was obliged to say creatures, 
you see, because some of them were animals, and some 
were birds,) “I suppose they are the jurors." She said this 
last word two or three times over to herself, being rather 
proud of it: for she thought, and righUj too, that very few 
little girls of her age knew the meaning of it at all. How- 
ever, “jurymen" would have done just as well. 

The twclsc jurors were all writing very busily on slates. 
“What arc ihev doing?” Alice whispered to the GryTHon* 
“Tliey ca’n’t have anything to put dmvn yet, before the 
trial’s begun.” , , i. 

“Tliey’rc putting down their names,’ the Gryphon 
whispered m rchly, “for fear they should forget them be- 
fore the end of the trial." 

"Slupid thing,!" Alice began in n loml 
but she stonneJ herself hastily, tor the White Rabbit eried 
out "Silence in the cour.l" and the King put on his spec- 
tacles and looked anelously round, to make out svho seas 
talking. , . - 

xMicc could see, as well as if she were looking mcr ihcir 
shoulders, that all the jurors were writing down btupici 
thingsl" on their slates, and she could even make out lha 

one of them didn't knots- ho'V to spell 'stupid, “dthat 

he had to ask his ncichbour to tell hint. A nice muddle 
their slates'll be in, before the triaf's over! thougl^Mice. 

One of the jurors had a penal that squeaked. Tb'*- “ 
course, Alice could nor stand, and she stem round the 
coun and got behind him. and verv soon oun an op^ 
tunitv of taking it att-ay. She did tt so quickly that the p» 
little juror (it teas Hill, the Ueard) could not "jeke out at 
all ttLt had become of tt; so. after hunting all about for 
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It, he was obliged to write with one finger for the rest of 
the day, and this was of very little use, as :t left no mark 
oa the slate 

“Herald, read the accusation* ' said the King 



On this the White Rabbit blew three blasts on the trum 
pet, and then unrolled the parchment scroll, and read as 
follows* — 

‘The Queen of Hearts she made some tarts. 

All on a summer day 
The Knaie of Hearts he stole those tarts 
And too\ them quite away! 

“Consider your \crdict, the King said to the jury 
‘Not >ct, not yet! the Rabbit hastily interrupted 
‘ There’s a great deal to come before that! ’ 
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“Call the first witness,” said the King; and the White 
Rabbit blew three blasts on the trumpet, and called out 
“First witness!” 

The first witness was the Hatter. He came in with a 
teacup in one hand and a piece of bread-and-butter in the 
other. “I beg pardon, your Majesty,” he began, for bring- 
ing these in; but I hadn’t quite finished my tea when I 
was sent for." 

“You ought to have finished,” said the King. “When 
did you begin?" - ■ 

The Hatter looked at the March Hare, who had fol- 
lowed him into the court, arm-in-arm tvith the Dormouse. 
“Fourteenth of March, I thirty it Nvas,” he said. 
“Fifteenth," said the March Hare. 

“Sixteenth,” said the Dormouse. 

“Write that down,” the king said to the jury; and the 
jury eagerly wrote down all three dates on their slates, 
and then added them up, and reduced the answer to 
shillings and pence. 

“Take off your hat," the King said to the Hatter. 

“It isn’t mine,” said the Hatter. _ 

’'Stahnr the King exclaimed, turning to the jury, who 
instantly made a memorandum of the fact. 

“I keep them to sell,” the Hatter added as an explana- 
tion. “I’ve none of my otvn. I’m a hatter. 

Here the Queen put on her spectacles, and began star- 
ing hard at the Hatter, who turned pale and hdgeted. 

“Give your evidence,” said the King, an ^ ^ ^ 

nervous, or I’ll have you executed on the spot. 

This did not seem to encourage the witriess at all: he 
kept shifting from one foot to the other, looking uneasily 
at the Queen, and in hts confusion he bit a large piece out 
of his teacup instead of the bread-and-butter. 

Just at this moment Alice felt a very cunous sensation. 
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which puzzled her a good deal unul she made out what 
It was she w'as beginning to grow larger again, and she 
thought at first she would get up and leave the court; but 
on second thoughts she decided to remain where she was 
as long as there was room for her. 



“I wish you wouldn't squeeze so,” said the Dormouse 
who was sitting next to her “1 can hardly breathe ” 

‘ I ca'n’t help it,” said Alice very meekly “I’m grow- 
ing 

“You've no right to grow here," said the Dormouse 

‘Don’t talk nonsense,’ said Alice more boldly, “you 
know you're growing too" 

"Yes, but I grow at a reasonable pace,” said the Dor- 
mouse “not in that ridiculous fashion " And he got up 
very sulkily and crossed over to the other side of the court. 

All this time the Queen had never left off staring at the 



WHO STOLE THE TARTS ? II9 


Hatter, and, just as the Dormouse crossed the court, she 
said, to one of the officers of the court, ‘Bring me the list 
of the singers in the last concert!” on which the wretched 
Hatter trembled so, that he shook off both his shoes. 

“Give your evidence,” the King repeated angrily, or 
I’ll have you executed, whether you arc nervous or not.” 

“I’m a poor man, your Majesty,” the Hatter began, in 
a trembling voice, “and i hadn’t begun my tea— not above 
a week or so — ^and what with the bread-and-butter getting 
so thin — and the twinkling of the tea 
“The twinkling of whatV' said the King. 

“It iegan with the tea,” the Hatter replied. 

“Of course twinkling begins with a T!” said me King 
sharply. “Do you take me for a dunce? Go on! 

‘Tm a poor man,” the Hatter went on, "and most 
things ttvinkled after that-only the March Hare 
said 

“I didn’t!" the March Hare interrupted in a great 
hurry. 

“You did!” said die Hatter. 

“I deny it!" said the March Hare. 

“He denies it,” said the King: “leave out that pa^ 
“WeU, at any rate, the Dormouse said— the Hatter 
went on, looking anxiously round to sec if he w-ou cny 

it too; but the Dormouse denied nothing, being iast 
asleep. 

“After that,” continued the Hatter, "I cut some more 


bread-and-butter 

“But tvhat did the Dormouse sayr one o£ the lury 

asked. 

“That 1 ca’n’t remember,” said the Hatter. 

“You mtist remember,” remarked the King, 
have you executed.” 


ni 
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The miserable Hatter dropped his teacup and bread- 
and-butter, and went down on one knee. “I’m a poor man, 
your Majesty,” he began. 

“You’re a rcry poor spcal^tr;' said the King. 



Here one o£ the guinea-pigs cheered, and was immedi- 
atcly suppressed by the officers of the court. (As that is 
rather a hard word, I will just explain to you how it svijS 
done They had a large canvas bag, which tied up at the 
mouth with strings, into this they slipped the guinea-pig, 
head first, and then sat upon it.) 

■T'm glad fve seen that done," thought Ahce. “rye so 
often read in the newspapers, at the end of trials, 'There 

roV°"a 'vhich was immediately 

suppressed by the officers of the court,' and I never un- 
derstood what it meant till now.” 

comL“ r„g.”°"' 

flo'i'a"; fs"” O" *= 

“Then you may nr down,” the King replied. 
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Here the other guinea-pig cheered, and was suppressed. 
“Come, that finishes the guinea-pigs!" thought Alice. 
“Nosv we shall get on better.” 

“rd rather finish my tea," said the Hatter, svitn an 
an-sious look at the Queen, who teas reading the list o£ 
singers. . ., 

“You may go,” said the King, and the Hatt« hurnedly 
left the court, srithout even svaitlng to put his sh^ on. 

“ and just take his head oft outside," the Queen 

added to one of the officers; hut the Hatter svas out of 
sight before the officer could get to the door. 

"CaU the next wimess!" said the King. 

The next wimess was the Duchess’s cook. She mmed 
the pepper-box in her hand, and Alice guessed who it was, 
even before she got into the court, by the 'vay e peop e 
near the door began sneezing all at once. 

“Give your evidence,” said the King. 

"Sha’n’t,” said the cook. t 

The King looked an-siously at the White Rabbit, who 
said, in a Imv voice, "Your Majesty must cmss^xamine 

this witness.” . , . , . 

“Well, if I must, I must,” the King said with a mclM- 

choly air, and, after folding his arms and frowning at the 
cook till his eyes svcrc nearly out of sight, he said, m 
deep voice, “What arc tarts made of? 

“Pepper, mostly,” said the cook. 

“Treacle,” said a sleepy voice behind her. 

"Collar that Dormouse!" the Queen shrieked out. Be- 
head that Dormouse! Turn that Dormouse out of comtl 
Suppress him! Pinch him! Off with his svhiskers. 

For some minutes the whole coun^ “ “1 1° J 
getting the Dormouse turned out, an ’ ^ ^ ® , 

had setded dotvn again, the cook had disappeari^ 
“Never mind!” said die King, with an air of great re- 



122 ALICE S ADVENTURES IN WONDERLAND 
lief. Call the next witness ** And he added, in an under- 
tone to the Queen, * Really, nty dear, you must cross 
examine the next witness It quite makes my forehead 
ache!” 

Alice watched the White Rabbit as he fumbled over 
the list, feeling very curious to sec what the next witness 
would be like, ‘ — for tliey haven’t got much evidence 
am. herself Imagine her surprise, when the 

White Rabbit read out, at the top of his shrill little voice, 
the name “Alicel” 


Chapter XII 
Alice’s Evidence 

“HereI ' cried Alice, quite forgetting m the flurry of tlie 
moment how large she had grown m the last few mm 
utes, Md she jumped up m such a hurry that she tipped 
over the jury box with the edge of her sUtti upsetting nil 
*e jurymen on to the heads of the crowd below, and there 
they lay sprawling about, reminding her very much of a 
Wore”' *** “PS« the weci, 

' “g’ ’ P'ttdonI she exclaimed m a tone of 

fv as she ’'u "t** P'‘'“'’Sthem up again as quieh- 

ly as she could, for rhe aeeideut of .he gold fish hep! run 

rtev m„oh of ■■1" 

uS^hr h tmd put back into rhe 

]upr box, or they would die 

‘The trial eaniiot proceed,' said the King, in a very 
grave voice, until all the jurymen arc back fn thcit pro- 




hard at Alice as he said so. 

Alice looked at the jlir>'-box, and saw that, in her liasce, 
she had put the Uzard in head do%%w\'3rd$, and the poor 
little thing was waving its tad about in a melancholy 
"•ay, being quite unable to move. She soon got it out 
again, and put it right; “not that it signifies much, she 
said to herself; “I should think it would-be quite as much 
tisc in the trial one way up as the other. 
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As soon as the jury had a hide recovered from die shod^ 
o£ being upset, and their slates and pencils had been 
found and handed back to them, they set to work very 
dihgendy to write out a history of the accident, all except 
the Lizard, who seemed too much overcome to do any- 
thing but sit with ICS mouth open, gazing up into the roof 
of the court 

‘ What do you know about this business?" the King 
said to Alice 
“Nothing," said Alice 
“Nothing whatever}" persisted the King 
' Nothing whatever," said Alice 
‘ That’s very important," the King said, turning to the 
lury They were just beginning to write this down on 
their slates, when the White Rabbit interrupted “t/nini 
pottant, your Majesty means, of course,’ he said, in a very 
respectful tone, but frowning and making faces at him a* 
he spoke 

‘ I/flimportant, of course, I meant," the King hastily 
said, and went on to himself in an undertone, * important 

— unimportant — uniinpotum — important as if he 

were trying which word sounded best 

Some of the jury wrote it down ‘ important, ’ and some 
“unimportant’ Alice could see this, as she was near 
enough to look over their slates, ‘ but it doesn t matter a 
bit, ’ she thought to herself 

At this moment the King, who had been for some time 
busily writing in his notebook, called out ‘Silence* ’ and 
read out from his book ' Rule Forty two All persons 
mote than a mile high to leave the court ' 

Everybody looked at Alice 

“/ m not a mile high,’ said Alice 

"You are, said the King 

“Nearly two miles high,* added the Queen 
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“Well, I sha’n’t go, at any rate,” said Alice; “besides, 
that’s not a regular rule: you invented it just now.” 

“It’s the oldest rule in the book,” said the King. 

“Then it ought to be Number One,” said Alice. 

The King turned pale, and shut his note-book hastily. 
“Consider your verdict,” he said to the jury, in a low 
trembling voice. 

“There’s more evidence to come yet, please your Ma- 
jesty,” said the White Rabbit, jumpirig up in a great 
hurry: "this paper has just been picked up.” , 

“What’s in it?" said the Queen. 

“I haven’t opened it yet,” said the White Rabbit; “but 
it seems to be a letter, written by the prisoner to— to 
somebody.” 

"It must have been that,” said the King, “unless it was 
wiiten to nobody, which isn’t usual, you know." 

“Who is it directed to?” said one of the jurymen. 

"It isn’t directed at all,” said the White Rabbit: “in fact, 
there’s nothing written on the outside." He unfolded the 
paper as he spoke, and added “It isn’t a letter, after all. 
it’s a set of verses.” 

“Arc they in the prisoner’s handwriting?” asked an- 
other of the jurymen. ^ 

“No, they’re not,” said the White Rabbit, and mats 
the queerest thing about it.” (The jury all looked puz- 
zled.) 

“He must have imitated somebody clsc’s hand,” said 
the King. (The jury all brightened up again.) ^ 
“Please, your Majesty,” said the Knave, I didn t write 
it, and they ca’n’t prove that 1 did: there s no name signed 
at the end.” 

“If you didn’t sign it,” said the King, “that only makes 
the matter worse. You tnust have meant some mischief, 
or else you’d have signed your name like an honest man. 
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There was a gci^eral clapping of hands at this it was 
the first really clever thing the King had said that day 
“That proves his guilt, of course,’ said the Queen so> 
off with •’ 

“It doesn’t prove anything of the sort!" said Ahce 
“Why, you don’t even know what they’re about!” 
“Read them,’ said the King 

The White Rabbit put on his spectacles “Where shal 
I begin, please your Majesty^ ’ he asked 
“Begip at the beginning,” the King said, very grave y 
"and go on till you come to the end then stop ” 

There ivas dead silence in the court, whilst the White 
Rabbit read out these verses — 

'They told meyou had been to her. 

And mentioned me to him 
She gave me a good eharaeter 
But said I could nos swim 

He sent them word 1 had not gone 
(TJ'e k^ow IS so be srue) 

Ij she should push the matter on 
What ci'ChW become o/ you? 

1 gave herone they gave him Swo 
Yoh gave us three or more. 

They all leturned from him to you. 

Though they were mine before 

If I or she should chance to be 
Involved in this affair 
He trusts to you to set them free, 

Exactly as tie uere 

A/y notion was that you had been 
{Before she had this fit) 

An obstacle that came betn een 
Him and ottrsehet and it 
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Don't let him \now she li\ed them best, 

For this must ever he 
A secret. \ept from all the rest. 

Between yourself and me." 

“That’s the most important piece o£ evidence we’ve 
heard yet," said the King, rubbing his hands; so now 

let the jury / u 

“If any one of them can explain ir, said Alice, (she 
had grown so large in the last few minutes that she wasn t 
a bit afraid of interrupting him,) “I’ll give hu]’ sixpence. 
I don’t believe there’s an atom of meaning in h. 

, The jury all wrote down, on their slates. She doesn t 
believe there’s an atom of meaning in it,” but none ot 

them attempted to explain the paper. ^ 

“If there’s no meaning in it,” said the Kmg, that 
saves a world of trouble, you know, as we needn 1 1^ to 
find any. And yet I don’t know,” he went on, spreading 
out tho vorscs on his knee, and looking at J^hem with oi^^e 
eye; "I seem to see some meaning m them, 

•—mid I could not swim-' you ca’n'l swun, can you . he 
added, turning to the Knave. , 

The Knave shook his head sadly. “Do I look like it 
he said. (Which he certainly did not. being made enurely 

of cardboard.) ' , , . 

"All right, so far," said the King: and he 'vent on mut- 
tcring over the verses to himself: ^ ....u the 

trne-ithafs the jnry, of conna^V/ shc s mnU p: , the 
matter on — that must be the Queen ta w 
come of yo„?'-What, lndeedl -7 f 
save fii'm rmo’-why, that must be what he did svith the 

“ “B JtTt nil returned from H.n, to yon.' " 

“■•my,''there they are!” said the Kmg ttiumphantly. 
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“No, nol" said the Queen. “Sentence first— verdict a£- 
tenvards.” 

“Stuff and nonsense!” said Alice loudly. The idea o 
having the sentence first!” 

“Hold your tongue!” said the Queen, turning purple. 

“I ivon’t!” said Alice. 

"Off with her head!” the Queen shouted at the top of 
her voice. Nobody moved. 

“Who cares for yorr?" said Alice (she had grown to hCT 
her full size by this time). "You’re nothing but a pack 
of cards!” 

At this the whole pack rose up into the air, and tame 
flying down upon her; she gave a litde saeam, half of 
fright and halt of anger, and tried to beat them off, and 
found herself lying on the bank, with her head m the lap 
of her sister, who was gently brushing away some dad 
leaves that had fluttered down from the trees upon her 


face. 

“Wake up, Alice dearl" said her sister. “Why. what a 
long sleep you've had!" . , , in 

“Oh, I’ve had such a curious dream! said Alice. ^d 
she told her sister, as well as she could remember them, 
all these strange Adventures of hers that you have just 
been reading about; and, when she had finished, her sis- 
ter kissed her, and said “It roar a curious dream, dear, c«- 
tainly; but now run in to your tea: its getung ate. o 
Alice got up and ran off, thinking while s e ran, as we 
she might, what a wonderful dream it had Mn. 

But her sister sat still just as she left her, leaning her 
head on her hand, watching the setting sun, and thinking 
of Utde Alice and all her wonderful AdvMtures, tiU she 
too began dreaming after a fashion, and this was her 
dream: — ,, 

First, she dreamed about Uttle Al.ee herself: once again 
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132 Alice's adventures in wonderland 
ago, and how she would feel with all their simple $or 
rows, and find a pleasure in all tlicir simple joys, 
membcring her own diild-hfc, and die happy summer 
days 



Wil/iout, the Iron, the thnilwg snoio. 
The storm utmTs moody madness — 
Within, the firelight’s ruddy gloio. 
And childhood’s nest of gladness. 
The magic words shall hold thee jastt 
Tbott shall not heed the raving blast. 

And, though the shadow oj a sigh 
May tremble through the story. 

For "happy summer days’’ gone by. 
And vanish’d summer glory — 
J'Aiall not touch, utth breath of bale. 
The pleasanee of our jairy tale. 
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PREFACE TO 1896 EDITION 

As the chcs's-prohicm, given on the previous pane, lus 
puzzled someol my renders, it mny be well to explnin that 
It IS correctly worked out, so fur ns the mo, Jure con- 
cerned. The e/rerne„o„ „f R^d end White is perhaps not 
so s nctly observed ns it m.ght be, ind the "enstl.ng" of 
terkd .T “y'"S 'hat they en- 

move f of Ki"S 

finT'v’b. ? “f’T fl"" ■''‘f -oove 7, and the 

one whn ^ Will be found, by any 

the mil, "““’’'o 'o ‘f" P'""' and plap 

laws of the'nmeT ' t* 

ts? hn"v"' ''/abberwocky” (see p. 

Str nrnl.f™ “ “"O' ''‘'f'«nces of op.mon as to 
Ln " "’•*>' "> S'™ inurucuons 

words sly,.the : mike the "g" W in ■■gyre" and "gtm- 

been taken from the tl^dtS’^uTVh'^'’''’'^ 

up afresh with new lyt “f f*"' 

issue fall short artistic qualiues of this re- 

'heoriginal.ssilt'ii'irSrVanf'r 

the part of author, publisher, or “ 

t take this opportunity of announcing that the Nurserv 
Alice, hitherto priced at four shilling^ net! is Lw m 
138 



had on ihc same terms as the ordinary shilling picture- 
books — although I feel sure that it is, in every quality (ex- 
cept the text itself, in which J am not qualified to pro- 
nounce), greatly superior to them. Four shillings was a 
perfectly reasonable price to charge, considering the very 
heavy initial outlay I had incurred t still, as the Public 
have practically said “Wc will not give more than a shill- 
ing for a picture-book, however artistically got-up," I am 
content to reckon my outlay on the book as so much dead 
loss, and, rather than let the little ones, for v/horo it was 
written, go without ir, I am selling it at a price which is, 
to me, much the same thing as gieins it away- 
Christmas, 15)96 





Chapter I 

Looking-Glass House 

One thing was certain, that the ii’hitf kitten had had 
nothing to do with it— it was the black kitten’s fau t en- 
tirely. For the white kitten had been ha\nng its face 
washed by the old cal for the last quarter of an hour 
(and bearing it pretty well, considering): so you sec that 
it couldn’t have had any hand in the mis^ief. 

The way Dinah washed her chUdren’s faces was this: 
first she held the poor thing down by car with one 
paw, and then with the other paw she rub e its ace a 
over, the wrong way, beginning at the nose : and just now, 
as I said, she ss-as hard at work on the white kitten, which 
was lying quite still and t^ing to purr-no doubt feeling 

that it w-as all meant for its good, . ... 

But the black kitten had been finished ^vlth wrlier m 
the afternoon, and so, while Alice was sitting curled up m 
a corner of the great armchair, half talking to herself and 
half asleep, the kitten had been having a ^and game of 
romos with the ball of worsted Alice had been trying to 



142 THROUGH THE LOOKING GLASS 

Wind up, and had been rolling it up and down till it had 
all come undone again and there it was spread over the 
hearth rug all 1 nets and tangles with the kitten running 
after its own tail in the middle 


catcrmT.rt l«ttle thmgl cnccl Alice, 

‘t a httlc kiss to make 

L ■" -'"S-- Dn.h 

Dmnh jou Uow jou oughtl" ,hc added looking rc 
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proachfully at the old ail, and speaking in as cross a voice 
as she could manage — and ihen she scrambled back into 
the arm<hair, taking the kitten and the worsted with 
her, and began winding up the ball again. But she didn i 
get on \ery fast, as she was talking all the time, some- 
times to the kitten, and sometimes to herself. Kitty sat 
very demurely on her knee, pretending to watch the 
progress of the winding, and now and then putting out 
one paw and gently touching the b.ill, as if it would be 
glad to help if it might. 

“Do you know what to-morrow is, Kitty?” Alice began. 
•'YnuM have guessed if you’d been up in the window with 
ne-only Dinah was making you tidy, so )ou couldn 1 . 1 
was watching the boys getting in sticks for the bonnr^ 
and it vs’ants plenty of sticks, Kitty! Only it got so co , 
and it snowed so, they had to leave ofl. Never mind, we 11 
go and see the bonfire to-morrow. Here Alice ^\•oun 
two or three turns of the worsted rountl the kitten s neck, 
just to see how it would look: this led to a scramble, in 
which the ball rolled down upon the floor, and yards and 


yards of it cot unwound again. 

“Do you know, I was so angry, Kitty," Altec went on, 
as soon as they were comfortably scttlctf again, u en 
saw all the mischief you harl been doing, f was \cpr 
neatly opening the window, and putting you out into the 
snow! And you'd have deserved it, you little m.sch.esnus 
darling! What have yon got to say for yourself? Now 
don’t interrupt me!” she went on, holding up one inger. 
“I'm going to tell you all your faults. Number one: you 
squeaked twice while Dinah was washing your face this 
morning. Now you ca’n’rdcny it, Kitty. ear you 
Whit's that you say?” (pretending that the kitten was 
speaking). “Her paw went into your eye? Well that s 
your fault, for keeping your eyes open-if youd shut 
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them tight up, It wouldn't have happened. Now don’t 
make any more excuses, but hsteni Number tsso you 
pulled Snowdrop away by the tad ,ust as I had put down 
the saucer of milk before hcrl What, you were thirst), 
were jou? How do you know she wasn’t thirsty too? 
Now for riumber three you untvound every bit of the 
worsted while I wasn’t lookingl 

"Thats three faults, Kitty, and you’ve not been pun- 
ished for any of them yet You know I’m saving up all 
your punishments for Wednesday week-SuppL they 
had saved up all my punishments?” she svent on. talking 
more to herself than the kitten "What ,m«U they do at 

svhen^ik^ A ^ should be scnt to prison, I suppose, 

when the day came Or_let me see-suppose each pun 

f fso'"'’ * “> SO without fifty 

dmn s at oncel Well, I shouldn’t mind muchl I’d 
far rather go without them than eat them! 

£ smaTh a “ ; " ■>? tf on^ was 

w„ *e t ees and fields, that it kisses them so gently? 

™.k and T" “* “P ’"“S’ y"" ’-"“W. with a svhite 
summer ^ ‘'“thugs, t.ll the 

sumrr wake u^ in the 

dance about-4;hei'evtThe'w,rf'br 'h T'"’ 

her hands And I do so wui „ ,vas truet I’m sure the 
Jmng brown"’’’’ 

I’rl^askmv n ^‘7 '7“’ ’^"w. don’t smile, my dear, 
Im asking it seriously Because, svhen we were nlaving 
,ust now, you watched ,ust as if you understood u and 
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when I said ‘Cheek!’ you purred! Well, it tras a nice 
check, Kitty, and really I might have won, if it hadn’t 
been for that nasty Knight, that came svriggling down 

among my pieces. Kitty,’ dear, let’s pretend And here 

1 wish I could tell you half the things Alice used to say, 
beginning with her favourite phrase Let s pretend. She 
had had quite a long argument with her sister only the 
day before — all because Alice had begun svith Let s pre- 
tend we’re kings and queens;” and her sister, who liked 
being very exact, had argued that they couldn't, bcausc 
there were only tu'O of them, and Alice had been reduce 
at last to say ‘‘Well, you can be one of them, then, and l/I 
be all the rest.” And once she had really frightened her old 
nurse by shouting suddenly m her ear, “Nurse! let s 
pretend that I’m a hungry hyxna, and you re a bonci 
But this is taking us away from Alice’s speech to the 
kitten. “Let’s pretend that you’re the Red Queen, Kitty! 
Do you know, I think if you sat up and folded your 
arms, you’d look exactly like her. Now do try, there s a 
dear!” And Alice got the Red Queen off the table, and set 
it up before the kitten as a model for it to imitate: how- 
ever, the thing didn’t succeed, priodpaUy, Alice said, be- 
cause the kitten wouldn’t fold its arms proper y. , to 
punish it, she held it up to the Looking-glass, that it might 
see how sulky it wus, “ — and if you re not ^o ircc y, 
she added, “I'll put you through Into Lookmg-glass 
House. How would you like that? 

“Now, i£ you'll only attend, Kitty, and not t^k so much. 
I'll tell you all rav ideas about Looking-glass House. Fust, 
there's the room you can sec through the glass-that s just 
the same as our drasving-room. only the thmgs go the 
other wuy. I can see aU of it svhen 1 get upon a chair-- 
all but the bit just behind the fireplace. Oh! I do so wash 1 
could see that bit! I want so much to know whethei 


tiiey ve a fire in the winter you never can tell, you knoV.» 
unless our fire smokes, and then smoke comes up in 
room too — but that may be only pretence, )ust to make it 
look as if they had a fire Well then, the books arc some 
thing like our books, only the words go the wrong ivay 
I know that, because 1 vc held up one of our books to the 
glass, and then they hold up one in the other room 
“How would you like to live in kookuig glass House, 



;itty? I wonder i£ they’d give you milk in *ere? Per- 
ips Looking-glass milk isn’t good to dnnk-but oh, 
iittyl now we come to the passage, kou can )ust see a 
itUe peep o£ the passage in Looking-glass House, i£ you 
ave the door of our drawing-room wide open: and its 
■cry like our passage as far as you can see, on y you 'now 
t may be quite different on beyond. Oh, Kitty, how nice 
t would be if we could only get through into Looking- 
tlass Housel I’m sure it’s got, ohi such beautiful things 
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in It! Let’s pretend there’s a ^vay o£ getung through into 
It, somehow, Kitty Let’s pretend the glass has got all soft 
like gauze, so that we can get through Why, it’s turning 
into a sort of mist now, I declare* It'll be easy enough to 

get through She was up on the chimney piece while 

she said this, though she hardly knew how she had got 
there And certainly the glass was beginning to melt away, 
just like a bright silvery mist 
In another moment Alice was through the glass, and 
had jumped lightly down into the Looking glass room 
The very first thing she did was to look whether there was 
a fire in the fireplace, and she was quite pleased to find that 
there was a real one, blazing aivay as brightly as the one 
she had left behind ' So I shall be as warm here as I tvas 
in the old room,” thought Alice “ivarmer, in fact, be- 
cause there 11 be no one here to scold me away from the 
fire Oh, what fun it’ll be, when they see me through the 
glass m here, and ca’n’t get at me!” 

Then she began looking about, and noticed that what 
could be seen from the old room was quite common and 
uninteresting, but that all the rest was as different as pos- 
sible For instance, the pictures on the wall next the fire 
seemed to be all alive, and the very clock on the chunney- 
piecc (you know you can only sec the back of it in the 
Looking glass) had got the face of a little old man, and 
grinned at her. 

They don t keep this room so tidy as the other,” Alice 
thought to herself, as she noticed several of the chessmen 
down m the hearth among the cinders, but m another 
moment, with a little “Oh! ’ of surprise, she was down on 
her hands and knees \vatching them The chessmen were 
walking about, two and two! 

Here arc the Red King and the Red Queen,” Alice 
said (in a whisper, for fear of frightening them), ‘and 
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there are the White King and the White Queen sitting 
on the edge of the shovel — and here arc t\\-o Cnsilcs-walk- 
ing arm in arm — I don't think they can hear me,” she 
Went on, as she put her head closer down, “and I’m 
nearly sure they ca’n’t see me. I feel somehow as if I was 
getting innsibte ” 

Here something began squeaking on the table behind 
Alice, and made her turn her bead just in time to see one 
of the White Pawns roll over and begin kicking: she 
'vatched it with great curiosity to sec what would happen 
next. 

“It is the voice of my child!” the White Queen cried out, 
as she rushed past the King, so violently that she knocked 
him over among the cinders. “My precious Lily! My im- 
perial kitten!” and she began saambling wildly up the 
side of the fender. 
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“Imperial fiddlestickl ’ said the King, rubbing his nose, 
which had been hurt by the fall He had a right to be a 
little annoyed with the Queen, for he ^vas covered with 
ashes from head to foot 

Alice was very anxious to be of use, and, as the poor 
little Lily was nearly screaming herself into a fit, she 
hastily picked up the Queen and set her on the table by 
the side of her noisy little daughter 
The Queen gasped, and sat down the rapid journey 
through the air had quite taken away her breath, and for 
a minute or two she could do nothing but hug the little 
Lily m silence As soon as she had recovered her breath 
a little, she called out to the White King, who was silting 
sulkily among the ashes, “Mind the volcano! 

What volcano? ’ said the King, looking up anxiously 
into the fire, as i£ he thought that was the most likely place 
to find one 

‘ Blew — me— up,” panted the Queen, who was still a h^' 
tie out of breath Mind you come up — the regular way— 
don’t get blown upl 

Alice watched the White King as he slowly struggled 
up from bar to bar, till at last she said “Why, you 11 be 
hours and hours getting to the table, at that rate I d far 
better help you, hadn’t I?” But the Kmg took no notice 
of the question it was quite clear that he could neither 
hear her nor see her 

So Alice picked him up very gently, and lifted him 
across more slowly than she had lifted the Queen, that 
she miglitn t take his breath away, but, before she put 
him on the tabic, she thought she might ns well dust him 
a httlc, he n ns so covered with ashes 
She said nftcrunrds that she had never seen m all her 
life such n face as the King mqde, nnhen he found him 
self held in the air by an invisible hand, and being dusted 
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he was far tex) much astonished to cry out, but his eyes 
and his mouth went on. getting larger and larpr, and 
loundcr and rounder, till her hand shook so with laugh- 
ing that she nearly let him drop upon the floor. 

"Ohl pha3c don’t make such faces, my dear! she cned 
out, quite forgetting that the King couldn t hear er. ou 
make me laugh so that I can hardly hold youl And don 
keep your mouth so svideopeol All the ashes wdl get into 
tt-thcre, now I think you’re tidy enough! she added, as 
she smoothed his hair, and set him upon the table neat the 

'^The’King immedtately fell flat on his back, and lay 
perfectly still; and Alice was a little alarmed at what she 
had done, and went round the room to see if she cotdd 
find any water .0 throw over him However she ton d 
find nothing but a bottle of ink. and when she got back 
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wih It she found he had recovered, and hq and the Quecit 
were talking together in a frightened whisper — so lo"'« 
that Alice could hardly hear what they said 
The King was saymg "I assure you, my dear, I turned 
cold to the very ends of my whiskers!” 

To which the Queen replied “You haven’t got any 
whiskers ” 

“The horror of that moment,” the King went on, 1 
shall never, never forgctl” 

“You will, though,” the Queen said^ “if you don’t make 
a memorandum of it ” 

Alice looked on with great interest as the King took an 
enormous memorandum book out of his pocket, and be- 
gan writing A sudden thought struck her, and she took 
hold of the end of the penal, which came some way over 
his shoulder, and began wntmg for him. 

The poor K.mg looked pu 2 :zled and unhappy, and 
struggled with the pencil for some time without saying 
anything; but Alice was too strong for him, and at last he 
panted out “My dcarl 1 really mKtt get a thinner pencil I 
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ca’n’t manage this one a bit: it writes all manner of things 
that I don’t intend 

“What manner of things?” said the Queen, looking 
over the book (in which Alice had put ‘The White 
Knight is sliding down the He balances very bad- 

ly') . “That's not a memorandum of your feelings! 

There was a book lying near Alice on the table, and 
while she sat watching the White King (for she was still 
a little anxious about him, and had the ink all ready to 
throw over him, in case he fainted again), she turned over 
the leaves, to find some part that she could read, for 
it’s all in some language I don’t know,” she said to herself. 

It was like this. 

I'S'lOt '‘"6 X6<«T' 

^ m ViUi 

w'» "(XKum \\k 
.^iaxjuio xMbi nmom hnK 
She puzzled over this for some time, but at last a bright 
thought struck her. "Why. ifs a Looking-glass bock ot 
coursel And, if I hold it up to a glass, the words will all 
go the right way again.” 

, This was the poem that Alice read 

jabberwocky 

‘Twos brillig. and the stithy tovei 
Did gyre and pmble m the wabe: 

All mimsy were the borogot-es. 

And the mome raths outgrabe. 

“Beware the Jabberiimek.. my ^^nl 

The jaws that bite, the Aaws that eatehl 

Beware the Jubjnb bird, and shun 
The frumhus Bandersnatchl 
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And, as in ttffisk thought he stood,. 

The Jabberivoef^, ufith eyes -of flame, ' 

Came whiffling through the tulgey wood, , 

And burbled as it came! 

' One, two! One, tevo! And through and through 
The vorpal blade went snie^er-snac\! 

He left it dead, and iidth its head 
He tveni galumphing bac\. 

"And hast thou "slain the Jabberwocl^? 

Come to my arms, nty beamish boy! 

O frabjous day! Caltoohl Callayt" 

He ehoTtled in hit joy. 

'Twat brillig, and the sUthy toves 
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe: 

All mimsy weie the botogoves. 

And the tncme raths outgrabe. 

‘It seems very pretty,” she said when she had finished 
It, “but it’s rather hat cl to understand!” (You see she did- 
n’t like to confess, even to herself, that she couldn’t make 
it out at all.) “Somehow k seems to fili my head w'th 
tdcas-^)nly I don’t exactly knotv wfiat they are' How- 
ever, somebody killed something: that’s clear, at any rate 

“But oh!” thought Alice, suddenly jumping up, “if I 
don’t make haste, I shall have to go back through -the 
Looking-glass, before I’ve seen what the rest of the house 
is like! Let’s have a Icjok at the garden first!" She was out 
of the room in a moment, and ran down stairs— or, at 
least, it svusn’c exactly running, but a neiv invention for 
getting down stairs quickly and easily, as Alice said to 
herself. She just kept the lips of her fingers on the hand- 
rail, and floated gently down without even touching the 
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stairs with her feet then she floated on through the hall, 
and would have gone straight out at the door in the same 
way, if she hadn t caught hold of the door post She was 
getting a little giddy with so much floating in the air, and 
was rather glad to find herself ^valk^ng again in the natu- 
ral way. 


Chapter II 

The Garden of Live Flowers 

garden far better,’ said Alice to her- 
u ^ 1 g« to the top of that hill and here’s a path 

that leads straight to it— at least, no, it doesn't do that 
— (after going a few yards along the path, and turn 
mg several sharp corners), ‘but I suppose n will at last 
But how curiously it twisisl It’s more like a cork screw 
than a path! Well thts turn goes to the hill, I suppose— 
no, It doesn tt This goes straight back to the houset Well 
then, 1 11 try it the other way ” 

And so she did wandering up and down, and trying 
turn after turn, but always coming back to the house, do 
w at s e would Indeed, once, when she turned a corner 
rather more quickly than usual, she ran against it before 
she could stop herself 

"It’s no uk; talking about it," Alien said, looking up at 
the house and pretending it was arguing with her “I’m 
"i, Eomg again yet I know I should have to get 
•hrough the Ltxikmg glass agam-back into the old room 
-and there d be an end of all my adventurcsl' 

So, resolutely turning her back upon the house, she set 
out once more down the path, determined to keep straight 





on till she got to the hill. For a few minutes all went on 
well, and she w'as just saying “I really shall do it this time 
when the path gave a sudden twist and shook it- 
self (as she described it afterwards) . and the nett moment 
she found herself actually walking in at the door. 

“Oh. ids too bad!” she cried. “I never saw such a house 
for getting in the way! Never!" 

Howes cr, there was the hill full in sight, so there «as 
nothing to be done but start again. This time she came 
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upon a large nower-bcd, with a border of daisies, and a 

willow tree growing m the middle 

O Tiger lily!” said Alice, addressing herself to one that 
was waving gracefully about in the wind, ‘‘I tutsh you 
could talk!” 

We can talk,’ said the Tiger-lily, “when there’s any- 
body worth talking to ” 

Alice was so astonished that she couldn’t speak for a 
minute it quite seemed to take her breath away. At 
length, as the Tiger hly only went on waving about, she 
spoke again, in n timid voice— almost in a whisper. “And 
can all the flowers talk?” 

“As nell as you can,” said the Tigcr-Iily. “And a great 
deal louder " 


It isn t manners for us to begin, you know,” said the 
Rose, and I really was wondering when you’d speakl 
Said I to myself, ‘Her face has got some sense in it, though 
It s not a clever one!’ Still, you’re the right colour, and that 
goes a long way ” 

^ “I don’t care abou' the colour,” the Tiger lily remarked ” 
If onb^ her petals curled up a little more, she’d be all 
Tight 


Alice didnt like being criticized, so she began asking 
questions Aren’t yoo sometimes frightened at being 
planted out here, with nobody to take cate of you?" 

1 here s the tree m the middle,” said the Rose “What 
else IS It good for?” 


asked ' 


“It could bark,” said the Rose 

“It says 'Boughwoughl ’ cried a Daisy ' That’s why its 
branches arc called boughst” 

“Didn’t you know cried another Daisy And 

here they all began shoming together, oil the air seemed 
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quite full of little shrill voices. “Silence, every one of you! 
cried the Tiger-lily, ^^•aving itself passionately front side 
to side, and trembling with excitement. They know I 
ca’n’t get at them!” it panted, bending its quivering head 
towards Alice, “or they wouldn’t dare to do it! 

“Never mind!” Alice said in a soothing ton^ and, 
stooping down to the daisies, who were just beginning 
again, she whispered “If you don’t hold your tongues, I’U 
pick you!" 

There was silence in a moment, and several of the pink 


daisies turned white. 

“That's right!" said the Tigcr-lily. “The daisies are 
worst o£ all. When one speaks, they all begin together, 
and it’s enough to make one wither to hear the way they 
SO onl” , , 

"How is it you can all talk so nicely? Alice said, hop- 
ing to get it into a better temper by a compliment. I,ve 
been in many gardens before, but none of the flowers 
could talk.” , „ . , , 

“Put your hand down, and feel the ground, said the 
Tigcr-lily. “Then you’ll know why. ^ 

Alice did so. "It’s very hard," she said; "but I don t see 
what that has to do with it.” 

“In most gardens," the T.ger-llly said, “they make the 
beds loo soft— so that the flowers are always asleep. 

This sounded a very good reason, and Alice w!>' 3“''' 
pleased to know it. "I never thought of that before! she 

”It’s ray opinion that you never think or all,- the Rose 
said, in a rather severe tone. i . 

“I never saw a'njbody that looked stupider, a \ lole 
said, so- suddenly, that Alice quite jumped; for it hadn 

spoken before. _ ,, » -r 

“Hold your longue!” cried the Tiger - 1 y. * * > 
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ever saw anybody* You keep your head under the leaves, 
and snore away ther^ tiU you know no more what’s go- 
ing on in the world, than if you were a bud!” 

Are there any more people m the garden besides me?” 
Alice said, not choosing to notice the Rose’s last remark. 

There s one other flower in the garden that can move 
about like you, said the Rose. “I wonder how you do it 
( You re always wondering,” said the Tiger lily), 
“but she’s more bushy than you are.” 

Is she like me?’ Alice asked eagerly, for the thought 
crossed her mind, “There’s another little girl in the garden, 
somewhere!” 

Well, she has the same awkward shape as you,” the 
Rose said “but she's redder— and her petals are shorter, 
I think " 


“They’re done up close, like a dahlia,” said the Tigcr- 
lu)V not tumbled about, like yours ” 

“But that’s not your fault,” the Rose added kindly. 
You re beginning to fade, you know— and then one ca’n’t 
help one s petals getting a little untidy " 

Alice didn’t like this idea at all so. to change the sub- 
ject, she asked “Docs she ever come out here?" 

I daresay you’ll see her soon,” said the Rose. “She’s one 
you know ” 

Where docs she wear them?" Alice asked with some 
curiosity 

"Why, all round her head, of course,” the Rose replied. 
I uas svondermB yo« liadn’t got some loo I thought it 
was the regular rule.” * 

"I h^r her foot- 
step, thump thump, along the gravel ualhl" 

o/Vn '“’'■'1'°.“"'’ f-fnd that tt svas the 

Red Qu^n She s grmvt, a gmtd deal!" rsets her first re- 
mark. She had tndecd when Ahee first found her tn the 
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ashes, she had been only three inches high — and here she 
W 2 S, half a head taller than Alice herself! 

“It’s the fresh air that does it,” said the Rose: v.’onder- 
fully fine air it is, out here.” 







“I think 111 go and meet her," said Alice, for, though 
the flowers were interesting enough, she felt that it would 

be far grander to have a talk wih a real Quecn^ 

-You eVt possibly do to," s^d iho Roso: I should 

ad%isc \ou to walk the Other way. 

This sounded nonsense to Alice, so she sa^ nothing, 
but set off at once towards the Red Queen, o cr sur 
prise she lost sight of her in a moment, and found herself 
walking in at the front.door again. 





ii 62 through the looking-glass 
A little provoked, she drew back, and, after looking 
everywhere for the Queen (whom she spied out at last, a 
long way off), she thought she would try the plan, this 
time, of walking m the opposite direction 
It succeeded beautifully. She had not been walking a 
minute before she found herself face to face with the Red 
Queen, and full m sight of the hill she had been so long 
aiming at 

“Where do you come from?” said the Red Queen 
And where are you going? Look up, speak nicely, and 
don’t twiddle your fingers all the time ” 

Alice attended to all these directions, and explained, as 
well as she could, that she had lost her way. 

“1 don’t know what you mean by y'otir way,” said the 
Queen all the ways about here belong to vte — but why 
did you come out here at all?” she added m a kinder tone 
Curtsey while you’re thinking what to say It saves time ” 
Alice wondered a little at this, but she w as too much m 
awe of the Queen to disbelieve it “] 11 try it when I go 
home,” she thought to herself, “the next lime I’m a little 
late for dinner.” 

^ Its lime for you to answer nou,” the Queen said look- 
ing at her witch “open your mouth a liiiU i\ider when 
you speak, and always say ‘your Majesty ' ” 

“I only wanted to sec what the garden was like, your 
Majesty ” 

1 hat 8 right,” said the Queen, pitting her on the head, 
which Alice didn’t like at all- “though, when you say 
garden— /if seen gardens, compared with which this 
Aoiild be 1 wilderness” 

.Mice diiln-t dare m arRue the point, but .tent on- 
lull * « ^ "’y ""*y ‘o *bc top of that 

“When joii tay 'hill,' ” the Queen interrupted. "/ could 
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show you hills, in comparison with which you d call that 
a valley.” 

“No, 1 shouldn’t,” said Alice, surprised into contra- 
dicting her at last: “a hill ca’nt be a valley, you know. 
That would be nonsense 



The Red Queen shook her head. “You may call it non- 
sense’ if you like,” she said, “but /Vr heard nonsense, com- 
pared with which that would be as sensible as a dicuon- 

" Alice curtseyed uguin, as she was afraid f'™ 
Queen’s tone that sire ss-as a /,rr/e otiended: and ti^cy 
walked on in silence rill they got to the top of the little hiU. 

For some minutes Aliee stood without speaking, looV 
ing cut in all diteetions over the eountry-and a most 
curious country it was. There were a number of tmy hide 
brooks running straight across n from side to side, and 
the ground between was divided up ^ 

number of little gteen hedges, that reached from brook to 

declare it’s marked out just like a large eliessjxiardl” 
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Alice said at last. “There ought to be some men rooming 
about somewhere — and so there are*” she added m a tone 
of delight, and her heart began to beat quick uith cv 
citcmcnt as she went on “Its a great huge game of chess 
that’s being plajcd-all over the uorld-if this « the 
world at all, >ou know Oh, what fun it is» How I tush I 
was one of themf I wouldn’t mind being a Pawn, i£onl> 

I might join— though of course I should ItLe to be a 
Queen, best ’’ 


She gbneed rather shjly at the real Queen as slie said 
t^, but her companion onl> smiled pleasantly, and said 
Tliats easily managed You can be tlic White Queen’s 
Pawn, if >ou like, as Lilj’s too young to play , and vou're 
r bquarc to begin with when you get to the 

Ughih Square you 11 be a Queen ’’ Just at tins mo* 

nicnt, somehow or other, they began to run 
Alice ncscf could quite make out, in thinking it o\er 
afterw ards, how u was that they liegan all she remembers 
IS, that they were running hand m hand, and ilic Queen 
«cnt f^is; that It was all she could do to keep up uith 
her and still the Queen I ept crying ’Tasterl rister’” but 
Alice felt she cot.!,* not go fas-cr, though she had no 
breath left to ssv in ^ 




Fasterl" and dragged her along. “Arc \vc nearly there? 
Alice managed to pant out at last. 

“Nearly there!” the Queen repeated. “Why, \\’e pa«ed 
it ten minutes ago! Faster!” And they ran on for a lime 
in silence, with the wind whistling in Alice s cars, and 
almost blowing her hair off her head, she fancied. 

“Now! Now!” cried the Queen. “Faster! Faster!” And 
they went so fast that at last they seemed to skim through 
the air, hardly touching the ground with their feet, till 
suddenly, just as Alice was getting quite exhausted, they 
stopped, and she found herself sitting on the ground, 
breathless and giddy. 

The Queen propped her up against a tree, and said 
kindly, “You may rest a little, now. 

Alice looked round her in great surprise. “Wh>, I do 
believe wc'vc been under this tree the « hole time' Ever>-- 
ihing’s just as it ss-asl” 

“Of course it is," said the Queen. “What would j-ou 
have it?” 
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“WcU, m our country,” said Alice, still panting a little, 
“you’d generally get to somewhere else — if you ran very 
fast for a long time as we’ve been doing ” 

“A slow sort of country!” said the Queen “Now, 
you sec, it takes all the running yo// can do, to keep in the 
same place If you want to get somewhere else, >ou must 
run at last twice as fast ns that!” 

“I’d rather not try, please!” said Alice “I'm quite con 
tent to stay here — only I attt so hot and thirsty* ’ 

“I know what yon d like*” the Queen said good natur 
edly, taking a little boK out of her pocket “Have a bis 
cuit^” 

Alice thought n would not be civil to say “No,” though 
tt wasn’t at all what she wanted She she took it, and ate 
It as well as she could and u was very dry and she 
thought she had never been so nearly choked m all her 
life ^ 

“While you’re refreshing yourself,’ said the Queen, “I’H 
3U8C take the measurements’ And she took a ribbon out 
of her pocket, marked m inches, and began measuring 
the ground, and sticking little pegs in here and there 

“At the end of two yards,” she said, putting in a peg to 
mark the distance, ‘ I shall give you your directions — 
have another biscuit^’ 

‘No, thank you,” said Alice ’one’s quite enough' 

“Thirst quenched, I hope^ ’ said the Queen 

Alice did not know what to say to this, but luckily the 
Queen did not wait for an answer, but went on At the 
end of three yards I shall repeat them — for fear of your 
forgetting them At the end of Jour, I shall say good bye 
And at the end of Jive, I shall gol 

She had got all the pegs put m by this time, and Alice 
looked on with great interest as returned to the tree, 
and then began slowly %valking down the row 
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At the two-yard peg she faced round, and said A 
pawn goes two squares in its first move, you know. So 
you’ll go very quickly through the Third Square— by 
railway, I should think-and you’ll find yourself m the 
Fourth Square in no time. Well, that square be ongs to 
Tweedledum and Twecdlcdee— the Fifth is mosUy water 
-the Sixth belongs to Humpty Dumpty— But you make 

no remark?” , , „ 

“I— I didn’t know I had to make one— |USt then, Alice 


faltered out. 

“You slwntd have said,” the Queen went on m a tone 
o£ grave reproof, “ 'It's e-ctremely kind of you to rcll tne 
aU this’— however, we’ll suppose it !»;d--thc Seventh 
Square is all forest-however, one of the Knights w m 
shmv you the way-and in the Eighth Square we s^U be 
Queens together, and it’s all feasttng and fun I Alice got 

up and curtseyed, and sat down again. 

At the next peg the Queen turned again, and 'J-is time 
she said "Speak in French when you ca n t of the 
English lor a thing-tum out your tots as you walk^n 
rememher who you are!” She did not wait for Ahce to 
curtsey, this time, but walked on quic y m ^ ^ „ ’ 

where she turned for a moment to say Goodbye, and 

then hurried on to the last. , 

How it happened, Alice nes-er knew, but exactly as she 
came to the te peg, she was gone. Whejher *e ™nuW 
into the air, or whether she ran qujckly into A W 
("and she mo tun very fast'" Aought .Mice), 
no way of guessing, hut she was gone and Alice began t 
remember That she was a Pawn, and that it would soon be 


time for her to move. 



Chapter III 

Looking-Glass Insects 

Or course the first thing to do was to make a grand sur- 
vey of the country she was going to travel through “It’s 
something very like learning geography,” thought Alice, 
as she stood on tiptoe m hopes of being able to sec i little 
further Principal rivers — there arc none Principal 
mountains — I’m on the only one, but I don’t think it's got 
any name Principal towns— why, what are those creat- 
ures, making honey down there? They ca’n’t be bees— 

nobody ever saw bees a mile off, you know and for 

some time she stood silent, watching one of them that was 
bustling about among the flowers, poking its proboscis 
into them, just as if « ^vas a regular bee,” thought Alice 
However, this was anything but a regular bee in fact, it 
vvas an elephant— as Alice soon found out, though the 
idea quite took her breath away at first "And what enor- 
xnous flowers they must be'” was her next idea "Some- 
thing like cottages with the roofs taken off, and stalks put 
to them-and what quantities of honey they must makcl 
1 think 111 go donn and-no, I ivo’n’t go iitst yet," she 
went on, checking herself ,ust as she ivas beginning to run 
own t C l , 2nd trying to find some excuse for turning 
shy so suddenly ‘ It 11 never do to go down among them 
wi out a good long branch to brush them away — and 
what fun It n be when they ask me how I liked my walk 

I shall say Oh, I hked it well enough (here came the 

favourite little toss of the head), ‘only it ^uas so dusty and 
hot, and the elephants dtd tease sol* ’ 

‘ I think I II go down the other way,” she saia after a 
pause, and perhaps I may visit the elephants later on 
Besides. I do so want to get into the Third Square' ’ 

i63 
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So, with this excuse, she ran do^vn the hill, and jumped 
over the first o£ the six little brooks. 

• * • • • 


• • 


“Tickets, pleasel” said the Guard, putting his head in at 
the window. In a moment everybody ^vas holding out a 
ticket: they were about the same size as the people, and 
quite seemed to fill the carriage. 

“Now thcnl Show your ticket, child!” the Guard went 
on, looking angrUy at Alice. And a great many voic« all 
said together (“like the chorus of a song,” fought Alice) 
“Don’t keep him waiting, child! Why, his time is worth a 
thousand pounds a minute!” 

‘Tm afraid I haven’t got one,” Alice said in a frightened 
tone: "Acre wasn’t a ticket-office where I came from.^ 
And again the chorus of voices went on. “There wasn t 
room for one where she came from. The land there is 
worth a thousand pounds an inchl 
. "Don’t make excuses,” said the Guard: “>-ou should 
have bought one from the engine-driver.” And oncemore 
the chorus of voices went on with “The man that drives 
the engine. Why, the smoke alone is worth a thousand 
pounds a pufll" , 

Alice thought to herself "Then there’s no nse m spmk- 
Ing.” The voices didn't join in, this time, ns she hadn t 
spoken, but, to her great surprise, they all Ihmight in 
chorus (I hope you understand what thinking in choriii 
means— tor 1 must confess that I don't). “Better say noth- 
ing at all. Language is worth a thousand pounds a word! 

"I shall dream about a thousand pounds tonight, I 


know 1 shalll” thought Alice. . r . 

All this time the Guard svas looking at her, lirst 
through a telescope, then through a microscope, and then 
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through an opera glass At last he said You re traveling 
the wrong way,’ and shut up the window, and went 
away 

* So young a child,’ said the gentleman sitting opposite 



to her, (he was dressed in white paper,) ought to know 
which way she s going even if she docsn t know her own 
name! 

A Goat, that was sitting next to the gentleman in white, 
shut his eyes and said m a loud voice She ought to know 
her \ray to the ticket-office, even if she docsn t know her 
alphabet! 

There r\as a Beetle sitting next the Goat (it was a very 
queer carriage full of passengers altogether), and as the 
rule seemed to be that they should all sneak in turn /e 
went on with Shell have to go back from here as lug 
8 = 8=1 
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Alice couldn’t see who was sitting beyond the 
but a hoarse voice spoke next. “Change engines it 
said, and there it choked and was obliged to leave off. 

“It sounds like a horse,” Alice thought to herself. And 
an extremely small voice, close to her ear, said ^ou imgbt 

make a joke on tkat-eomethine abw« Twrse* and tnarse,' you know-” 

Then a very gentle voice in the distance said, “She must 
be labeled ‘Lass, with care,* you know 
• ‘ And after that other voices went on (“What a number 
of people there are in the carriage!” thought Alice), say- 
ing "She must go by post, as she’s got a head on her 

“She must be sent as a message by the telegraph bhc 

must draw the train herself the rest of the way , and 


so on. , j / _ 

Bm tie gentleman dressed in svh.le paper leaned for- 
wards and whispered m her ear, “Never mind what they 
all say, my dear, but tale a return-ucket every ume the 

train stops.” . ,, t<i 

“indeed 1 shaVtl” Alice said rather impatiently. I 
don’t bdong to this rliUvay iourney at all-I was in a 
wood just now — and I wish I could get ac t ere. 

. ..a. aaid .he little voice close .0 

her earl "soraeisins .ix*' 'r™ — ’"la -t r™ croid, rm, in 

“Don’t tease so,’’ said Alice, looking about m vain to sec 
where the voice came from. "If you’re so an.-i.aus to have 
a joke made, why don’t you make one youtsell. 

The little voice sighed deeply. It was ..cry unhappy, evi- 
dently, and Alice would have said something P‘'y'",S ” 
comfort it, “if it would only sigh like other people! she 
thought. But this svas such a wonderfully small ='S>'> ' 
she wouldn’t have heard it at all. if it hadn r 9'"' 
close to her ear. The consequence "f 
tickled her ear very much, and quite tool oil her thoughts 
from the unhappiness of the poor little creature. 
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* I know you are a friend the llttlc VOICC WCnt OH * * a < 2 “^ 
fritnd and an old friend And you worn hurt me though I am an 

What kind of mseci^” Alice inquired, a little anxious- 
ly. What she really wanted to know was, whether it could 
sting or nor, but she thought this wouldn’t be quite a civil 
question to ask 

\\hat, then you dont— thc llltlc VOICC bcgan, whcH It WaS 
drowned by a shrill scream from thc engine, and evefy- 
body jumped up m alarm, Alice among thc rest 
The Horse, who had put his head out of thc window, 
quietly drew it m and said “It’s only a brook we have to 
jump over ’ Everybody seemed satisfied with this, though 
11 ^ nervous at the idea of trams jumping at 

all However, it'll take us into the Fourth Square, that’s 
some comfort! ’ she said to herself In another moment 
she felt the carnage rise straight tip into the air, and in her 
inghc she caught at the thing nearest to her hand, which 
happened to be the Goat $ beard 


But the beard seemed to melt ^vay as she touched it, 
and she found herself sitting quietly under a tree-while 
the Gnat (for that was the insect she had been talking to) 
was balancing itself on a twig ,ust over her head, and fan 
mng her with us wings 

It cma.nly was a large Gnat "about the size of a 
chicken, Alice thought SnU, she couldn’t feel nervous 
with in after thev had been talking together so long 

then you don t like all insects'" the Gnat ivcnt on, as 
quietly as if nothing had happened 
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"I like them when they an talk ” Alice said. “None of 
them ever talk, where I come from. 

“What sort o£ insects do you rejoice in, where you come 
from?” the Gnat inquired. 

“I don’t rejoice in insects at all,” Alice explained, be- 
cause I’m rather afraid of them — at least the large kin s. 
But I i-fip tell you the names of some of them. 

“Of course they answer to their names?” the Gnat re- 
marked carelessly. 

“I never knew them do it.” 

“What’s the use of their having names,” the Gnat said, 
“if they wo’n’t answer to them?” 

“No use to themr said Alice; “but it’s useful to the 
people that name them, I suppose. If not, why do things 
have names at all?" . , . 

“1 aVt say," the Gnat replied. "Further on, m thr 
wood dotvn there, they’re got no names-however, go on 
with your list of insects: you’re rvasting time. 

"Well, there’s the Horse-fly," Alice began, counting ofl 
the names on her fingers. v m 

"All right,” said the Gnat. "Half way up that bush. 
You’ll sec a Rocking-horsc.fly, if you look- Its made en- 
tirely of wood, and gets about by swinging itself from 
branch to branch." , . , 

"What does it live on?” Alice asked, with great eunos- 

'%ap and sawdust," said the Gnat. “Go on with the 

^Alicc looked at the Roeking-horse-fly with^citt mta- 
est. and made up her mmd that it must ha' ' >«ru ,'i t re- 
painted, it looked so bright and sticky; and then she went 
on. 

“And there's the Dragon-fly- 

"Look on the branch aborx your head, said the Gnat, 
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“and there jou'll find n Snap dragon*fiy. Its body »s made 
of plum pudding, its wings of holly-lciN cs, and Us head is 
a raisin burning m brandy ” 

“And what does it live on?” Alice asked, as before 



“Frumenty and mince p»e,” the Gnat replied, “and it 
makes Its nest in a Christmas box *’ 

“And then there’s the Butterfly,’ Alice went on, after 
she had taken a good look at the insect with us head on 
fire, and had thought to herself, “1 uondcr if that’s the 
reason insects arc so fond of flying into candles — because 
they \vant to turn into Snap-dragon flies*” 

Crawling at your feet,” said the Gnat (Ahcc drew her 
feet back m some alarm), “you may observe a Bread and- 
butler fly Its wings arc thm slices oE bread and butter, it s 
body is a crust, and its head is a lump of sugar " 

"And what docs it live on^” 

“Weak tea with cream in it ’ 

A new difficulty came into Alice’s head “Supposing it 
couldn’t find any?” she suggested. 

“Then it would die, of course ” 




ing. The Gnat amused itself meanwhile by humming 
round and round her head: at last it settled again and re- 
marked ‘‘I suppose you don’t w'ant to lose > our name. 
“No, indeed,” Alice said, a little anxiously, 

"And yet I don’t know,” the Gnat « ent on m a careless 
tone: “only think how convenient it would be if you could 
manage to go home svithout it! For instance, i i eg 

,vamcd .0 all you .o your l«»ns she would all 

out •Como here ,• onJ there rhe would have to la e 

ofl, because there wouldn’t be any name for her to call. 

ando{courscyouwouldnihavctogo,you 'now. 

“That would never do. Vn, sure," sa.d Ahee; he fps- 
crncss would never think of excusing me cssons o ; 
If she couldn’t remember my name, shed call me Miss, 

as the servants do." , , - 

"Well, if she said 'Miss.' and dtdn t say anything more. 



176 THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS 

the Gnat remarked, “of course you’d miss your lessons. 

That s a )okc I wish yon had made it ” * 

‘ Why do you wish / had mide it? ' Alice asked ‘ It’s a 
very bad one ’ 

But the Gnat only sighed deeply while two large tears 
came rolling down its checks 



“You shouldn’t make jokes” Ahce sa.d, “if it makes 
you so unhappy ” 

Then came another of those melancholy litde sighs, and 
this tirnc the poor Gnat rcaUy seemed to have sighed itself 
way, or, w cn Alice looked up, there was nothing what 
and, as she was getting quite 
chjUy with s,.tmg soil so long, she got up and walLd on 
bhe very soon came to an open field, wr* a wood on the 

and Ahce felt a httle nnnd abont going .t However, 
on seeond thoughts, she made up her mind to go on ‘ for 
I certamly wan t go she thought to herself, and th,s 

was the only way to the Eighth Square 
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“This must be the wood,” she said thoughtfully to hw- 
self, “where things have no names. I wonder what 11 be- 
come of my name when I go in? I shouldnt like to lose 

it at oil ^because they’d have to give me another, and it 

would be almost certain to be an ugly one. But then the 
fun would be, trying to find the creature that had got my 
old name! That’s just like the advertisements, you know, 

when people lose dogs ‘answers to the name of 

"Dash": had on a brass collar' ^just fancy calling every- 

thing you met ‘Alice,’ tiU one of them answered! Only 
they wouldn’t answer at all, if they were wise. 

She was rambling on in this way when she reached the 
wood: it looked very cool and shady. "Well, at any rate 
it’s a great comfort,” she said as she stepped under the 
trees, “after being so hot, to get into the— into t 
iflwt!" she went on, rather surprised at not being able to 
think of the word. "I mean to get under the-under tho- 
under ihis, you know!" putting her hand on the trunk of 
the tree. “What dots it call itself, I wonder? I do believe 
it’s got no name— why, to be sure it hasn t! 

She stood silent for a minute, thinking; then 

denly began again, "Then it really Am happen , a c 

And now, who am If I remember, if Irani I m de- 
termined to do itl” But being determined didn t help he 
much, and all she could say. after a^great deal of puzUling, 

was “L, I Anom it begins with L!" 

Just then a Fawn came wandering by ; it looked .at Al 
with its large gentle eyes, but didn’t seem at all ft'Sbtc" ' 
"Here then! Here then!” Alice said, as *c h'W ‘^er 
hand and tried to stroke it; but it only started back a little, 
and then stood looking at her again. 

"What do you call yourself?" the Fawn said a. last. 
Such a soft sweet voice it had! 
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“I jWish I knew!" though' poor Alice. She answered, 
rather sadly, “Nothing, just now ” 

“Think again,” it said “that wo’n’t do ” 

Alice thought, but nothing came of it “Please, would 
you tell me what you call yourself^” she said timidly “1 
think that might help a little ” 



III tell you, if you 11 come a little further on,” the 
Fawn said “I ca'n’i remember Acre ’ 

So they walked on together through the wood, Alice 
with her arms clasped lovingly round the soft neck of the 
hawn, nil they came out into another open field, and here 
the Fawn gave a sudden bound into the air, and shook it- 
self free from Alice’s arm ‘ Fm a Fawn!" it cried out in a 
voice of delight "And, dear me! you’re a human child! ’ 






LOOKING-GLASS* INSECTS 179 

A sudden look of alarm came into its beautiful brown 
eyes, and in another moment it had darted away at full 
speed. 

Alice stood looking after it, almost ready to cry with 
vexation at having lost her dear litde fellow-traveler so 
suddenly. “However, I know my name now, she said: 
“that’s some comfort. Abcc— Alice— I won’t forget it 
again. And now, which of these finger-posts ought I to 
follow, I wonder?” 

It was not a very difficult questibn to answer, as there 
was only one road through the xwod, and the two finger- 
posts both pointed along iL “HI settle it, Alice wid to 
herself, “when the road divides and they point different 
ways.” . , 

But this did not seem likely to happen. She went on and 
on, a long way, but wherever the road divided, there were 
sure to be two finger-posts pointing the same way, one 
marked “TO TWEEDLEDUM’S HOUSE,” and the 
other “TO THE HOUSE OF 'HVEEDLEDEE.” 

“I do believe,” said Alice at last, “that they Uve m the 
fame house! 1 wonder I never thought of that befort^ 
But I ca’n’t stay there long- lH just call and say ‘Hmv d ye 
do?’ and ask them the way out of the wood. If I could 
only get to the Eighth Square before it gets dark! So she 
wandered on, talking to herself as she went, till, on turn- 
ing a sharp corner, she came upon Iavo fat little men, so 
suddenly that she could not help starting back, but in an- 
other moment she recovered herself, feeling sure tiiat t ey 
must be. 


Chapter IV 


Tweedledum and Twcedicdee 

They were standing under a tree, each with an arm 
round the other’s neck, and Alice knew which was which 
in a moment, because one of them had ‘DUM’ em- 
broidered on his collar, and the other ‘DEE.’ “I suppose 
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pay, you know. Wax-works weren’t made to be looked at 
for nothing. Nohowl” 

“Contrariwise,” added the one marked ‘DEE, if you 
think we’re alive, you ought to speak.” 

“I'm sure I’m very sorry,” was all Alice could say; for 
the words of the old song kept ringing through her head 
like the ticking of a clock, and she could hardly help say- 
ing them out loud: — 

’’Tweedledum and Tweedledee 
Agreed to have a battle; 

For Tweedledum said Tweedledee 

Had spoiled his nice new rattle. 

fust then flew down a monstrous erow, 

As blacky as a tar-barrel; 

Which frightened both the heroes so. 

They tjuiie forgot thetr quarrel.” 


“I know what you’re thinking about,” said Tweedle- 
dum; “but it isn’t so, nohow.” 

“Conirarhvise,” continued Tweedledee, “if it was so, it 
might be; and if it were so, it would be; but as it isn’t, it 

ain’t. That’s logic.” . . t. i. 

“I was thinking,” Alice said politely, “which is the best 
way out of this wood: it’s getting so dark. Would you tell 
me, please?" , , , 

But the fat little men only loohtd at cath other and 


grinned. ’ , , , 

They looked so c.xaclly like a couple of great school- 
boys, that Alice couldn’t help pointing her finger at 1 « cc- 
dledum, and saying "First Boy! . , , . . u 

“Nohow!” Tweedledum cried out briskly, and shut his 


mouth up again with a snap. 

“Next Boyl” said Ahce, passing on 


to Tweedledee, 
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though she felt quite certain he ^vouId only shout out 
“Contrariwise! ’ and so he did 

“You’ve begun wrongl cned Tweedledum ‘ The first 
thing in a visit is to say ‘How d’ye do?* and shake hands!" 
And here the two brothers gave each other a hug, and 
then they held out the two hands that were free, to shake 
hands with her 

Alice did not like shaking hands with either of them 
first, for fear of hurting the other one s feelings, so, as the 
best way out of the difficult), she took hold of both hands 
at once the next moment they were dancing round m a 
ring This seemed quite natural (she remembered after" 
^v^rds), and she was not c\cn surprised to hear music 
playing it seemed to come from the tree under which 
they were dancing, and u was done (as well as she could 
make it out) by the branches rubbing one across the other, 
like fiddles and fiddle sticks 

Ilui It certainly nat funny,’ (Alice said aficrw’ards, 
when she was telling her sister the history of nil this ) "to 
find m)sclf singing ‘Here $tc go round the tnulherry 
tush I don t know when 1 began it, but somehow I felt 
as if I d been singing n a long long time* * 

The other two dancers were fat, and aery soon out of 
breath ‘T our times round u enough for one dance," 
Tw cedicdum panted out. and they left off dancing as sud 
dcniy 35 they had begun the music stopped at the same 
moment 
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“Nohow. And thank you very much for asking, said 
Tweedledum. 

“So much obliged!” added Twcedledec. “You like 
poetry?” 

“Ye-es, pretty well — some poetry,” Alice said doubtfully. 
“Would you tell me which road leads out of the wood?” 

“What shall I repeat to her?” said Twcedledec, look- 
ing round at Tweedledum with great solemn eyes, and 
not noticing Alice’s question. 

“ "The Walrus and the Carpenter’ is the longest, Twee- 
dledum replied, giving his brother an affectionate hug. 
Twcedledec began instantly: 

"The sun was shining ” 

Here Alice ventured to Interrupt him. “If it's very 
long," she Slid, os politely as^she could, “would you please 

tell me first which road ” 

Twcedledec smiled gently, and began again: 

"The sun was shining on the sea. 

Shining tvith all his might: 

He did his very best to make 
The billows smooth and bright 
And this was odd. because it was 
The middle of the night. 

The moan was shining snlkityv 
Because she thought the sun 
Had got no business to be there 
After the day was done— 

'It’s very rude of him,’ she said, 

•To come and spoil the fiinl’ 

The tea was wet os «W could be. 

The sands were dry as dry. 
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You could not see a cloud, because 
No cloud was m the sky: 

No birds were flying overhead — 

There were no birds So fly. 



The Walrus and the Carpenter 
walking close at hand: 
They ivepl tikp anything to see 
Such quantities of sand: 

'If this were only cleared away! 
They said, '/t \vould be grand!' 

'If seven maids tviih seien mops 
Swept tS for half a year. 

Do you suppose! the Walrus said, 
‘That they could get tt clear?' 
'I doubt St! said the Carpenter, 
And shed a bitter tear. 


'O Oysters, come and walk with usi' 
The Walrus did beteeeh 




TAf fUttl Oyttcr looked at Aim, 

Bui never a word he said: 

The eldest Oyster mn^ed hit eye. 

And shooA, Ass heavy head — 

Meaning to say he dtd not choose 
To leave the oyster-bed. 

But jour young Oysters hurried up, 

AH eager for the treat: 

Their coats tvere brushed, their faces tvashed. 
Their shoes svere Aean and neat — 

And this was odd. because, you Apow, 

They hadn't any feet. 

Four other Oysters jolhtved them. 

And yes another Jou . 
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/ind thici^ and fast they came at last, 
And more, and more and more — 

All hopping throttgh the frothy waves. 
And scTomhhng to the shore 

The Walrus and the Carpenter 
Walked on a mile or so 
And then they tested on a roe^ 
Conveniently low 
And all the little Oysters stood 
And watted in a row 

'The time has come,' the Walrus said, 
'To tal\ of many things 
Of shoes-^nd ships — and sealing svaT“ 
Of cabbages — and — l{ings — 

And why the sea is boiling hot—' 

And whelhei pigs have nings' 

'But wait a bit,’ the Oysters cned, 
'Befoie ue have our chat 
For some of tti are out of breath 
And all of us are fat} 

'No hurry! said the Carpenter 

They thanked him much for that 

'A loaf of biead ’ the Walrus said 
Is what we chiefly need 
Pepper and vinegar besides 
Arc very goad indeed — 

Now if you re ready Oy sters dear. 

We can begin to feed 

But not on us* the Oysters cned 
Turning a little blue 
‘After such gladness that iiould be 
A dismal thing to do! 

The mght u fine’ the Walrus said 
'Do you admire the view? 
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'0 Oysters," said the Carpenter, 

'You've had a pleasant run! 

Shall we be trotting home agaitif' 

BiiJ answer come there none— 

And this was scarcely odd, because 
They'd eaten every one " 

“I like the Walrus best,** said Alice* “because he ws a 
Utile sorry for the poor oysters “ 

“He ate more than the Carpenter, though,” said Twee- 
dledee “You see he held his handkerchief in front, so ihit 
the Carpenter couldn’t count how many he took con- 
trariwise ” 

“TLhat.\vtis meanV’ Ahte said indignantly I hke 

the Carpenter best—if he didn’t cot so many as the Wal- 
rus " 

"But he ate as many as he could get,” said Twecdlcdurn 
This was a puzzler After a pau«e, Alice began, "welU 
They were both very unpleasant characters-^—” Here she 
checked herself m some alarm, at hearing something that 
aounded to her like the puffing of a large steam-engine m 
the wood near them, though she feared it was more likely 
to be a wild beast "Arc there any lions or Ugers about 
here^” she asked timidly. 

"It’s only the Red King snoring,” said Twecdledce 
"Come and look at himl” the brothers cried, and they 
each took one of Alice’s hands, and kd her up to ivhere 
the King was sleeping 
"Isn’t he a lovely sight?” said Tweedledum. 

Ahcc couldn’t say honestly that he was He had a tall 
red night-cap on, with a tassel, and he was lying crumpled 

up into a sort of untidy heap, and snoring loud "ht to 

snore hts head offl ’ as Tweedledum remarked 
“I’m afraid he’ll catdi cold with lying on the damp 
grass,” said Alice, who was a very thoughtful little girl 
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“He's dreaming now,” said Twcedlcdcc: “and what do 
you think he’s dreaming about?” 

Alice said “Nobody can guess that.” 

. “Why, about ) 0 m!” Twecdledcc exclaimed, clapping his 
hands triumphantly. “And if he left off dreaming about 
)ou, where do you suppose you’d be?” 

"Where 1 am now, of course,” said Alice. 

“Not youl" Twccdledce retorted contemptuously. 
“You’d be nowhere. Why, you’re only a sort of thing in 
his dream!” 

“If that there King was to wake,” added Tweedledum, 
“you’d go out— bangl—just like a candle! 

"I shouldn't!” Alice c-xclaimcd indignantly. “Besides, if 
I'tn only a sort of thing in his dream, what arc yott, I 
should like to know?” 

“Ditto,” said Tweedledum. 

"Ditto, ditto!" cried Twedlcdee. 

He shouted this so loud that Alice couldn’t help say. 
ing "Hush! You’ll be waking him, I’m afraid, if ynu 
make so much noise.” 
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“Well, It’s no use your talking about waking him ” said 
Tweedledum, “when you’re only one of the things in his 
dream You know very well you’re not real.’’ 

“I am real!” said Alice, and began to cry 
“You wo’n’t make yourself a bit realler by crying,” 
Twcedlcdee remarked* "there’s nothing to cry about” 
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his brother, and looked up into it. “No, I don t think it 
is,’* he said : “at least — not under here. Nohow. 

“But it may rain o«mVe?” 

“It may — if it chooses,” said Tweedledcc: wove no 
objection. Contrariwise.” 

“Selfish thingsl" thought Alice, and she was just gomg 
to soy ''Good-night" and leave them, when Tweedledum 
sprang out from under the umbrella, and seized her by 
the wTist. 

"Do you see <21 ?" he said, in a voice choking with pas- 
sion, and his eyes grew large and yellow all in a moment, 
as he pointed vi-ith a trembling finger at a small white 
thing lying under the tree. 

“It’s only a rattle,” Alice said, after a careful examma- 
tion of the little white thing. “Not a rattle-ma^e, );ou 
know,” she added hastily, thinking that he was fright- 
ened: “only an old rattle-quitc old and broken. 

“I know it was!” cried Tsveedledum, beginning to 
stamp about wildly and tear his hair. “It s spoilt, ot 
course!” Here he looked at Twccdledec, \yho immediately 
sat down on the ground, and tried to hide himself under 
the umbrella. ... , 

Alice bid her hand upon his arm and said, in a soothing 
tone, "You needn't be so angry about an old rattle. 

“But it isn't old!" Tweedledum cried, in a greater fury 
than even "Ifs ne.u, I tell you-I bought it yesterday-my 
nice UTLW RATTI-El” and his voice rose to a pertecl 

scream. , , r u 

AU this time Tweedledcc was trying his best to fold up 
the umbrella, with himself in tt: which 'vas such an eitm- 
ordinary thing to do, that it quite took off Alice s attention 
from the angry brother. But he couldut quite succeed, 
and it ended in his rolling over, bundling up in the um- 
breUa, with only his head out: and there hejay, opemng 
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and shutting his mouth and his large c>cs -“looking 

more hkc a fish than anything else,” Alice thought. 

“0£ course you agree to have a battle?” Tsscedicdum 
said m a calmer tone. 

“I suppose so,” the other sulkily replied, as he crawled 
out of the umbrella “only she must help us to dress up, 
you know.” 



So the two brothers went o/f hand m hand into the 
wood, and returned in a minute with their arms full of 
things — such as bolsters, blankets, hearth-rugs, table- 
cloths, dish covers, and coal scuttles “I hope you’re a good 
hand at pinning and tying strings^” Tweedledum re- 
marked “Every one of these things has got to go on, 
somehow or other ” 

Alice said afterwards she had never seen such a fuss 
made about anything in all her life — the ^vay those tu o 
bustled about — and the quantity of things they put on — 
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and the trouble they gave her in tying strings and fasten- 
ing buttons — ^"Really they’ll be more like bundles of old 
clothes than anything else, by the time they re ready! she 
said to herself, as she arranged a twister round the neck of 
Twcedledee, “to keep his head from being cut olT,” as he 
said. 

“You know,” he added very gravely, ‘its one of the 
most serious things that can possibly happen to one in a 
battle — to get one’s head cut off. 

Alice laughed loud: but she managed to turn it into a 
cough, for fear of hurting his feelings. 

"Do I look very pale?” s.aid Tweedledum, coming up to 
have his helmet tied on. (He called it a helmet, though it 
certainly looked much more like a saucepan.) 

"Well— yes— a little,” Alice replied gently. 

‘Tm very brave, generally," he went on in a low voice: 

"only to-day I happen to have a headache. , , . 

"And I've got a toothache!" said Twcedledee, who had 
overheard the remark. “I’m far worse than you 
“Then you'd better not fight today,” said Alice, think- 
ing it a good opportunity to make peace. 

“We mult have a bit of a fight, but I don t care about 
going on long," said Tweedledum. “Whats the time 
now?” , 

Twecdlcdcc looked at his svaich, and said Half-past 

“Let’s fight nil six, and then have dinner," said Twee- 

dlcdum. .... I . 

“Very well,” the other said, rather sadly: and she ran 
watch us— only you'd better not come eery close, he add- 
ed: “I generally hit every thing I can sco-when I get 

“And I hit every thing within reach,” cried Tweedle- 
dum, “whether I can see it or not! 
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Alice laughed "You must hit the trees pretty often, I 
should think,” she said 

Tweedledum looked round him with a satisfied smile 
“I don’t suppose,” he said, “there’ll be a tree left standing, 
for ever So far round, by the time we’ve finished I” 

“And all about a rattle* ’ said Alice, still hoping to make 
them a httle ashamed of fighting for such a trifle 
“I shouldn’t have minded it so much,” said Twcedle 
dum, “if It hadn’t been a new one ” 

‘ I wish the monstrous crow would cornel ’ thought 
Alice 

‘ There’s only one sword, you know,” Tweedledum said 
to his brother “but you can have the umbrella— it’s quite 
as sharp Only we must begin quick It’s getting as dark 
as It can " 

“And darker.” said Tweedledec 

It was getting dark so suddenly that Alice thought there 
must be a thunderstorm coming on "What a thick black 
cloud that isl" she said “And how fast it comesl Why, I 
do believe it’s got wings! ’ 

“It’s the crow’’ Tweedledum cried out in a shrill voice 
of alarm, and the two brothers took to their heels and 
were out of sight in a moment 

Alice ran a little way into the wood, and stopped under 
a large trec^ ‘It can never get at me here," she thought 
' It’s far too large to squeeze itself m among the trees But 
I wish It wouldn’t flap its wings so — it makes quite a hur- 
ricane in the wood — here’s somebody’s shawl being bloivn 
aivay!" 



Chapter V 


Wool and Water 

She caught the shawl as she spoke, and looked about 
for the owner: in another moment the White Queen 
came running wildly through the wood, tvith boA arms 
stretched out wide, as if she were flying, and Alice very 
eivilly went to meet her with the shawl. 

“I’m very glad I happened to be in the way," Alice said, 
as she helped her to put on her shawl again. 

The White Queen only looked at her in a helpless 
frightened sort of ss-ay, and kept repeating something in a 
whisper to herself that sounded like "Bread-aDd-butter, 
b:«d^nd-buttcr." and Alice felt dut if there u-a, to be 
any conversation at all, she must manage tt hersdl. So 
she began rather dmidlyt “Am 1 address, ng the m,te 

'^“Well, yes, if you call that a^ltessing,” the Queen said. 

“It isn't my nodon of the tiling, at all. 

Alice thought it would never do to have an “'Sumem 
at the very beginning of their eonverSauon, m 
and said “If your Majesty mil only tell me the right y 

to begin, ril do it as well as I can. 

“Bu, I don't want it done a, all! groaned *e i»or 
Queen. 'Tve been a^lrcssmg myself for the last 

’’Twonld have been all dte better, as ,t stmmed to Ahee^ if 
she had got some one else m dress her she was so dr^d- 
fuUy untWy. “Every single thing's erMked ^1.“ bought 
to Lself, “and she's all <>'« ' P“' I" “ 

shawl straight for you?” she ad Ouecn 

“I don't know what's the matter wtfo tt' *= Quem 
said, in a melancholy vo.ee. “Its out of temper, I thmk. 

195 
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I’ve pinned it here, and Tve pinned it there, but there’s no 

pleasing itl” 

“It can’t go straight, you know, i£ you pin it all on one 
side,” Alice said, as she gently put it right for her; “and 
dear me, what a state your hair is ml” 

“The brush has got entangled in it!” the Queen said 
with a sigh “And I lost the comb yesterday.” 

Alice carefully released the brush, and did her best to 
get the hair mto order. “Come, you look rather better 
now*” she said, after altering most of the pins “But really 
you should have a lady’s maid!” 

‘ I m sure I’ll take you with pleasure!” the Queen said 
“Two pence a week, and jam every other day ” 

Alice couldn’t help laughing, as she said “I don’t want 
you to hire me— and I don’t care for jam." 
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“It’s very good jam,” said the Queen. 

“Well, I don’t Nrant any to-day, at any rate. 

“You couldn’t have it if you did want it,” the Queen 
said. “The rule is, jam to-morrow and jam yesterday— but 

never jam /o-i/ay.” ... at u 

“It njftrf come sometimes to ‘jam to-day, Alice ob- 


jected. , 

“No. it co’n’l,” sold the Queen. “Its ism every other 
day: tCMjay isn't any other day, you know. 

“I don’t understand you.” said Alice. Its dreadfully 

the effect of living backwards" the Queen said 
kindly: "it alwa) s makes one a little giddy at hrst 
“Living backwards!" Alice repeated in great astonish- 
ment. “I never heard of such a thing! _ _ u . 

“-but there’s one great advanuge in it, that ones 
memory works both \vzys' 
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“I'm sure mine only norks one way," Akcc remarked 
'1 ca’n't remember things before they happen” 

“It’s a poor sort of memory that only works back- 
wards," the Queen remarked 
“What sort of things do you remember best?" Alice 
ventured to ask 

“Oh, things that happened the week after next,” the 
Queen replied in a careless tone “For instance, now," she 
went on, sticking a large piece of plaster on her finger as 
she spoke, “there’s the King’s Messenger He’s in prison 
now, being punished and the trial doesn't even begin tiU 
next Wednesday and of course the crime comes last of 
ah” 

“Suppose he never commits the crime?” said Alice 
“That would be all the better, wouldn’t it?” the Queen 
said, as she bound the plaster round her finger with a bit 
of nbbon 

Alice felt there was no denying that “Of course it 
would be all the better,” she said “but it wouldn’t be all 
the better his being punished ” 

“You’re wrong there, at any rate,” said the Queen 
“Were you ever punished?” 

“Only for faults,” said Alice 

‘ And you were all the better for it, I know I” the Queen 
said triumphantly 

“Yes, but then 1 had done the things 1 was punished 
for, ’ said Alice “that makes all the difference " 

‘But if you hadn’t done them,” the Queen said, “that 
would have been better still, better, and better, and bet- 
ter'” Her voice went higher with each ‘ better,” till it got 
quite to a squeak at last 

Alice was just beginning to say “There’s a mistake 

someu here when the Queen began screaming, so 

loud that she had to leave the sentence unfinished “Ob, 
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oh, oh!” shouted the Queen, shaking her hand about as 
if she wanted to shake it off. ‘‘My finger's bleeding! Oh, 
oh, oh, oh!” 

Her screams were so exactly like the whistle of a steam- 
engine, that Alice had to hold both her hands over her 
cars. 

“What it the matter?” she said, as soon as there was a 
chance of making herself heard. “Have you pricked your 
finger?" 

‘I haven’t pricked it ycr^" the Queen said, “but I soon 
shall— oh, oh, oh!” 

“When do you expea to do it.^” Alice said, feeling very 
much inclined to laugh. 

“When 1 fasten my shawl again,” the poor Queen 
groaned out; “the brooch will come undone directly. Oh, 
oh!” As she said the words the brooch flew open, and the 
Queen clutched wildly at it, and tried to clasp it again. 

“Take care!” cried Alice. “You’re holding it all crook- 
ed!” And she caught at the brooch; but it was too late; the 
pin had slipped, and (he Queen had pricked her finger. 

“That accounts for the bleeding, you see,” she said to 
Alice svith a smile. "Now you understand the way things 
happen here." 

“But why don’t you saeam now?" Alice asked, holding 
her hands ready to put over her ears again. 

“Why, I’ve done all the saeaming already," said the 
Queen. “What would be the good of having it all over 
again?" 

By this time it was getting light. "The crow must have 
flown away, I think,” said Alice; “I’m so glad it’s gone. I 
thought it svas the night coming on.” 

“I svish I could manage m be glad!" the Queen said. 
“Only I never can remember the rule. You must be very 
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h^ppy, living in this wood, and being glad whenever >ou 

likcl” 


Only It IS so very lonely here!” Alice said m a melan- 
choly voice; and, at the thought of her loneliness, uvo 
large tears came rolling down her cheeks 

Oh, don’t go on like that!” cried the poor Queen, 
wringing her hands m despair. “Consider what a great 
girl you are Consider what a long way you've come to- 
day. Consider what o’clock it is Consider anything, only 
don’t cry!” 

Alice could not help laughing at this, even m the midst 
of her tears “Can yon keep from crying by considering 
things?” she asked. 

Thats^ihe way it’s done,” the Queen said with great 
decision nobody can do two things at once, you know 
Lets consider your age to begin with — how old are 
you?” 

“I’m seven and a half, exactly ” 

“You needn’t say ‘exactly,’” the Queen remarked "I» 
can believe it without that Now I’ll give you something 
to believe 1 m just one hundred and one, five months and 
a day ” 


“I ca’n’t believe that\ ' said Alice 
“Ca’n’t you? ’ the Queen said m a pitying tone “Try 
again draw a long breath, and shut your eyes ” 

Alice laughed “There’s no use trying,” she said* “one 
cant believe impossible things ” 

I daresay you haven’t had much practice,” said the 
Queen “When I was your age, I always did u for half an 
hour a day Why, sometimes I’ve believed as many as six 
impossible things before breakfast There goes the shawl 
again! 


The brooch had come undone as she spoke, and n sud- 
den gust of wnd blew the Queen’s shawl across a little 
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brook. The Queen spread out her arms again and went 
flying after it, and this time she succeeded in eatehmg it 
herself. ‘Tve got it!” she cried in triumphant tone. Now 
you shall see me pin it on again, all by myselt. 

"Then 1 hope your finger is better now? Aljce smd 
very politely, as she crossed the httle brook after the 
Queen. 


“Oh, much better!" cried die Queen her voice rising in- 
to a squeak as she went on. on' 

Be«^tterl Be-CNhh!" The last word ended in a long 
bleat, so like a sheep that Alice quite stu'>'d- 

She looked at the Queen, a’l, ews and 

wtapped herself up in svool. Alice rubbed her e es anj 
looked again. She couldn’t make out what bad happened 
at all. Was she in a shop? And “ ^7"/ “ 

really a shtep that was situng on the other side of th 
counter? Rub as she would, she could make "^bmg mo'e 
of it: she was in a little dark shop, leaning 
on the counter, and opposite to her svas an » 

ting in an armchair, knitting, and every 
leaving oil to look at her J 

"What is it you svant to buy ? the sneep 
looking up for a moment from her knitting. _ 

“I don’t know yet." Alice “id veo' genUy. 

should hke to look all round me first, if ■ j 

"You may look in fmnt of you, and on both ^ ^ 

hke." said the Sheep: "but you ca n . louk r°und you- 
unless you’ve got eyes ^ 

But these, as it happeneil. Alice hao a go ^ 

tented herself with turning round, looking a 
a$ she came to them. 



The shop seemed to be full of all manner of curjous 
thmgs--but the oddest part of it all was that, whenever 
she looked hard at any shelf, to make out exactly what it 
had on it^, that particular shelf was always quite empt), 

could hold “ Ml “ *')' 

• Thing, flow about so here'" she said at last m a plain- 
tive tone, after she had spent a minute or so in vainly pur- 
suing a large bright thing that looked sometimes like a 
doll and sometimes ike a work box, and was ahsays in 
the shelf next above the one she was looking at “And this 
one IS the most provoking of aU— but I’ll teU you what 
she added, as a sudden thought struck her “I’ll fol 
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low it up to the very top shell o£ all. It’ll puzzle it to go 
through the ceiling, I cxpectl 
But even this plan failed: the ’thing’ went through the 
ceiling as quietly as possible, as i£ it were quite used to it. 

“Are you a child or a teetotum?” the Sheep said, as she 
took up another pair of needles. “You’U i^e me g.ddy 
soon, if you go on turning round like that She was now 
working with fourteen pairs at once, and Alice couldn 

help looking at her in great astonishment. 

“How cun she knit with so many? the puzzled chi 
thought to herself. “She gets mote and more like a potcu- 

‘”“^;^:rrLsheep asked, handingherapairof 

^■^Sf:w:i^«oriand_andnotw^-dJ« 

’■ Alice was beginning to say, 

needles turned into oars in her hands, and she ^ I 

were in a little boat, gliding along between banks, so 
there was nothing for it but to do her «i. , - 

"Featherl" cried the Sheep, as she took up another pair 

°“dn’t sound like a remark diat 

swet; so Alice said nothing, but pulled ^ 

something veiy V"' "te in it, and would 

every now and then the oars got 

’’■■F^rrSSrdie Sheep eriedagaimukingmore 

"Didn’t you hear me say hauler 

-4rr:lq'of:o:r^;-SrSheep,siickingsome 
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of the needles into her hair, as her hands were full. “Feath- 
er, I say!" 

"Why do you say ‘Feather’ so often?" Alice asked at 
last, rather vexed “I’m not a bird!” 

“You ate,” said the Sheep “you’re a little goose ” 

This offended Alice a little, so there was no more con- 
versation foe a nunute or two, while the boat glided gent- 
ly on, sometimes among beds of weeds (which made the 
oars stick fast in the water, worse than ever), and some- 
times under trees, but always with the same tall river- 
banks frowning over their heads 
"Oh, please’ There arc some scented rushes! ’ Ahe^ 
cried m a sudden transport of delight. “There really are— 
and such beauties!” 

“You needn’t say ‘please’ to me about ’em,” the Sheep 
said, without looking up from her knitting “I didn’t put 
'em there, and I’m not going to take ’em away ” 

“No, but I meant— please, may we watt and pick 
some? ’ Alice pleaded "If you don’t mmd stopping the 
boat for a minute” 

‘ How am 1 to stop it?” said the Sheep “If you leave off 
rowing. It’ll stop of itself ” 

So the boat was left to drift down the stream as it 
would, till It glided gently m among the wa\ ing rushes 
And then the little sleeves were carefully rolled un, and 
the Uulc arms were plunged in elbow-deep, to get hold of 
the rushes a good long way down before breaking them 
off — and for a while Alice forgot all about the Sheep and 
the knitting, as she bent over the side of the boat, with just 
the ends of her tangled hair dipping into the watcr^ — 
while with bright eager eyes she caught atone bunch after 
another of the darling scented rushes 

' I only hope the boat ivon’t tipple over! ’ she said to her- 
self * Oh, what a lovely one! Only I couldn’t quite reach 
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it.” And it certainly did seem a little provoking (“almost 
as i£ it happened on purpose,” she thought) that, though 
she managed to pick plenty of bcautiful'rushes as the boat 
glided by, there was always a more lovely one that she 
couldn’t reach. 

“The prettiest are always further!” she said at last with 
a sigh at the obstinacy of the rushes in growing so far off, 
as, with flushed cheeks and dripping hair and hands, she 
scrambled back into her place, and began to arrange her 


new-found treasures. 

What roattcreti it to her just then that the rushes had 
begun to fade, and to lose all their scent and beauty, from 
the very moment that she picked them? Even real scent- 
ed rushes, you know, last only a very little whilc-and 
these, being dream-rushes, melted away almost ike snowj 
as they lay in heaps at her feet-but Alice hardly noticed 
this, there were so many otlier curious things to think 


They hadn’t gone much farther before the blade of one 
of the oars got fast in the water and ,mMnl come out 
again (so Alice explained it afterivards), and the conse- 
qucncc was that the handle of it caught cr ^ ^ 

chin, and, in spite of a scries of little shrieks of Oh, oh 
ohl" from poor Alice, it swept her straight off the scat, 
and down among the heap of rushes. 

However, she wasn’t a bit hurt, and was soon up agami 
the Sheep went on with her knitting all the while, ,ust as 
If nodiiig had happened. "That was a nice crab you 
caught!’’ the remarked, as Alice got back into her pbee, 
very much relieved to find herself still in the boat. 

"Was it? I didn’t see it," said Alice, peeping “uuuusly 
over the side of the boat into the dark svater. I wish it 
hadn’t let go-I should so like a little crab to take home 
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and the river, had vanished all in a moment, and she ^\’as 
back again in the little dark. shop. 

“I should like to buy an egg, please,” she said timidly. 
“How do you sell them?” 

“Fivepence farthing for one — twopence for two, the 
Sheep replied. 

“Then ttvo arc cheaper than one?” Alice said in a sur- 
prbed tone, taking out her purse. 

“Only you must eat them both, if you buy two,” said 
the Sheep. 

"Then I'll have one, please,” said Alice, as she put the 
money down on the counter. For she thought to herse , 
“They mightn’t be at all nice, you know. 

The Sheep took the money, and put it away in a box: 
then she said “I never put things into people’s hands-that 
would never do— you must get it for yourself. And so 
saying, she went off to the other end of the shop, and set 
the egg upright on a shelf. 

“I w-onder why it wouldn’t do?" thought /Uice, as she 
groped her svay among the tables and chairs, or c 
shop was very dark ioi\'ard$ the end. The egg seems to 
get further away the more I 'valk towards it. me see, 
is this a chair? my, it's got brandies, I declare. How 
very odd to find trees growing here! And actually here s 
a little brook! WeU, this is the very queerest shop I ever 
sawl” 


So she went on, wtmdeting more and more at every 
step, as everything turned into a tree the moment she 
came up to h, and she quite expected the egg to o t c 
same. 



Chapter VI 


Humpty Dumpty 


However, the egg only got larger and larger, and more 
and more human: when she had come within a few yards 
of it, she saw that it had eyes and a nose and mouth; and, 
when she had come close to it, she saw clearly that it was 
HUMPTY DUMI^TY himself. “It ca’n’t be anybody 
else’ she said to herself. “I’m as certain of it, as if his 
name were written all over his faccl” 

It might have been written a hundred times, easily, on 
that enormous face. Humpty Dumpty was sitting, with 
his legs crossed Iihe a Turk, on the top of a high wall-” 
such a narrow one that Alice quite wondered how ..he 
could keep his balance— and, as his eyes were steadily 
fixed in the opposite direction, and he didn’t take the 
I«st nouce of her, she thought he must be a stuffed figure, 
after all. 

“And how exactly like an egg he is!" she said aloud, 
standing with her hands ready to catch him, for she was 
moment expecting him to fall. 

“It’s rrry provoking,” Humpty Dumpty said after a 
long silence, looking away from Alice as he spoke, “to be 
called an egg — very^" 

I said you loo\ed like an egg, Sir," Alice gently ex- 
plained And some eggs arc very pretty, you know," she 
added, hoping to turn her remark into a sort of comph* 
menu 


Some people,” said Humpty Dumpty, looking away 
from her as usual, “have no more sense than a baby'" 
Alice didnt know what to say to this: it u-asn’t at all 
Ukc conversation, she thought, as he never said anything 
208 
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to her\ in fact, hts last remark \vas evidently addressed to 
a tree — so she stood and softly repeated to herself; 


“Humpty Dumpty sat on a teall: 

Httmply Dumpty had a great jail. 

All the Kin gs horses and all the King's men 
Couldn't put Humpty Dumpty in his place again. 


"That last line is much too long for the poetry," she 
added, almost out loud, forgetung that Humpty Dumpty 
would hear her. „ 

“Don’t stand chatlerirtg to yourself like that, Humpty 
Dumpty said, looking at her for the first time, but tell 
me your name and your business. 

“My name is Alice, but—” 

“It’s a stupid name cnoughl Humpty Dumpty inter 
rupted impatiently. “What does it mean^ , j j u» 

' “Must a name mean something?” Alice asked doubt- 

'“•■Of course it must,” Humpty Dumpty said w.th a short 
laugh; my name means the shape I am— and a good hand- 
some shape it is, too. With a name like yours, you might 

be any shape, almost.” . , , i- 

"Why do you sit out here all alone? said Alice, not 

wishinc to begin an argument. . . u 

“Why, because there's nobody with mcl cried Humpty 
Dumpty. "Did you think 1 didn't know the answer to 

t/ia/? Ask another." . , u., 

“Don't you think you'd be safer down on the Brou.id 
Alice went on, not svith any idea of ’ 

die, butisimply in her good-narured aneiety for the queer 
creature. “That w^all is so rery narrow 
"Wha, tremendously easy nddles you ask Humpry 
Dumpty growled our. "Of course I don . thtnk soH^ hy 
if ever L fall olf-whtch there's no chance of-but ./ 
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I did ” Here he pursed up his lips, and looked so 

solemn and grand that Alice could hardly help laughing 
“// I did fall,” he went on, "the King has promised me — 
ah, you may turn pale, if you like* You didn’t think I was 
going to say that, did you? The King has promised me — 
with his veiy own mouth — to — to ” 

“To send all his horses and all his men,’ Alice inter 
rupted, rather unwisely 

“Now I declare that’s too badi” Humpty Dumpty 
cried, breaking into a sudden passion “You’ve been listen- 
ing at doors — and behind trees — and down chimneys — or 
you couldn’t have known it!” 

I haven t indeed*” Alice said very gently “It’s in 3 
book ” 

“Ah, well* They may write such things m a book,^' 
Humpty Dumpty said m a calmer tone “That’s what you 
call a History oE England, that is Now, take a good look 
at mel I’m one that has spoken to a King, / am mayhap 
you’ll never see such another and, to show you 1 m not 
proud, you may shake hands with me* ' And he grinned 
almost from ear to car, as he leant forwards (and as nearly 
as possible fell off the wall m doing so) and offered Alice 
his hand She watched him a little anxiously as she took it 
“If he smiled much more the ends of his mouth might 
meet behind,’ she thought “And then I don’t know what 
would happen to his head* I’m afraid it u ould come offi” 

“Yes, all his horses and all his men,” Humpty Dumpt> 
went on ‘They’d pick me up again in a minute, they 
wouldl However, this conversation is going on a little too 
fast let’s go back to the bst remark but one ” 

“1 m afraid 1 ca’n’t quite remember it,” Alice said, Ncry 
politely 

“In thit case snrt ifrcsh," 51, d Humpty Dumpty, 
“and It s my turn to choose a subject ” (“He ulks 



HUMPTY DOMPTY 211 

about it just as if it wms a game!” thought Alice.) “So 
here s a question for you. How old did you say you were?” 

Alice made a short calculation, and said “Seven years 
and six months.” 

‘Wrong!” Humpiy Dumpty exclaimed triumnhantly. 
You never said a Avord like it!” 

“I thought you meant ‘Hotv old are you?’” Alxe ex- 
plained. 

If rd meant that, I’d have said it,” said Humptj' 
Dumpty. 
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“I never ask advice about growing,” Alice said indig- 
nantlv 

“Too proud?” the other enquired 
Alice felt even more indignant at this suggestion ‘ 1 
mean,” she said, “that one ca’n’t help growing older 
“One ca’n’t, perhaps,” said Humpty Dumpty; “but two 
can With proper assistance, you might have left off at 
seven ” 

“What a beautiful belt you’ve got on!" Alice suddenly 
remarked (They had had quite enough of the subject of 
age, she thought and, if they really were to take turns m 
choosing subjects, it was her turn now ) “At least,” she 
corrected herself on second thoughts, “a beautiful cravat, 
1 should have said — no, a belt, 3 mean — I beg your 
don'” she added in dismay, for Humpty Dumpty looked 
thoroughly offended, and she began to wish she hadnt 
chosen that subject “If only I knew,” she thought to her* 
self, ‘ which was neck and which was waist!” 

Evidently Humpty Dumpty was very angry, though he 
said nothing for a minute or two When he did speak 
again, it was in a deep growl 
“It IS a — 7nojt — provohtnz — thing,” he said at last, 
when a person doesn’t know a cravat from a belt!" 

“I know It’s very ignorant of me," Alice said, in so 
humble a tone that Humpty Dumpty relented 

Its a cravat, child, and a beautiful one, as vou say. It* 
a present from the White King and Queen There now! 

Is It really^ ’ said Alice, quite pleased to find that she 
had chosen a good subject after all 

They gave it me,” Humpty Dumpty continued 
thoughtfully as he crossed one knee over the other and 
clasped his hands round it, "they gave it me— for an un- 
birthday present” 

I beg your pardon?” Alice said \Mth a puzzled air 
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“I’m not offended," said Humpty Dumpty. 

“I mean, what is an un-birthday present?” 

“A present given when it isn’t your birthday, of oDurse." 
Alice considered a little. “I hkc birthday presents best, 
she said at lasL 

“You don’t know tvhat you’re talking aboutl cried 
Humpty Dumpty. “How many days are there in a year ? 
“Three hundred and sixty-five," said Alice. 

“And how many birthdays have you?” 

“One," 

“And if jou take one from three hundred and sixty-five 
what remains?” 

“Three hundred and sixty-four, of course.” 

• Humpty Dumpty looked doubtful. ‘Td rather see that 
done on paper," he said. 

Alice couldn’t help smiling as she took out her memor- 
andum-book, and worked the sum for him: 

365 

3^4 

Humpty Dumpty took the book and looked at it care- 
fully. “That seems to be done right he began. 

"You’re holding it upside down!" Alice interrupted. 
“To be sure I was!” Humpty Dumpty said gaily as she 
turned it round for him. “I thought it lookrf a little quMr. 
As 1 ms saying, that seems to be done right though 
haven’t time to look it over thoroughly just now--and 
that shows that there are three hundred and sixty-four 
da\s when you might get un-birthday presents 

“Certainly,” said Alice. , 

“And only one for birthday presents, you know. There s 
glory for youl” 
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“I don’t know what you mean by ‘glory,’ ” Alice said 
Humpty Dumpty smiled contemptuously. “Of course 
you don’t — till I tcU you I meant ‘there’s a nice knock- 
down argument for youl’ " 

“But ‘glory’ doesn’t mean ‘a nice knock-down argu- 
ment,’ ” Alice objected 

“When 1 use a word,” Humpty Dumpty said, in rather 
a scornful tone, “it means just what I choose it to mean-- 
neither more nor less ” 

“The question is,” said Alice, “whether you can make 
words mean so many different things ” 

“The question is,’ said Humpty Dumpty, “which is to 
be master that’s all ” 

Alice was too much puzzled to say anything; so after 
a minute Humpty Dumpty began again “They’ve a tem- 
per, some of them — particularly verbs they’re the proud- 
est— adjectives you can do anything with, but not verbs— 
however, I can manage the whole lot of them* Impenetra 
bility' That’s what / say!” 

“Would you tell me please,” said Alice, “what that 
mcans^” 

Now you talk like a reasonable child,’ said Humpt) 
Dumpty, looking very much pleased “I meanf by ‘impen- 
etrability’ that we’ve had enough of that subject, and it 
would be just as well if you’d mention what you mean to 
do next, as I suppose you don’t mean to stop here all the 
rest of your life” 

That s a great deal to make one word mean,” Ahce 
said in a thoughtful tone 

“When I make a word do a lot of work like that," said 
Humpty Dumpty, “I always pay it exu-a ” 

“Oh! ’ said Alice She %vas too much puzzled to make 
any other remark. 

“Ah, you should sec ’em come round me of a Saturday 
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night,” Humpiy Dumpty went on, wagging his head 
gravely from side to side, “for to get their wages, you 
know.” 

(Alice didn’t venture to ask what he paid them with; . 
and so you see 1 ca’n’i tell yon.) 

“You seem very clever at explaining words. Sir,” said 
Alice. “Would you kindly tell me the meaning of the 
poem called ‘Jabberwocky’?” 

“Let’s hear it,” said Humpty Dumpty. “1 can explain 
all the poems that ever were invented — and a good many 
that haven’t been invented just yet.” 

This sounded very' hopeful, so Alice repeated the first 
verse:— 

” ‘Tivas bnllig. and the sUthy loves 
Did gyre and gimble in the ivabe: 

All mimsy were the borogoves, 

And the name raths ontgrabe" 

“That’s enough to begin with,” Humpty Dumpty in- 
terrupted: “there are plenty of hard words there. Brillig 
means four o’clock in the afternoon — the time uhen you 
begin broiling things for dinner.” 

“That'll do very well,” said Alice: “and slithy ? 

“Well, 'slithy' means ’lithe and shmy.’ ‘Lithe’ is the 
same as ‘active.’ You see it’s hke a portmanteau there 
are nvo meanings packed up into one word. 

“1 sec it now,” Alice remarked thoughtfully: “and 
what are 'toves'T' 

“Well, 'loves' arc something hke badgers— they’re some- 
thing like lizards— and they’re something hke cork- 
screws.” 

“They must be very cunous-looking creatures." 

“They arc that,” said Humpty Dumpty; “also they 
make icir nests under sun-dials— also they live on 
cheese.” 




i^nd whats to gyre and to gimble ? 

To gyre is to go round and round like a gyroscope 
To gtmble IS to make holes like a gimlet 

And the uabe is the grass-plot round a sun-dial 1 

suppose^ said Alice surprised at her ou n ingenuity 

Of course it is Its called tiabe you know because it 

goes a long way before it and a long way behind it 

And a long way beyond it on each side A-l*ce added 
Exactly so Well then mtmsy is fl msy and miserable 
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(there’s another portmanteau for you). And a 'borogove' 
is a thin shabby-looking bird with its feathers slicking out 
all round— something like a live mop.” 

“And then 'mome ratht'V' said Alice. “I’m afraid I’m 
giving you a great deal of trouble.” 

“Well, a 'rath' is a sort of green pig: but 'mome' 1 m 
not certain about. I think it’s short for ‘from home — 
meaning that they’d lost their way, you know.” 

“And what does ‘otiigrabe" mean?” 

“Well, 'outgribing' is something bettveen bellowing and 
whistling, with a kind of sneeze in the middle: however, 
you’ll hear it done, maybe — down in the uood yonder— 
and, when you’ve once heard it, you'll be quite conlcnt. 
Who’s been repeating all that hard stuff to you? 

“I read it in a book” said Alice. “But I had some poetry 
repeated to me much easier than that, by — T wecdledee, I 
think it was.” 

“As to poetry, you know,” said Humpty Dumpty, 
stretching out one of his great hands, "I can repeat poetry 
as well as other folk, if it comes to that — — ’ 

“Oh, it needn’t come to that!” Alice hastily said, hoping 
to keep him from beginning. 

“The piece I’m going to repeat,” he went on without 
noticing her remark, "was written entirely for your 
amusement.” 

- Alice felt that in that ease she really ought to listen to it; 
so she sat down, and said “Thank you rather sadly, 

“In winter, when the fields are white, 

I sin g this song jor your delight 


only I don’t sing it,” he added, as an explanation. 

“I see you don’t,” said Abcc. ^ 

“If you can w whether I’m singing or not, youve 
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sharper eyes than most,” Humpty Dumpty remarked 
severely. Alice was silent 

"In sp)tng, tvhen woods are getting green, 

I'll try and tell you what I mean " 

“Thank you very much,” said Ahce 

"In summer, when the days ate long. 

Perhaps you’ll understand the song 

In autumn, when the leaves ate brown, 

Ta\e pen and inl(_ and « ntc it down ' 

“1 will, i£ 1 can remember it so long,” said Alice 
“You needn’t go on making remarks like that,” Hump- 
ty Dumpty said, “they’re not sensible, and they put me 
out." 

"I sent a mettage to the fish 
I told them 'This is u hat J wish ’ 

The little fishes of the sea. 

They sent an answer hac\ to me. 

The little fishes’ answer was 

"We cannot do is. Sir, because ’ ” 

‘Tm afraid 1 don’t quite understand,” said Alice 
“It gets easier further on,” Humpty Dumpty replied 

'/ sent to them again to say 
Tt will be better to obey ‘ 

The fishes ansuered, utth a gnn, 

'Why, 11 hat a temper you are ml’ 

I told them ancCf / told them twice' 

They u autd not listen to adtiee 
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I too\ a {{ettle hrge and new. 

Fit for the deed t had to do. 

hly heart u ent hop, tny heart went thump. 

I filled the i^eitle at the pump. 



Then some one came to me and said 
’The lillle fishes are in bed ’ 

I said to him, I said it plairt. 

'Then you must wa^e them up again. 

I said It t ery loud and dear. ^ 

I went and shouted in his ear. 


Humpty Dumpty raised his voice almost to a stream as 
he repeated this verse, and Ahce thought, noth a shudder, 
“I wouldn’t have been the messenger for anyrimg. 



220 THROUGH THE tOOKlNC-CLASS 

“But he wat tery tttfj and proud: 

He said, ‘Yon needn't shout so lotidl' 

And he was tery proud and sti0. 

He said '}’d go and n’a\e them , »/ 

I too\ a eor(screiv from jhe shelf' 

I went to wa^e them up myself. 

And when I found the door was looted, 

/ pulled and pushed and {(jelled and ^noc^ed. 

And when I found the door was shut 

I tried to turn the handle, but 

There was a long pause. 

“Is that all?” Alice timidly asked. 

“That's all,” said Humpty Dumpty. "Good-bye»” 

This was rather sudden, Alice thought . but, after such a 
very strong hmt that she ought to be going, she felt that it 
would hardly be civil to stay. So she got up, and held out 
her hand “Good-bye, till wc meet agaml” she said as 
cheerfully as she could 

“I shouldn’t know you again if wc did meet,” Humpty 
Dumpty replied in a discontented tone, giving her one ot 
his fingers to shake' “you’re so exactly like other people 
“The face is what one goes by, generally,” Alice re- 
marked in a thoughtful tone 
“That’s )ust what I complain of,” said Humpty Dump- 
ty “Your face is the same as everybody has — the two eyes, 

so ” (marking then places m the air with his thumb) 

“nose m the middle, mOuth under. It’s always the same 
Now if you had the two eyes on the Same side of the nose. 
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for instance — or the mouth at the top — that w'ould be 
some help.” 

‘‘It wouldn’t look nice,” Alice objected. But Hurapty 
Dummy only shut his eyes, and said “Wait till youve 
tried.” 

Alice waited a minute to sec if hcAvouId speak again, 
but, as he never opened his cj'cs or took any further no- 
tice of her, she said "Good-bye!” once more, and, getting 
no answer to this, she quietly walked away: but she 
couldn’t help saying to herself, as she went, “of all the un- 
satisfactory ” (she repeated this aloud, as it was a great 

comfort to have such a long word to say) “of all the un- 
satisfactory people 1 ei'cr met——” She never finished the 
sentence, for at this moment a heavy crash shook the for- 
est from end to end. 


Chafter VII 

' The Lion and the Unicom 

The next momehr soldiers came running through the 
xvQod, at first in twos and thrccS, then ten or twenty ti> 
gethcr, and at last in such crowds that they seemed to hll 
the whole forest. Alice got behind a tree, for fear of being 
run over, and watched them go by. 

She thought that in all her life she had never seen 
soldiers so uncertain on their feet: they were always trip- 
ping 'over something or olher, and nhenever one nent 
do%vn; several more ahvays fell over him, so that the 
ground was soon covered with litde heaps of men. 

'Then came the horses. Having four feet, these man- 
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light, on seeing Alice. "Did you happen to meet any sol- 
diers, my dear, as you came through the wood?’ 

“Yes, I did," said Alice: “several thousand, I should 
think.” 

“Four thousand two hundred and seven, thats the ex- 
act number,” the King said, referring to his book. ‘1 
couldn’t send all the horses, you know, because two of 
them are wanted in the game. And 1 haven’t sent the two 
Messengers, either. They’re both gone to the town. Just 
look along the road, and tell me if you can see cither of 
them.” 

“I sec nobody on the road,” said Alice. 

“I only tvish I had such eyes,” the King remarked in a 
fretful tone. “To be able to sec Nobody! And at that dis- 
tance too! Why, it’s as much as / can do to see real people, 


by this light!” 

All this was lost on Alice, who was still looking intent- 
ly along the road, shading her eyes with one hand. I see 
somebody now!" she exclaimed at last. “But hes 
very slowly-and what curious attitudes he goes into! 
(For the Messenger kept skipping up and down, and 
wriggling like an eel, as he came along, with his great 
hands spread out like fans on each side.) 

' “Not at all,” said the King. “He’s an Angl^axon 
Messenger-and those are Anglo-Saxon attitudes. He oMy 
docs them when he’s happy. His name is Haigha. (He 
pronounced it so as to rhyme with mayor. ) 

"I love my love with on H," Alice couldn t help begm- 
ning, “because he is Happy. I hate him with an H. 
because he Is Hideous. I fed him w.th-w,th-w.tb 
Ham-sandwiches and Hay. His name is Haigha, anti he 


'"•^Ic lives on the Hill." the King remarked simply, 
without the least idea that he was joining m the game, 
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while Alice ^vas still hesitating for the name of a touTi be 
ginning with H ‘ The other Messenger’s called Hatta I 
must have two^ )du know — to come and go One to come, 
and one to go ” 

“I beg your pardon?” said Alice 

^ It isn’t respectable to beg,’ said the King 
I only meant that I didn't understand/’ said Ahcc 
^‘Why one to come and one to go ’ ” 

Don 1 1 tell j'ou^ ' the King repeated impiticntl) ‘I 
must have tti o — to fetch and carry One to fetch, and one 
to carry" 

At this moment the Messenger arrived he svas far too 
much out of breath to say a word, and could only wave 
his hands about, and make the most fearful faces at the 
poor King 

' This young lady loves you with an H, the King said. 
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introducing Alice in lli? hope of turning off the Messen- 
ger’s attention from himself — but it was of no use the 
Anglo-Saxon attitudes only got more extraordinary every, 
moment, while the great eyes rolled wildly from side to 
side. V 

“You alarm me!” said the King. “I feel faint-Give me 
a ham-sandwichl” 

' On which the Messenger, to Alice’s great amusement, 
opened a bag that hung round his neck, and handed a 
sandwich to the King, who devoured it greedily. 

“Another sandwich!” said the King. 

“There’s nothing but hay left now,” the Messenger 
said, peeping into the bag. 

"Hay, then,” the King murmured in a faint whisncr. 
Alice was glad to see that it revived him a good deal. 
"There's nothing like eating hay when you're faint, he 
remarked to her, as he munched away. 

"1 should think throwing cold rvatcr over you vTOuld be 
better,” Alice suggested: or some sal-volatile^ 

“I didn't say there was nothing 
plied. "I said there was nothing hkf tt. Which Alice did 
not venture to deny. . 

“Who did you pass on the road?" the King went on, 
holding out his hand to the Messenger for some hay. 

. “Nobody,” said the Messenger. 

"Quite rlht,” said the King: "this young lady saw him 
too. So of course Nobody walks slosver than you. 

“I do my bist,” the Messenger said m a sullen tone. 
“I’m sure nobody svalKs much faster t an o. , 

"He ea'n't do that," said dre King, or =1“ hed have 
been here first. However, nosv you’ve got juur breath, J 

may tell us what's happened in the town. 

"I’ll whisper it,” said theMeswuger, Pr"!! 
to his mouth in the shape of a trumpet and stoopin^ so 
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to get dose to the King’s car Alice was sorry for this, as 
she wanted to hear the ncus too Howeser, instead of 
uluspermg, he simply shouted, at the top of his soice, 
‘ They’re at it again!” 

“Do you call that a whisper^’* cried the poor King» 
jumping up and shaking himself “If you do such a thing 
again, 1 11 have you buttered! It went through and through 
my head like an earthquake! ’ 

“It would have to be a \ery tiny cirthquakel ' thought 
Alice Who are at it again ^ ’ she ventured to ask 

Why the Lion and the Unicorn, of course,” said the 
King 

“Fighting for the crown 

Yes, to be sure,’ said the King “and the best of the 
joke IS, that u’s my crown all the while’ Let’s run and see 
them And they trotted off, Alice repeating to herself, as 
she ran, the words of the old song — 

The Uon and the Umcotn were fighting for the crown 
The Lion beat the Unicorn all round the town 
Some gave them white bread, some gave them blown 
Some gate them plum~ca\e and drummed them out of 
town 

Does the one that wins get the crown?” 

she asked, as well as she could, for the run was putung 
her quite out of breath 

‘What an ideal" 

Would you ^bc good enough ’’ Alice panted out, 

after running a little further, ‘ to stop a minute— just to 
get — one’s breath again? * 

“I m good enough ” the King said, "only I’m not strong 
enough You see. a minute goes by so fearfully quick 
You might as well try to stop a Bandersnatch! 

Alice had no more breath for talking, so they trotted on 
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in silence, till they came into sight of a great crowd, in the 
middle of w’hich the Lion and Unicom were fighting. 
They were in such a cloud of dust, that at first Alice could 
not make out which was which; but she soon managed to 
distinguish the Unicom by his horn. 

They placed themselves close to where Hatta, the other 
Messenger, was standing watching the fight, n*ith a cup 
of tea in one hand and a piece of bread-and-butter in the 
other. 

“He’s only just out of prison, and he hadn t fimshed his 
tea when he was sent in,” Haigha whispered tn Alice, 
“and they only give them oyster-shells in there— so > ^ 
he’s ver^- hungr>- and thirsty. How are you, dear 
he went on, putting his arm affectionately round Hatta s 

Hatta looked round and nodded, and went on with his 
bread.and-butter. 





228 THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS 

“Were you happy in prison, dear child said Haigli^ 
Hatta looked round once more, and this time a tear or 
two trickled down his cheek, but not a word would he say 
“Speak, ca’n*L you!’* Haigha cried impatiently But 
Hatta only munched away, and drank some more tea 
“Speak, wo’n’t youl” cried the King. “How are they 
getting on with the fight?" 

Hatta made a desperate effort, and swallowed a large 
piece of bread and butter ‘ They’re getting on very well, 
he said in a choking voice “each of them has been down 
about eighty-seven umes ” 

‘Then I suppose they’ll soon bring the white bread and 
the brown?” Alice ventured to remark 
“It’s waiting for ’em now,” said Hatta; “this is a bit of 
It as I’m eating ” 

There was a pause in the fight just then, and the Liou 
and the Unicorn sat down, panting, while the King called 
out ‘ Ten minutes allowed for refreshments!" Haigha and 
Hatta set to work at once, carrying round trays of white 
and brown bread. Alice took a piece to taste, but it was 
very dry 

I don t think they'll fight any more to-day,” the King 
said to Hatta “go and order the drums to begin " And 
Hatta went bounding a^vay like a grasshopper. 

For a minute or two Alice stood silent, tvatching him 
Suddenly she brightened up ‘Look, look!’ she cried, 
pointing eagerly ‘There’s the White Queen running 
across the country! She came flying out of the wood over 
Queens can run!” 

There’s some enemy after her, no doubt,” the King 
said, without even looking round “That woods full of 
them ” " 

"But aren't yott going to- run and help her’” Alice 
aikcd, very much surprised at his taking it so quietly. 
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“No use, no use!” said the King. “She runs so fearfully 
quick. You might as well m' to catch a Bandersnatch! 
But I'll make a memorandum about her, if you like 
She’s a dear good creature,” he repeated softly to him- 
self, as he opened his memorandum-book. “Do you spell 
‘creature’ unth a double V?” 

At this moment the Unicorn sauntered by them, with 
his hands in his pockets. “1 had the best of it this t^e? 
he said to the King, just glancing at him as he passed. 

“A little-a little,” the King replied, rather nervously. 
“You shouldn’t have run him through w-ith your horn, 


you know.” . , i j 

-It didn't hurt hilt,,” the Unicorn sard arel« y, end 
he was going on, when his eye happened to upon 
Alice: he turned round instandy, end stoerd for some nme 
looking at her wth an air of the deepest disgust. 

“What— (s— this?” he said at last. ^ . 

“This is a child!” Haigha replied ea^Iy, “““E ? 
front o£ Alice to introduce her. and spreading out both his 
hands tmeards her in an Anglo^aaon attitude. N\e 
only found it tiMlay. It’s as large as life, an tmcc a 

”''"1 always thought they_«Tte fabulous monsters!” said 
the Unicorn. “Is it alive?” 

“It can talk,” said Haigha solemnly. 

The Unicorn looked dreamily at Alice, and said T , 


Alice could not help her lips euthng up urto » “ 

she began: “Do you know. I alreays thought Um^ 
were fabulous mousrers, mot I ues-er saw one aloe be- 

'°"\Vell, now that sve Aare seen each other,” said *1 Uni- 
corn, "if you-U believe in me. Ill believe m yon. Is lhat 
bargain?” 



THE LION AND THE UNICORN 
The Lion looked at Alice ivcarily. "Are you animal- 
or vegetable — or mineral?” he said, yawning a, every 

Other word. . , , r 

“It’s a fabulous monsler!” the Unicorn cried oat, before 


Alice could reply. , ..it-.. 

“Then hand round the plum-cake. Monster, ihcj^™ 
said, lying down and putting his chin on his paws. ^An ^ 
sit down, both of you," (to the King and the Unicorn) . 

“fair play with the cake, you know! e • „ 

The King was evidently very uncomfortable at havmg 
to sit down between the ttvo great creatures; but there 
^V3S no othw place for him. 

"What a fight we might have for Ac crown, uoj! * 
Unicorn said, looking slyly up f j 

poor King wis nearly shaking off his head, he trembled 

SO much. 

“I should win easy,” said the L>od. 

“I’m not so sure of that,’ said the 
“Why, 1 beat you all round the town, you chidenl the 
Lion replied angrily, half getting up as c P * 

Here the King interrupted, to prevent ^ 
ingon: he was very nervous, and ^ voice qui q 

lay down again. “There was too much ° 
thing. Whafa time the Monster is. cutting up hat 
Alice had seated herself on the bank ^ 
with the great dish on her knees, an wa . 

diligently with the knife. “Ifs very 

^■™./*';,rcnfsS»h^ already, but 
oUed the Monster ). lsccutsc\«.k 

they always join on again! 
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"You don’t know how to manage Looking-glass cakes, 
the Unicorn remarked. "Hand it round first, and cut it 
afterwards ” 

This sounded nonsense, but Ahcc very obediently got 



up, and carried the dish round, and the cake divided itself 
mlo three pieces as she did so ”Notv cut it up,” said the 
Lion, as she returned to her place with the empty dish 

“I say, this isn’t fair!" cried the Unicorn, as Alice sat 
with the knife in her hand, very much puzzled how to 
begin "The Monster has given the Lion ti\ ice as much 
as mel" 

“She’s kept none for herself anyhow," said the Lion 
“Do you like plum-cake. Monster?" 
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But before Alice could answer him, the drums began. 
Where the noise came from, she conldn t make out; 
the air seemed full of it, and it rang through and through 
her head till she felt quite deafened. She started to he 
feet and sprang across the little brook in cr terro , 
had just time 'to see the Lion and the Unicom rise to their 


feet, with angry looks at being intermpted in ’ 

bdfore she dropped to her knees, 
her ears, vainly trying to shut out the drea ' 

“If that doesn't ‘drum them out of town, she though 
to herself, "nothing ever wUll 


Chapter VIII 
"It’s My Own Invention” 

Arran a while the noise seemed ’ 7 ^; 

till all svas dead silence, and Alice Idled p 
some alarm. There svas no one .0 >-,7"' 
thought was that she must hw Me,. 

Lion and the Unicom -rndji q 

sengets. However, there ss a h ^ plum<.ikc, 

her feet, on r she ^“d .o herself, “un. 

"So I svasn't 0^'“ ^e same dream. Only I do 

Icss-unlcss wc rc all pan ot 

hope it's dream, and „enr on in a 

belonging to another per _ ■ 

rather complaining tone- I'e a gre 

wakehim.and see what happens 
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At this moment her thoughts were interrupted by a 
loud shouting of “Ahoy! Ahoyl Cheek!” and a Knight, 
dressed m crimson armour, came galloping down upon 
her, brandishing a great club Just as he reached her, the 
horse stopped suddenly “You’re my prisoner*’ the 
Knight cried, as he tumbled off his horse 
Startled as she was, Alice was more frightened for him 
than for herself at the moment, and watched him "ith 
some anxiety as he mounted again As soon as he ''3* 
comfortably in the saddle, he began once more ‘ ^ourc 

my ” but here another voice broke in “Ahoy* Ahoyl 

Cheek!’ and Alice looked round in some surprise for the 
rew enemy 

This time it was a White Knight He drew up at Ahw * 
side, and tumbled off his horse just as the Red Knight had 
done then he got on again, and the two Knights sat and 
looked at each other for some time without spei! mg 
Alice looked from one to the other in some bewilderment 
‘Shes my prisoner, you know*” the Red Knight said 
at last 

Yes, but then / came and rescued her!’ the White 
Knight replied 

Well, «c must fight for her, then,’ said the Red 
Knight, as he took up his helmet (which hung from the 
saddle, and was something the shape of a horse’s head) 
and put It on 

observe the Rules of Battle, of course? the 
White Knight remarked, putting on his helmet too 
I always do. said the Red Knight, and they began 
banging away at cach.othcr u,th such fury that Alice 
got behind a tree to be out of the way of the blows 
I ^^onder, now, what the Rules of Battle are,’ she said 
to herself, as she watched the fight, timidly peeping out 
from her hiding place “One Rule seems to be, that if one 
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“It ^vas a glorious victory, wasn't it^“ said the ^Vhltc 
Knight, as he came up panting 
“I don’t know," Alice said doubtfullj “I don’t want to 
be anybody’s prisoner. I want to be a Queen ” 

‘ So you avill, uhen you\c crossed the next brook,” said 
the White Knight "I’ll see you safe to the end of the 
wood — and then I must go back, you know Tliat’s the 
end of my move” 

"Thank you ^c^y much,’ said Alice “May I help )Oti 
off with your helmet^ ’ It was evidently more than he 
could manage by himself however she managed to shake 
him out of u at last 

‘Now one can breathe more easily,” said the Knight, 
putting back his shaggy hair with both hands, and turn 
mg his gentle face and large mild eyes to Alice She 
thought she had never seen such a strange looking soldier 
in all her life 

He was dressed in tin armour, which seemed to fit him 
very badly, and he had a queer shaped little deal box 
fastened across his shoulders, upside-dow n, and with the 
lid hanging open Alice looked at it with great curiosity 
“I see you’re admiring my little box,” the Knight said 
in a friendly tone * It’s my own invention — to keep clothes 
and sandwiches in You see I carry it upside-down, so that 
the ram ca’n't get in ” 


^ But the things can get o«r,” Alice gently remarked 
‘Do you know the lid’s open?’ 

“I didn’t know it,’ the Knight said, a shade of vexa 
tion passing over his face ‘ Then all the things must have 
fallen outl And the box is no use without them ’ He un 
fastened it as he spoke, and was just going to throw it 
into the bushes, when a sudden thought seemed to strike 
him, and he hung it carefully on a tree ' Can you guess 
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Alice shook her hea'd. . - c i 

“In hopes some bees may make a nest in it then 

should get the honey.** . , 

“But you’ve got a bee-hivo-^r something like one- 
fastened to the saddle,” said Alice. , - j n 

“Yes. it’s a very good beehive," the Knight said m a 
discoSented toS ’W of the best kind. But not a single 
bee has come neaf it yet. And the other thing is a mo^- 
trap. 1 suppose the mice keep the bces^ ont-or the bees 
keep the mice out, I don’t know whic . 

“I was wondering what the mousetrap was for, sa^d 
Alice. “It isn’t very Itkdy there would be an> mtcc on 

perhaps,” said the Knight; “but. if 
therre^r* I donk choose to have them running all 

°’’’°’You see,” he went on after a-pause. “it’s as ^ 

pmvided^r «.er,<«eg. That’s the’ reason the horse has 

'"Sl.rdagainstthe^o^l^;«- 

^““rr'erioTle wood-Whafs t^t 

dish for?” , ^ , ... 

“It’s meant for plum-cak«J^ sai^ Knicht said. “It’ll 
“We’d better take it svirh ui the Kngnt 
come in handy if we find any plum<ake. Help me ge 
it into this bag.” ,>,n.nvh Alice held the 

This 4e knight so v^y 
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arc SO roanv candlcsucVs in iV\c bag.” And be hung it 
the saddle, which was already loaded with bunches 0 
carrots, and firc-irons, and many other things. 

“I hope you’ve got your hair well fastened on? tc 
continued, aS;thcy set off. 



“Only m the usual svay,” Alice said, smiling 
‘ Thai’s hardly enough,” he said, anxiously “You sec 
the wind is so very strong here It’s as strong as soup ’ 
“Have you invented a plan for keeping the hair 
being blown oil’ ’ Abcc enquired 

‘ Not yet,’ said the Knight ‘But I’ve got a plan fo'' 
keeping it from jailing off” 

“I should like to hear u, very much ” 

“First you take an upnght stick,’ said the Knight 
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“Thca you make your hair creep up it, like a fruit-tree. 
Now the reason hair falls off is because it hangs ifo.cn- 
things never faU upwards, you know. Its ^a plan of my 
own invention. You may try it if you like. 

It didn’t sound a comfortable plan, Alice thought, and 
f6r a few minutes she iwilked on in sdence. puzahng over 
the idea, and every now and then stopping to help the 
poor Knight, who certainly was not a ^d rider. 

Whenever the horse stopped (which it did very oftm), 
he fell off in front; and, whents'er “ 

(which it generally did rather sud en y), e 
hind. Othenvise he kept on pretty "jH. 
had a habit of now and then falling off *' 1. ’ 

he generally did this on the side on which Ahce 
walking, she soon found that it was the best plan not 

walk close to the horse. •„ -j/iiner" 

■Tin afraid vou’ve not had much practice ■" nding. 
she ventured say, as she was helping him up from bs 

fifth tumble. . . j - ijttV 

The Knight looked very much f 
offended at die remark. -What makes you J' 

asked, as he scrambled back into the 
of Alice’s hair with one hand, to save himself from falling 

over on the other side. . . . 

“Because people don’t fall off quite so often, when 

had^tajor^mcdc- die Knight said very 

deed?" but she said it as heartily^ s ^ - k 

on a little way in t^VAIice watching amo 

ejes shut, muttering to nimscii, 

”“-ll.e'’;,S't "“ng.” die Knight suddenly began 
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in a loud voice, waving lus right arm as he spoke, “is to 

keep " Here the sentence ended as suddenly as it had 

begun, as the Knight fell hcasily on the top of his head 
exactly in the path where Alice was walking She was 
quite frightened this time, and said m an anxious lone, as 
she picked him up, “I hope no bones are broken^” 

None to speak of,’ the Knight said, as if he didnt 
mind breaking two or three of them ‘The great art of 
riding, as I was saying, is — to keep your balance prop* 
erly. Like this, you know ” 

He let go the bridle, and stretched out both his arms to 
show Alice what he meant, and this time he fell fiat on his 
back, right under the horse’s feet 

Plenty of practice! ’ he went on repeating, all the tune 
that Alice was getting him on his feet again “Plenty of 
practicel ' 

It s too ridiculous!” cried Alice, losing all her patience 
this time “You ought to have a wooden horse on wheels, 
that you ought! 

Docs that kind go smoothly?” the Knight asked m a 
tone of great interest, clasping his arms round the horse s 
neck as he spoke, just m time to save himself from turn 
bling off again 

‘ Much more smoothly than a live horse,’ Alice said, 
with a little scream of laughter, m spite of all she could do 
to prevent it 

. _ ^ ^he Knight said thoughtfully to himself 

One or two — several ” 

There was a short silence after this, and then the Knight 
went on again ‘Im a great hand at inventing things 
Now, I daresay you noticed, the last time you picked me 
up, that I was looking rather thoughtful?” 

You were a Imle grave.’ said Alice 
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"Well, just then I was inventing a new way of gnnng 
over a gale — would you like to h«r it- 
“Very much indeed,” Alice said po itc y- 
•Til tell you how I eame to think of tt, said the K g • 
“You see, I said to myself -The only dilHmlty is with the 
feet: the head is high enough already. , 

my head on the top of the gatipthen *e hmds hgh 
enough-then I stand on my head-then the feet are high 

Alice said thoughtfully; ‘'but don’t you think it wou 

'"n-; tried it yet," the Knight said, ’ 

ea-n-t tell for eertain-but I’m afraid it U'aM be a 

’’ He'looked so vcved at lUt 

subject hastily. "What a curious helmet you se g 
said cheerfully. "Is that your ■"’'''’‘ 7 , ,,Kia, 

The Knigh; looked d^m proudly«hjsh^^^^^^^^^ 

hung from the saddle. Y« , „,ed to 

a better one than that-Re a ga the 

.wear it, if 1 feU ^ fail you sec 

ground directly. So I had a J to’hc sure. 

-But there mar the -I-P-' o’f it svas, be- 
That happened to me one Knight came 

fore I could get out again, the other w n u ^ 

and put it on. He thought it svas his o s n he • 

4 Knight 7“ “ "Itt’Lt hurt him," 
r„ atmbtg voiccVing on the top of his 

se^L^-’AndtoVt" 
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took hours and hours to get me out I was as fast as — as 

lightning, )ou know 

But that s a different kind of fastness,’ Alice objected 
The Knight shook his head It was all kinds of fast 
ness \\ith me, I can assure you^ he said He raised his 
hands m some c.\citement as he said this, and instantly 
rolled out of the saddle, and fell headlong into a deep 
ditch 

Alice ran to the side of the ditch to look for him She 
was rather startled by the fall, as for some time he had 
kept on \ery well, and she was afraid that he really wc^ 
hurt this lime However, though she could see nothing 
but the soles of his feet, she was much relieved to hear 
that he was talking on m his usual tone All kinds of 
fastness he repeated but it was careless of him to put 
another man s helmet on—wiih the man in it too 

How can you go on talking $0 quietly, head do"n 
wards ? Alice asked as she dragged him out by the feet 
and laid him in a heap on the bank 
The Knight looked surprised at the quesuon What 
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docs it mittei- where my body happens to be?" he said. 
“My mind goes on ^N-orking all the same. In fact,- e more 
hcad-downwards I am, the more I keep invenung new 


things.” , j. j „ 

“Now the cleverest thing of the sort that I ever did, 
he went on after a pause, "was inventing n new pudding 
during the meat-course.” , . , 

. "In time to have it cooked for the next muise? said 
Alice. “Well, that rear quick work, ccrtamlyl 
“Well, not the ne« course,” the Knight said in a slow 
thoughtful tone; “no, certainly not the next come. 

"Then it would have to be the next day. I suppose you 
TOuldn’t have two puddingniourses in one dinncrr 
“WeU, not the ne« day," the Knight repeated as befom 
“not the next Jay. In fact,” he went on, holdmg his hm 
down, and his voice getting lower an n't he 

believe that pudding ever rear cookedUn fact, > dn" ‘ ' 

lievc that pudding ever mil be' cooked! An ye 

^'S;^!rdS'r^"emadeof?"Alic^^ 

hoping to cheer him up. for the poor Knight seemed quite 

Sl'lLtiug-paper ” the Knight answ^ed 

with a groan. . . t n 

“That wouldn’t be very nice, I m atraiQ , 

“Not very nice alooc.’ he interrupted, q“‘'e “galy; 
"but,you'v7no idea what a difference it 
with other things-such as gu^"f t and s^ng-wjx 
And here I must leave ymu." Ibey had ,ust come to the 

“ISit^otly look puzeled: she was thinking of 

'"••r mfs-ad," the Knight said in an anxious tone: “let 
me sing you a -song to comfoit you. 
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“Is It very long?” Alice asked, for shcliad heard a good 
deal of poetry that day. 

“It’s long,” said the Knight, “hut’s it’s very, very beau 
tiful Everybody that hears me sing it — either it bring* 
the tears into their eyes, or else——” 

“Or else what?" said Alice, for the Knight had made a 
sudden pause 

“Or else it doesn’t, you know The name of the song i* 
called ‘Haddocks’ 'Eyes * ” 

‘ Oh, that’s the name of the song, is it?” Alice said, try- 
ing to feel interested 

“No, you don’t understand, the Knight said, looking a 
little vexed ‘ That’s what the name is called The name 
really ts 'The Aged Aged Man ’ ” 

‘ Then I ought to have said ‘That’s what the song i* 
called ?’ Alice corrected herself 
“No, you oughtn’t that’s quite another thmgl Th* 
song IS called 'Ways and Means' but that s only what it’s 
called, you knowl 

' Well, what rr the song, then? said Alice, who was by 
this time completely bewildered 
‘ I was coming to that,” the Knight said The song 
really is 'A sitting On A Gate' and the tune’s my own 
invention ’ 

So saying, he stopped his horse and let the reins fall on 
Its neck then slowly beating ume with one hand, and 
with a faint smile lighting up his gentle foolish face, as if 
he enjoyed the music of his song, he began 
Of all the strange things that Alice saw m her journey 
Through The Looking Glass, this was the one that she 
always remembered most clearly Years afterwards she 
could bring the whole scene back again, as if it had been 
only yesterday— the mild blue eyes and kindly smile of 
the Knight— the setting sun gleaming through his hau» 
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and shining on his armour in a blaze of light that quite 
dazzled her— the horse quietly moving about, wth the 
reins hanging loose on his neck, cropping the grass at 
her feet— and the black shadows of the forest behind— all 
this she took in like n picture, as, with one hand shading 
her eyes, she leant against a tree, watching the Strang 
pair, and listening, in a halMream, to the melancholy 
music of the song. 

“But the tune isn't his own invention," she said to hci- 
sclf : “it’s 7 giVe rAee all. I cart no more.' " She stood and 
listened very attentively, but no tears came into her eyes. 

'77/ teU thee everything I can: 

There’s little to relate. 

1 saw an aged aged man, 

A-titting on a gate. 

'Who are you. aged man?’ I sard. 

•And how is it you live?’ 

And his answer tncklcd through my bead. 

Like water through a neve. 

He said 7 look, for bulterfiies . 

That sleep among the wheat: 

/ ma\e them into mutton-pies. 

And sell them in the street. 

1 sell them unto men.’ he said. 

•Who sail on stormy seas; 

' And that’s the tray I get my bread- 
A tnpe, if you please.’ 

But I was thinking of a plan 
To dye ones whiskers green. 

And always use so larp; a fan 
Thai they could not be seen. 

So, having no reply to gtre 
To what the old man smd. 
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/ cned ‘Came, tett me how > oxt Iwer 
And thumped him on the head 

Hit accents mild tool^ up the tale 
He said 7 go my n ays 
And when 1 find a mountain nil 
I set It in a blaze 

And thence they mahe a stuff they call 
Ron land s Macassar Oil — 
yet twopence halfpenny it all 
They give me for my toil ' 



But I was thinking of a way 
To feed oneself on hatter. 

And so go on from day to day 
Getting a little fatter 
J shooh, him well from side to side 
Until his face- liras hliie 
‘Come tell me how you Iwe Icned, 
‘And what it is you dot 
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iic said */ hunt for haddocks’ eyes ■ 
Among the heather tright. 

And /uorj^ them into wasstcaat-buttons 
In the silent night. 

And these / do not sell for gold 
Or coin of silvery shine, 
for a copper hdf penny. 

And that unit purchase nine, 

1 sometimes dig for buttered rtdls. 

Or set limed tangs for crabs: 

I sometimes search the grassy \nolls 
for wheels of Hansom-cabs. 

And that's the way' fhe gave a winf^ 

‘By which I get my wealth— 

And very gladly will 1 drin\ 

Yoar Honour's noble health.* 

1 heard him then, for / had fust 
Completed my design 
T<i h^eep the Menas bridge from rust 
By boiling it in wine. 

I thanked Aim mtsch for telling me 
The svay he got his wealth. 

But chiefly for his wish that he 
Might drin^ my noble health. 

And now, sf e'er by chance J put 
My fingers into glue. 

Or madly squeeze a sight-hand foot 
Into a left-hand shoe. 

Or if I drop upon my toe 
A sery heasy Mvighs, 

/ tcvep for it reminds me so 
Of that old man / used to hnou * — 

IV hose loa\ seas mild, whose speech was slow 
IV hose hair was whiter them tkesnoto. 
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Whose face ttas tery Ii^e a craw. 

With eyes, h^e cinders, all aglow. 

Who seemed distracted u tth his woe. 

Who roeJ^ed hts body to and fro 
And muttered mumbhngly and low. 

As if his mouth were full of dough. 

Who snorted Ii^e a buffalo 

That summer etenmg long ago, 

A sitting on a gate “ 

As the Knight sang the last words of the ballad, he 
gathered up the reins, and turned his horses head along 
the road by which they had come. ‘‘You've only a few 
yards to go,” he said, “down the hill and over that httle 

brook, and then you’ll be a Queen But you’ll stay aod 

see me off first?" he added as Alice turned with an eager 
look m the direction to which he pointed “1 sha’n’t be 
long You’ll wait and wave your handkerchief when I get 
to that turn in the road* I think it’ll encourage me, you 
sec ” 

“Of course I’ll wait ” said Alice “and thank you very 
much for coming so far— and for the song— I bked it very 
much ” 

I hope so,” the Knight said doubtfully ‘ but you didn’t 
cry so much as I thought you would ” 

So they shook hands, and then the Knight rode slowly 
away into the forest “It wo’n’t lake long to see him offt 
^ expect, Alice said to herself, as she stood watching hma 
There he goes! Right on his head as usual* However, 
he gets on again pretty easily— that comes of having so 

many things hung round the horse ’ So she went on 

talkmg to herself, as she svatched the horse walking Ici® 
urcly along the road, and the Knight tumbling off. first 
on one side and then on the other After the fourth of 
fifth tumble he reached the turn, and then she waved her 
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handkerchief to him, and w-aited uU he was out of sight. 

“I hope it encouraged him,” she said, as she turned to 
run down the hill: “and now for the last brook, and to be 
a Queen! How grand it sounds!" A ''C7 
brought her to the edge of the brook. “The High* Square 
at last!" she cried as she bounded across, and threw her- 



self down to rest on a lawn as soft as ^loss, with I'n 
Bowerbeds dotted about it here and there. Oh how glad 
I am to get here! And what is this on "'V 
claimed in a tone of dismay, as she put er an 
something very heavy, that foted tight all around her 


head. 
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“But how can u hive got there without my knowing 
Jt^" she said to herself, as she lifted it off, and set it on her 
lap to make out what it could possibly be. 

It was a golden crown. 


Chapter IX 


Queen Alice 


Well, this ts grandl” said Alice “I never expected I 
should be a Queen so soon — ^and I’ll tell you what it is> 
your Majesty,” she went on, in a severe tone (she 
always rather fond of scolding herself), “It’ll never do 
for you to be lolling about on the grass like thail Queen< 
have to be dignified, you knowl” 

So she got up and walked about— raiher stiffly just at 
first, as she was afraid that the crown might come off but 
she comforted herself with the thought that there was 
nobody to sec her, “and if 1 really am a Queen,” she said 
as she sat down again, "I shall be able to manage it quite 
well in time " 


Everything was happening so oddly that she didn’t feel 
a bit surprised at finding the Red Queen and the White 
Queen sitting close to her, one on each side she would 
have liked very much to ask them how they came there, 
but she feared it would not be quite civil However, there 
would be no harm, she thought, m asking if the game ^vas 

over Please, would you tell me » she began, looking 

timidly at the Red Queen 

‘ Speak when you’re spoken to!" the Queen sharply m* 
terrupted her 

But if everybody obeyed that rule,” said Alice, who 
was a ways ready for a little argument, “and if you only 
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spoke when you were spoken to, and the other person al- 
ways waited £or you to begin, you see nobody ^vould ever 
say anything, so that ** 

■ “Ridiculous!” cried the Queen- “\Vhy, don’t you sec, 

child here she broke oil with a frown, and, after 

thinking for a minute, suddenly changed the subject of 
the conversation. "What do you mean by ‘If you really arc 
a Queen’? What right have you to call yourself so? You 
ca’n’t be a Queen, you know, till you’ve passed the proper 
examination. And the sooner we begin it, the better. 

“I only said ‘if I” poor Alice pleaded in a piteous tone. 

The two Queens looked at each other, and the Red 
Queen remarked, with a Hide shudder, “She says she only 
said *if 

. "But she said a great deal more than that)" the White 
Queen moaned, wringing her hands. "Oh, ever so much 
more than that!” ■ 

"So you did, you know,” the Red Queen said to Ahee. 
“Always speak the truth-^hink before )'oo speak-and 
write it down afterwards.” ^ ^ 

“I’m sure I didn’t mean Alice vvas beginning, but 

the Red Queen interrupted her impatiently. 

“That’s just what I complain of! You should have 
meant! What do you suppose is the use of a child without 
any meaning? Even a joke should have some meaning 
and a child's more important than a joke, I ho^. 'ioxi 
couldn’t deny that, even if you tried with both hands. 

‘‘I don’t dcitv things with my haaih. Alice objectctl. 

•’Nobotly s.-.id you did.” said the Red Queen. “1 said >x)u 
couldn’t if sou tried.” 

“She’s in that state of mind." said the White Queen, 
“tlut she wants 10 deny /omexAinj^-only she docsn t 


know what to deny!’’ 

"A nasty, vicious temper, 


the Resl Queen remarked; 
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and thcn'therc was' an uncomfortable sifcnce for a minute 

or two 

The Red Queen broke the silence by saying, to the 
White Queen, mvtic you to Alice’s dinner party this 
afternoon " 

The White Queen smiled fwbly, and said “And I 
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“She ca’n’t do Addition ” the Red Queen interrupted 
“Can you do Subtraction? Take nine from eight. 

“Nine from eight I ca’n’t, you know,” Alice replied 
very readily: “but " 

“She ca’n't do Subtraction,” said the White Queen. 
“Can you do Division? Divide a loaf by a knife— svhat’s 
the answer to that}" u t, j 

“I suppose Alice ms beginning, but the Red 

Queen anssvered for her. “Bread-and-butter of course. 
Try another Subtraction sum. Take a bone from a dog. 
what remains?” . . 

Alice considered. “The bone svouldnt rematn, of 
course, if I took it— and the dog wouldn’t remain: it 
svould come to bite me-and I’m sure I shouldnt re- 


niatnl” . . 

“Then you think nothing would remain? said the 
Red Queen. 

“I think that’s the answer.” .. . j . 

"Wrong, as usual," said the Red Queen: the dogs 
temper would remain.” 

“But I don’t sec how — ^ 

■ “Why, look here!” the Red Queen cried. The dog 
would lose its temper, wouldn t it? 

“Perhaps it muld,” Alice replied cautiously. 

“Then if the dog w’ent amy, its temper ivould re- 
mainl" the Queen exclaimed triumphantly. 

Alisc said, as gravdy as she could, “They might ^ dif- 
ferent ^vays.” But she couldn’t help thmking to herself 
“What dreadful nonsense we ore talking! 

“She ca’n’t do sums a htr the Queens said together. 


with great emphasis. jj 1 

“Can yo., do sums?" Al.ee sa.d. lurmng suddenly on 
ihc White Queen, for she didn’t Idee be.ng found fault 
with $0 much. 
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The Queen gasped and shut her eyes “I can do Addi 
tion,” she said, “i£ you give me time— but I ca’n’t do Sub 
traction unJcr any circumstancesl” 

“0£ course you know your ABC?" said the Red Queen 
‘ To be sure I do," said Alice 

“So do I,’ the White Queen whispered “we’ll often 
say It over together, dear And 11! tell you a secret— I can 
read words of one lettcrl Isn’t that grand? However, 
don’t be discouraged You’ll come to it in time” 

Here the Red Queen began again “Can you answer 
useful questions?" she said ‘ How is bread made?" 

‘I know thatV Alice cried eagerly ‘You take some 
flour " 

“Where do you pick the flower?" the White Queen 
asked “In a garden or m the hedges?” 

“Well, It isn’t picked at all," Alice explained “it’s 
ground—" 

“How many acres of ground?” said the White Queen 
“You mustn’t leave out so many things ” 

headt” the Red Queen anxiously interrupted 
Shell be feverish after so much thinking" So they set to 
work and fanned her with bunches of leaves, till she had 
to beg them to leave off, it blew her hair about so 
“She’s all right again now,” said the Red Queen “Do 
you know Languages? What’s the French for fiddle-dc- 
dee? 

“Fiddlc^c-dce’s not English," Alice replied gravely. 

Who ever wid it svas?’ said the Red Queen 
Alice mought she saw a way out of the difficulty, this 
time If you’ll tcU me what language ’fiddlcKle-dce’ is, 
tc you the French for iil" she exclaimed trium- 
phantly 

But the Red Queen drew herseU up rather stiffly, and 
said Queens never make bargains ” 
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"1 wish Qurcns never asked questions," Alice thought 

to herself. ^ -j • »„ 

“Don’t let us quarrel," the kVhite Queen «.d m an 
aiutious tone. “What is the cause o£ I'Shtntng. 

“The cause of lightning," Alice said very decdedly, for 
, she felt quite certain about this, “is the thunder-no, no. 
she hastily corrected herself. I meant t e o er "tay. 

“It’s J late to correct it," said the ^ 
you’ve once said a thing, that fixes tl, and you must take 

*’’WhTch “emfodi m^” Ac “‘f ’ 

ing down and nervously chspmg iL/jLl 

hands, “we had me* a thunderstorm !«' 
mean one of the last set of Tuesdays, you ' ^ 

Alice was puzzled. “In our country,, she remarked, 

■■ m RefQu“t:n‘’Sr’’mT’ra ^ ^ way ^f dm 

ing things. Now tfre, ”'ln“*/tvintet we 

two or three at a time, and sometimes m 

take as many as five nights together-for warmth, you 

five nights warmer dian one night, dien?’’ Alice 

ventured to ask. „ 

“Five times as warm, of course. 

“But they should be five times as roW, by the same 

"‘It -J .k. Red Queen. “Five times as warm, 

“Just so” cried ,, rich as 

and five times as cold— just as im 

'you arc, and five times as dever -j a ,iddlc 

Alice sighed and gave it up. h > exactly 
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‘ What did he want^" said the Red Queen 
“He said he would come in,” the White Queen went 
on, “because he was looking for a hippopotamus Now» 
as It happened, there wasn’t such a thing in the house, 
that morning " 

“Is there generally?” Alice asked in an astonished tone. 
“Well, only on Thursdays, ’ said the Queen 
“I know what he came for,” said Alice “he ivanced to 

punish the fish, because ’ 

Here the White Queen began again “It was such 3 
thunderstorm, you ca’n’t think! ’ ( She never could, you 
know,’ said the Red Queen ) “And part of the roof came 
off, and ever so much thunder got in — and it went rolling 
round the room m great lumps— ^and knocking over the 
tables and things — till I was so frightened, I couldn’t re- 
member my own name!” 

Alice thought to herself “I never should try to remeffl 
ber my name in the middle of an accident! Where would 
be the use of it?" but she did not say this aloud, for fear 
of hurting the poor Queen’s feelings 
“Your Majesty must excuse her," the Red Queen said to 
Alice, taking one of the White Queen's hands in her own, 
and gently stroking it “she means well, but she ca’nt 
help saying foolish things as a general rule " 

The White Queen looked timidly at Alice, who felt she 
ought to say something kind, but really couldn’t think of 
anything at the moment 

“She nocr was really well brought up,’ the Red Queen 
went on but us amazing how good tempered she is! 
Pat her on the head, and see how pleased she’ll be!" But 
ihw was more than Alice had courage to do 

A little kindness— and putting her hair m papers— 
would do wonders with her—” 
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The White Queen gave a deep sigh, ^d hud h« head 
on Alice’s shoulder. “1 am so sleepy, s ^ 

“She’s tired, poor thiugl” said die Red Queen. 
her hair— lend her your nightcap-and smg her 

'“"I Wht got a nightcap ivid. me.” said Alice, as she 



tried to obey the first direction: “and I don’t hnoiv any 

mSslt h myselE. dien,” said the Red Queen, and 
she began: — 

■■Hush-a-by lady, ia Alloa s lapi 
Till tho loan's ooady. too oo tmo jo 
Wboa tho toast's over, no It po la 
Rod Oaoon. and WU'o Qtnoa. aad Altoo. 

1 ,u,. ix-ords,” she added, as she put 

“And nowyonhno^v th ^^rd 

her head down on Alic another mo- 

through to ore. I’m 8'“”5 /Xp “ ■* IPui 

ment both Queens swe fast asleep, an 
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“What am I to do?" exclaimed Alice, 
great perplexity, as first one round head, and t cn 
other, rolled down from her shoulder, and lay li c a 
lump m her lap “I don’t think, it etcr happcnc c 
that any one had to take care of two Queens 
oncci No. not in all the History of England-it c 
you knots . because tlicrc never svas more than one Vi 
at a time Do stake up, you heavy things!' 
an impatient tone, but there svas no anssver but . P 

The moring got more distinct csery minute, 
ed more like a tunc- at last she could even m k 
ssords, and she listened so eagerly , ”c„Jly 

great heads suddenly vanished from her lap, 
missed them ... , which 

She svas standing before an arched doorsvay, o r 

were the svords “QUEEN ALICE “ „;,vas 

on each side of the arch there svas “ I"' /Btl| •• 

marked “Visitors' Beil.'' and the other f 

■‘I'll svait ull the song's over, thought AIic^ an 


“i’ll wait tm me sons » ----- , 

I'll ring ;t;»r and 


very much'p^aaled by the names "I'm not “ "'‘“rj 
I'm not a servant There orrgir to be one marked Qu 

’' 7 ust"hen the door opened a little svay, and “ a'®™ j 
svith a long beak put m head out for a moment and 
"No admittance till the sveele after neatl and shut 

door again with a bang „ „me but at 

Alice knocked and rang m vain for a long time, b 
last a very old Frog, svho was sitting under a tree, got P 
and hobbled slotviy towards her he was dressed m brig 

whisper 
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Alice turned round, ready to find fault with anybody. 
'“Where’s the servant whose business It is to answer the 
door?” she began angrily. 



. "Which door?” said the Frog. 

Alice almost stamped with irriution at the slow drawl 
in which he spoke. "This door, of course! 

The Frog looked at the door with his large dull eya 
for a minute: then he went nearer and rubbed it with his 
thumb, as if he were trying whether the paint would 
come ofT: then he looked at Alice. _ 

“To answer the door?” he said. “Whafs it been asking 


25 o through the looking-glass 
of?” He was so hoarse that Alice could scarcely hear him 
“I don’t know what you mean,” she said 
“I speaks English, doesn’t P” the Frog went on ^ 
are you deaf? What did it ask you?” , 

“Nothingl” Alice said impatiently. “I’ve been kno 
mg at It'” 

“Shouldn’t do that — shouldn’t do that ” the -rrog 

muttered “Wexes it, you know” Then he went up 

gave the door a kick with one of his great feet “You lc 

alone,” he panted out, as he hobbled back to his tree, a*’ 
It’ll let you alone, you know ” .. 

At this moment the door was flung open, and a s 
voice was heard singing*— 

'To thf Looking Glass tvorld tt was Alice that said 
7 ve a sceptre in hand he a crown on my head 
Let the Looking Glass creatures, whatever they be . 

Come and dine with the Red Queen, the V/hite Queen, 
mel'" 

And hundreds of voices joioed m the chorus — 

"Then fill up the glasses as qutc\ as you can. 

And sprinkle the table uith buttons and bran 
Put cats in the coffee, and mice in the tea — /- 

And welcome Queen Alice with thirty times three! 

Then followed a confused noise of cheering, and Ah^ 
thought to herself ‘ Thiny times three makes ninet) 
wonder if any one’s counting^” In a minute there 
Icnce again, and the same shrill voice sang anotn 
STCfSC' — 


" *0 Looking Glass creatures,' sjuath Alice, draw near^ 
‘Tts an honour/o see me a fatour to hear 




“I won’t be introduced lo the pudding, please,” Alice 
said rather hastily, “or we shall get no dinner at all. May 
I give you some?” 

But the Red Queen looked sulky, and growled “Pud- 
ding ^Alicc : Alice Pudding. Remove the pudding! ” 

and the waiters took it aWay so quickly that Alice couldn’t 
return its bow. 


However, she didn’t see why the Red Queen should 
be the only one to give orders; so, as an experiment, she 
called out“Waiterl Bring back the pudding!” and there it 
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\v2s again in a momcnr, like a ranjuring-trick. It ws so 
large that she couldn't help feeling a Iitile shy with it, as 
she had been with the mutton; however, she conquered 
hw shyness by a great effort, and cut a slice and handed 
it to the Red Queen. 

“What impertinence!- said the Pudding. “I wonder 
how >ou'd like it, if 1 were to cut a slice out of you, you 
creature!” , 

It spoke in a thick, suety sort of voice, and Alice hadn t 
a word to say in reply: she could only sit and look at it 
and gasp. , 

••Make a remark." said the Red Qaeen: ‘its ndiculaus 
to leave all the conversation to the pudding! 

"Do you know, I’ve had such a quantity of poetry re- 
peated to me today,” Alice began, a lltdc frightened at 
finding that, the moment she opened her lips, there vws 
dead sUence, and all eyes were fi-xed upon her; and it s a 
very curious thing, I ihink-cvery poem was a^ui fishes 
m some sray. Do you know why they re so fond of fishes, 
all about here?” 

She spoke to the Red Qoeen, whose answer was a little 
tvide o! ie mark. “As to fishes." she said, vety^ slosvly and 
solemnly, putting her mouth dose to Alices ear. hM 
White Majesty knows a lovely riddle— all m poetry 

about fishes. Shall she repeat it?" . .. , wf.. 

“Her Red Majesty’s very kind to menuon it. the White 
Queen murmured into Alice’s other eat. m a voiee hke 
die eoo’mg o£ a pigeon. “It would be tjie* a treat! May I ? 

"Please do." Alice said very politely. 

The White Queen laughed with delight, and stroked 
Alice’s check. Then she began: 


-•First, the fish must be caught: 

• That is easy a baby. I thmk. could have caught tt. 



nearly lifted her up into .he 
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air. "I rise to return thanks " Alice began* and she 

really did rise as she spoke, several inches; but she got hold 
o£ the edge o£ the table, and managed to pull herself down 
again 

“Take care of yourself!" screamed the White Queen, 
seizing Alice’s hair with both her hands “Something’s 
going to happenl’ 

And then (as Alice afterwards described it) all sorts of 
things happened in a moment The candles all grew up to 
the ceiling, looking something like a bed of rushes with 
fireworks at the top As to the bottles, they each took a 
pair of plates, which they hastily fitted on as wings, and 
so, with forks for legs, went fluttering about m all direc- 
tions “and very like birds they look," Alice thought to 
herself, as well as she could m the dreadful confusion that 
was beginning 

At this moment she heard a hoarse laugh at her side, 
and turned to see what was the matter with the White 
Queen, but, instead of the Queen, there was the leg of 
mutpon sitting m the chair ‘Here I ‘am!" cried a voice 
from the soup tureen, and Alice turned again, just in umc 
to see the Queen’s broad good natured face grinning at 
her for a moment over the edge o£ the tureen, before she 
disappeared into the soup 

There was not a moment to be lost Already several of 
the guests were lying down in the dishes, and the soup- 
ladle was walking up the table towards Alice’s chair, and 
beckoning to her impatiently to get out of its way 

“I ca'n’t stand this any longer! ’ she cried, as she jumped 
up and seized the tablecloth wth both hands one good 
pull, and plates, dishes, guests, and candles came crashing 
down together m a heap on the Soar 
“And as for you,” she ^vcnt on, turning fiercely upon 
the Red Queen, whom she considered as Ihc cause of all 
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the mischief— but the Queen was no longer at her side — 
she had suddenly dwindled down to the size of a little 
doll, and was now on the ublc, merrily running round 
and round 'after her own shawl, which was trailing be- 
hind her. 

At any other time, Alice would have felt surprised at 
this, but she was far too much excited to be surprised at 
anything noti>. “As for you,” she repeated, catching hold 
of the little creature in the very .act of jumping over a bot- 
tle which had just lighted upon the table, “ril shake you 
into a kitten, that I willl” 



Chapter X 


Shaking 

She took her off the table as she spoke, and shook her 
backwards and forwards with all her might 
The Red Queen made no resistance whatever* only her 
face grew very small, and her eyes got large and green: 
and still, as Alice went on shaking her, she kept on 
growing shorter — and fatter — and softer — and rounder — 
and 


Chapter XI 


Waking 


— and It really was a kitten, after all 


Chapter XII 


Which Dreamed It? 

**Your Red Majesty shouldn't purr so loud,” Alice said, 
rubbing her eyes, and addressing the kitten, respectfully, 
yet with some severity. “You tvokc me out of ohi such a 
nice dream! And you’ve been along with me, Kitty — 
all through the Looking-glass world. Did you kno^v it, 
dear?" 

It is a very incons-cnient habit of kittens (Alice had 
once made the remark) that, whatever you say to them, 
they always purr. "If they would only purr for 'yes,' and 
mew for ‘no,’ or any rule of that sort,” she had said, “so 
that one could keep up a conversation! But how can you 
talk with a person if they always say the same thing?" 

On this occasion the kitten only purred: and it was im- 
possible to guess whether it meant “yes” or “no." 

So Alice hunted among the chessmen on the table till 
she had found the Red Queen: then she went down on her 
knees on the hearth-rug, and put the kitten and the Queen 
to look at each other. “Now, Kittyl" she cried, clapping 
her hands triumphantly. “Confess that was what you 
turned into!" 

(“But it wouldn’t look at it." she said, when she was 
explaining the thing aftcru-ards to her sister: "it turned 
away its head, and pretended not to see it: but it looked a 
little ashamed of itself, so I thiidc it must have been the 
Red Queen.”) 

"Sit up a little more stiffly, dear!” Alice cried with a 
merry laugh. “And curtsey while you’re thinking what 
to— what to purr. It saves ome, remember!" And she 
caught it up and gave it one little kiss, "just in honor of 
its having been a Red Queen.” 
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“Snowdrop, my pet!” she went on, looking over her 
shoulder at the White Kitten, which was still patiently 
undergoing its toilet, “when will Dinah have finished 
with your White Majesty, I wonder? That must be the 



reason you were so unudy m my dream Dmahf Do 

you know that you re scrubbing a White Queen? Really, 
it’s most disrespectful of you! 

“And what did Dinah turn to, 1 wonder? ’ she prattled 
on, as she settled comfortably down, with one elbow on 
the rug, and her chin in her hand, to watch the kittens 
' Tell me, Dinah, did you turn to Humpty Dumpty? I 
lhin\ you did — howc\cr, you’d better not mention it to 
your friends just yet, for I m not sure 
“By the way, Kitty, if only you’d been really with me in 
my dream, there was one thing you would have enjoyed 




WHICH DREAMED IT? T]1 

-—I had such a quantity of poetry said to me, all about 
fishesl To-morrow morning you shall have a real treat. 
All the time you’re eating your breakfast, I’ll repeat ‘The 
Walrus and the Carpenter’ to you; and then you can 
make believe it’s oysters, dcarl 

“Now, Kitty, let’s consider who it was that dreamed it 
all. This is a serious question, my dear, and you should 
not go on licking your paw like that — as if Dinah hadn’t 
washed you this morntngl You see, Kitty, it must have 
been either me or the Red King. He was part of my 
dream, of course— but then 1 was part of his dream, too! 
Was it the Red King, Kitiy.^ You were his svife, my dear, 
so you ought to know — ^h, Kitty, do help to settle it! 
I’m sure your paw can tvaii!” But the provoking kitten 
only began on the other paw, and pretended it hadn’t 
heard the question. 

Which do you think it was? 
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“Snowdrop, my pal" she went on, looking over her 
shoulder at the White Kitten, which was still patiently 
undergoing its toilet, “when imll Dinah have finished 
with your White Majesty, I wonder? That must be the 




reason you were so^ untidy m my dream Dinahl Do 

you know that you re scrubbing a White Queen? Really, 
It s most disrespectful of you* ^ 

„ "'^"‘’0"''“! I wonder?" she prattled 

Ac r Tl down, with one elW on 

Tell me, Dinah, did you turn to Humpty Dumpty? I 

vourVr .‘‘“'-'’'’"'""-Jou-d better not mention ft to 
your friends just yet, for I m not sure 

“By die way, Kilty, ,£ only you’d h„n really widi me in 
my dream, there lias one thing you mouW have enjojed 
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Sylvie and Bruno 



A BOAT, beneath a sunny sky 
Lingering onward dreamily 
In an evening o6 July — 

Children three that nestle near, 

Eager eye and willing ear, 

Pleased a simple tale to hear — 

Long has paled diat sunny sky: 
Echoes fade and memories die: 
Autumn frosts have slam July 

Still she haunts me, phantomwise. 
Alice moving under skies 
Never seen by waking eyes 

Children yet, the talc to hear, 

Eager eye and uiUing car, 

Lovingly shall nestle near. 

In a Wondcrland'they lie, 

Dreaming as the days go by, 
Dreaming as the summers die* 

Ever drifting down the stream — 
Lingering in the golden gleam — 
Life, %Nh3i w It but a dream? 

Editor i note The initixl letters of thts poem 
when read <!ownw4r0 gite the full aune of 
the ongiiul Alice — ^Alice Pleatance laJdetL 



Is all our Life, then, but a dream 
Seen faintly in the golden gleam 
Athwart Time's dark resistless stream? 

Bowed to the earth with bitter ssw, 

Or laughing at some raree-show, 

We flutter idly to and fro. 

Man’s little Day in haste we spend, 
And, from its merry noontide, send 
No glance to meet ^e silent end. 
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Is all our Life, ihtn, but a dream 
Seen faintly in the golden gleam 
Athwart Time’s dark resistless stream? 

Botved to the earth with bitter woe, 

Or laughing at some raree-show, 

We flutter idly to and fro. 

Man’s little Day in haste we spend, 
And, from its merry noontide, send 
No glance to meet the silent end. 
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PREFACE 

The descriptions, at pp. 49S, 499, of Sunday as-spent by 
children of the last generation, are quoted verbatim from 
a speech made to me by a child-friend and a letter %vrit- 
ten to me by a lady-friend. 

The Chapters, headed “Fairy Sylvie” and “Brpno’s Re- 
venge,” are a reprint, with a few alterations, of a little 
fairy-tale which I wrote in the year xSdy, at the request of 
the late Mrs. Gatty, for “Aunt Judy’s Magazine,” svhich 
she svas then editing. 

It was in 187^, 1 believe;, that the idea hrst occurred to 
me of making it the nucleus of a longer story. As the years 
went on, I jotted down, at odd moments, all sorts of odd 
ideas, and fragments of dialogue, that occurred to me— 
who knows how? — with a transitory suddenness that left 
me no choice but either to record them then and there, or 
to abandon them to oblivion. Sometimes one could trace 
to their source these random flashes of thought— as being 
suggested by the book one was reading, or struck out 
from the “flint” of one’s own mind by the “steel” of a 
friend's chance remark — but they had also a way of their 
own, of occurring, d proper of nothing — specimens of that 
hopelessly illogical phenomenon, “an effect \i’ithout a 
cause.” Such, for example, was the last line of ‘‘The Hunt- 
ing of the Snark,” which came into my head (as I have al- 
ready related in “The Theatre” for April, 18S7) quite sud- 
denly, during a solitary walk; and such, again, have been 
passages which occurred in dreamt, and which I cannot 
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trace to any antecedent cause whatever. There are at least 
DVO instances of such dream suggestions m this booh- 
one, my Lady s remark, “it often runs in families, just as a 
love for pastry does", at p 333, the other, Eric Lindon’s 
Wmage about having been m domestic service, at p 46S 
And thus It came to pass that I found myself at last in 
possession of a huge unwieldy mass of httcrature-if the 
rmder will kindly excuse the spclhng-which only needed 
s ringing toget cr, upon the thread of a consecutive story, 
to constitute the book I hoped to write Onlyl The task, 
at first, seemed absolutely hopeless, and gave me a far 

1 f f “f •>'■= ^“".ng of the 

-los and I think it must have been ten years, or 

Td Idfsil •^“““ded m classifying theL odds- 

thl fni ! “ 8'°"' inLenu, not 

the incidents out of the story 

rillTh'l"'"® L * ‘P'"' but because I 

,Te J 5 1 '“d'ts will be interested in 

Lv 1 completed, 

off ^ suppose It to have been written straight 

at Z b ^ as one would write a letter, beginning 

at the beginning and ending at the end 

if It he not "'rite a story in that way • and, 

d be not vanity to say so. I beheve that I could, myself, 

be a reIZ,?f Poa«ion (for I do hold it to 

amounr f fi being obliged to produce a given 

task "T f “* I ““'d 

dot 0„e‘’,h “ “Iccf bricks,” as other slaves have 

done One thing at any rate I could guarantee as Co the 

‘’"'""’y commonplace, 
should contain no nesv ideas whatever, and should be 
very very weary reading! 
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This species of literature has received the very appro- 
priate name of “padding”— which might fitly be defined 
as “that which all can utiic and none can read.” That the 
present volume contains no such writing I dare not avow: 
sometimes, in order to bring a picture into its proper place, 
it has been necessary to eke out a page with two or three 
extra lines: but I can honestly say 1 have put In no more 
than I was absolutely compelled to do. 

My readers may perhaps like to amuse themselves by 
trying to detect, in a given passage, the one piece of “pad- 
ding” it contains. While arranging the “slips” into pages, I 
found that the passage, which now extends from the bot- 
tom of p. 304 to the top of p. 307, was 3 lines too short. I 
supplied the deficiency, not by interpolating a word here 
and a word there, but by wridng in 3 consecutive lines. 
Now can my readers guess which they arc? 

A harder puzzle— if a harder be desired— would be to 
determine, as to the Gardener’s Song, in which cases (if 
any) the stanza was adapted to the surrounding text, and 
in which (if any) the tc-xt was adapted to the stanza. 

Perhaps the hardest thing in all literature — at least I 
have found it so: by no voluntary effort can I accomplish 
it: 1 have to take it as it comes — is to write anything 
original. And perhaps the easiest is, when once an orig- 
inal line has been struck out, to follow it up, and to svritc 
any amount more to the same tune. I do not know if 
“Alice in Wonderland” was an original story I ^va$, at 
least, no conscious imitator in writing it — but I do know 
that, since it came out, something like a dozen story-books 
have appeared, on identically the same pattern. The path 
I timidly explored — believing myself to be the first ^at 
ever burst into that silent sea” — is now a beaten high- 
road: all the way-side flowers have long ago been tram- 
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pled into the dust and it would be courting disaster for 

me to attempt that style again. 

Hence it is that, in “Sylvie and Bruno,” I have striven — 
with I know not what success — to strike out yet another 
new path be it bad or good, it is the best I can do It is 
written, not for money, and not for fame, but in the hope 
of supplying, for the children whom I love, some thoughts 
that may suit those hours of innocent merriment which 
are the very life of Childhood, and also, in the hope of 
suggesting, to them and to others, some thoughts that may 
prove, 1 would fain hope, not wholly out of harmony with 
the graver cadences of Life. 

If I have not already exhausted the patience of my read- 
ers, I would like to seize this opportunity — perhaps the 
last 1 shall have of addressing so many friends at once — 
( f putting on record some ideas that have occurred to me, 
as to books desirable to be wrilten—which I should much 
like to attempt, but may not ever have the lime or power 
to carry through—m the hope that, if / should fail (and 
the years are gliding away u^ry fast) to finish the task I 
have set myself, other hands may take it up 
First, a Child’s Bible The only real essentials of this 
would be, carefully selected passages, suitable for a child’s 
reading, and pictures One principle of selection, which I 
would adopt, would be that Religion should be put before 
a child as a revelation of love — no need to pain and puzzle 
the young mind with the history of crime and punish 
ment (On such a principle 1 should, for example, omit 
the history of the Flood ) The supplying of the pictures 
would involve no great difficulty no new ones would be 
needed hundreds of excellent pictures already exist, the 
copyright of which has long a^ expired, and which sim- 
ply need photo-zincography, or some similar process, for 
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their successful reproduction. The book should be handy 
in size — with a pretty attractive-looking cover — in a clear 
legible type — and, above all, with abundance o£ pictures, 
pictures, pictures! 

Secondly, a book of pieces selected from the Bible — not 
single texts, but passages of from 10 to 20 verses each — to 
be committed to memory. Such passages would be found 
useful, to repeat to one’s-sclf and to ponder over, on many 
occasions when reading is difficult, if not impossible: for 
instance, when lying awake at night — on a railway- 
journey — when taking a solitary walk — in old age, when 
eye-sight is failing or wholly lost — and, best of all, when 
illness, while incapacitating us for reading or any other 
occupation, condemns us to lie awake through many 
weary silent hours: at such a time how keenly one may 
realise the truth of David’s rapturous cry "0 how sweet 
are thy words unto my throat: yea, sweeter than honey 
unto my mouth!" 

I have said “passages,” rather than single texts, because 
we have no means of recalling single texts : memory needs 
lin\s, and here arc none: one may have a hundred texts 
stored in the memory, and not be able to recall, at will, 
more than half-a-dozen — and those by mere chance: 
whereas, once get hold of any portion of a chapter that has 
been committed to memory, and the whole can be re- 
covered: all hangs together. 

Thirdly, a collection of passages, both prose and verse, 
from books other than the Bible. There is not perhaps 
much, in what is called “un-inspired” literature (a mis- 
nomer, I hold: if Shakespeare ^vas not inspired, one may 
well doubt if any man ever was), that will bear the pro- 
cess of being pondered over, a hundred times: sull there 
are such passages— enough, I think, to make a goodly 
store for the memory. 
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These two books — of sacred, and secular, passages for 
memory — will ser\c other good purposes besides merely 
occupying vacant hours they will help to keep at bay 
many anxious thoughts, worrying thoughts, uncluritable 
thoughts, unholy thoughts Let me say this, m better 
words than my own, by copying a passage from that most 
interesting book, Robertson’s Lectures on the Epistles to 
the Corinthians, Lecture xux “If a man finds himself 
haunted by evil desires and unholy images, which will 
generally be at periodical hours, let him commit to mem- 
ory passages of Scripture, or passages from the best writ- 
ers in verse or prose Let him store his mind svith these, as 
safeguards to repeat when he lies awake in some restless 
night, or when despairing imaginations, or gloomy, sui 
eidal thoughts, beset him Let these be to him the sword, 
turning everywhere to keep the way of the Garden of Life 
■from the intrusion of profancr footsteps " 

Fourthly, a “Shakespeare” for girls that is, an edition 
In which everything, not suitable for the perusal of girls 
of (say) from to to 17, should be omitted Few children 
■under 10 would be likely to understand or enjoy the great- 
est of poets and those, who have passed out of girlhood, 
may safely be left to read Shakespeare, in dny edition, 
"expurgated” or not, that they may prefer, but it seems a 
pity that so many children, m the intermediate stage, 
should be debarred from a great pleasure for want of an 
-edition suitable to them Neither Eowdicr’s, Chambers’s, 
Brandram’s, nor Cundell’s * Boudoir” Shakespeare, seems 
to me to meet the want they arc not sufficiently “expur 
gated ’ Bowdlcr’s is the most extraordinary of all looking 
through It, 1 am filled tvith a deep sense of wonder, con 
sidering what he has left in, that he should have cut any 
thing out! Besides relentlessly erasing all that is unsuit 
able on the score of reverence or decency, I should be in- 
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dined to omit aUo all that seems too difficult, or not likely 
to interest young readers. The resulting book might be 
slightly fragmentary: but it would be a real treasure to all 
British maidens who have any taste for poetry. 

If it be needful to apologize to any one for the new de- 
parture I have taken in this story — by introducing, along 
with what will, I hope, prove to be acceptable nonsense 
for children, some of the graver thoughts of human life 
it must be to one who has learned the Art of keeping such 
thoughts wholly at a distance in hours of mirth and care- 
less case. To him such a mixture will seem, no doubt, ill- 
judged and repulsive. And that such an Art exists I do not 
dispute: with youth, good health, and sufficient money, it 
seems quite possible to lead, for years together, a life of 
unmixed gaiety— with the e.xception of one solemn fact, 
with which we are liable to be confronted at any moment, 
e\‘en in the midst of the most brilliant company or the 
most sparkling entertainment. A man may fix his own 
times for admitting serious thought, for attending public 
twirship, for prayer, for reading the Bible: all such mat- 
ters he can defer to that “convenient season, which is so 
apt never to occur at all: but he cannot defer, for one 
single moment, the necessity of attending w a message, 
which may come before he has finished reading this page, 
'"this night shall thy soul he required of thee. 

The ever-present sense of this grim possibility has been, 
in all ages,* an incubus that men have striven to shake off. 
Few more interesting subjects of enquiry could be foun , 
by a student of histoiy, than the various weapons that 
have been used against this shadowTr foe. Sadde^ of a 
must have been the thoughts of those who saw indeed an 


*Ai the moment, when I b»d wniten iheK words. ’ 

knock at the door, and a tdegran. was brought me. announcing the 
sudden death of a dear friend. 
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existence beyond the grav^ but an CMStcnce far more ter- 
rible than annihilation — an existence as filmy, impalpable, 
all but invisible spectres, drifting about, through endless 
ages, in a world of shadows, with nothing to do, nothing 
to hope for, nothing to lo\c! In the midst of the gay verses 
of that genial ' bon vivant” Horace, there stands one 
dreary word whose utter sadness goes to one's heart It is 
the word "exthum" in the well knoun passage 

Omnes eodem copmur, omnium 
VersatitT urn& semts octus 

Sors exuura et nos in triernum 
Exilium impositura cymBa 

Yes, to him this present life — spite of all its weanness 
and all itssorro«—w is the only life north hating all else 
nas ‘ exile’ 1 Docs u not seem almost incredible that one, 
holding such a creed, should e\cr hate smiled? 

And many in this da), 1 fear, eten ihou[*h believing in 
an existence beyond the grave far more real thin Horace 
ever dreamed of, )et regard it as a sort of “exile * from all 
the jo)S of life, and so adopt Horace’s theory, and saj * let 
us eat and drink, for to-morrow nc die ” 
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Standard, the building up of the perfect Men— and then, 
so long as we feel that this is going on7 and will (we trust) 
go on for evermore, death has for us no terror; it is not a 
shadow, but a light, not an end, but a beginning! 

One other matter may perhaps seem to call for apology 
— that I should have treated with such entire want of sym- 
pathy the British passion for “Sport”, which no doubt has 
been in by gone days, and is still, in some forms of it, an 
excellent school for hardihood and for coolness in mo- 
ments of danger But I am not entirely without sympathy 
for gemttne “Sport" I can heartily admire the courage of 
the man who, with severe bodily toil, and at the risk of 
his life, hunts down some “man<ating" tiger and I can 
heartily sympathize with him when he exults m the glo- 
rious excitement of the chase and the hand to-hand strug- 
gle with the monster brought to bay But I can but look 
with deep wonder and sorrow on the hunter who, at his 
ease tfnd m safety, can find pleasure in what involves, for 
some defenceless creature, wild terror and a death of 
agony deeper, if the hunter be one who lias pledged him- 
self to preach to men the Religion of universal Love* deep- 
est of all, if It be one of those tender and delicate” beings, 
whose very name serves as a symbol of Love— “tAy love to 
me was wonderful, passing the love of women” — whose 
mission here is surely to help and comfort all that arc in 
pain or sorrow! 

"Taren eil, fareivellJ hut this 1 tell 
To thee, thou Wedding CuestI 
J{e prayelh ivell, who hielh well 
Boih man and bird and beast 
He prayesh best, who lot el h best 
AH things both gieat and small. 

Tor the dear Cod u ho laveth us. 

He made and tat eth all ” 





Chapter I 

, Less Bread! More Taxes! 

— AND then all the people cheered again, and one man, 
who was more excited than the rest, flung his hat high in- 
to the air, and shouted (as well as 1 could make out) 
“Who roar for the Sub-Warden?” Everybody roared, but 
whether it was for the Sub-Warden, or not, did not clearly 

appear; some were shouting“Bread!” and some Taxes! , 

but no one seemed to know what it was they really want- 

• 

All this I saw from the open window of the Warden s 
breakfast-saloon, looking across the shoulder of the Lord 
Chancellor, who had sprung to his feet the moment the 
shouting began, almost as if he bad been expecting it, an 
had rushed to the window which commanded the best 
viesv of the market-place. 

“What can it all mean?" he kept repeating to himself, 
as, with his hands clasped behind him, and his gown float- 
ing in the air, he paced rapidly up and down the 
never heard such shouting before — and at this lime of the 
morning, tool And with such unanimity! Docsn t it strike 
you as very remarkable?” 

I represented, modestly, that to my cars it appeared that 
they were shouting for diffcrem things, but the Chancel- 
lor would not listen to my suggestion for a moment. 
“They all shout the same words. I assure you!" he said; 
then, leaning well out of the window, lie wluspcrcd to a 
man who was standing close underneath, Keep cm to- 
gether, caVt you ? The Warden will be here directly. Give 
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’em the signal for the march up! All this was evidently 
not meant for my cars, but I could scarcely help hearing 
It, considering that my chin was almost on the Chancel 
lors shoulder 

The ‘ march up was a very curious sight a straggling 
procession of men, marching two and two, began from 
the other side of the market phcc, and advanced in an ir- 
regular zig zag fashion towards the Palace, wildly tacking 
from side to side, like a sailing vessel making way against 
an unfasounble wind— so that the head of the procession 
was often further from us at the end of one tack than K 
had been at the end of the previous one 

ei It was evident that all was being tlonc under orders, 
for 1 noticed that all eyes were ftwl on the man who stood 
just under the window, and to whom the Chancellor was 
contmuall) whispering This man held his hat in one 
hand and n hule green flag m the other whenever he 
waved the flag the procession advanced a little nearer, 
when he dipped it ihey sidled a little farther off and 
whenever he waved hts hat ihc) all raised a hoarse clieer 
’ llno-roald the) cried, carefully keeping time with the 
hat as u lioblwd up and dow-n ‘Iff*! roah! Nool Consul 
Too^fiun* I^ssf Ifrcadf Vforef ToYrtf 
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Warden! Day and night he is brooding on your wrongs — 

I should say your rigAli— that is to say your wrongs — no, 

I mean your ng/its “ (“Don’t talk no morel” growled 

the man under the window “You’re making a mess of 
itl”) At this moment the Sob Warden entered the saloon. 
He was a thin man, with a mean and crafty face, and a 
greenish yellow complexion, and he crossed the room 
very slowly, looking suspiciously about him as if he 
thought there might be a savage dog hidden somewhere 
“Bravol” he cried, patting the Chancellor on the back. 
“You did that speech very well indeed Why, you’re a 
born orator, man!” 

“Oh, that’s nothing!” the Chancellor replied, modestly, 
with downcast eyes “Most orators are born, you know.” 
The Sub Warden thoughtfully rubbed his chm “Why, 
SO they are*" he admitted “1 never considered it m that 
light Still, you did it very well A word in your carl" 

The rest of their conversation was all m whispers so, as 
I could hear no more, I thought 1 would go and find 
Bruno 

I found the little fellow standing m the passage, and bc< 
jng addressed by one of the men in livery, who stood be- 
fore him, nearly bent double from extreme respectfulness, 
with his hands hanging in front of him like the fins of a 
fish “His High Excellency,” this respectful man was say- 
ing, “is in his Study, y’rcincc!’ (He didn’t pronounce this 
quite so well as the Chancellor ) Thither Bruno trotted, 
tind I thought it well to follow him 

The Warden, a tall dignified man with a grave but very 
pleasant face, was seated before a writing table, which svas 
covered with papers, and holding on his knee one of the 
sweetest and loveliest little maidens it has ever been my lot 
to sec She looked four or five years older than Bruno, but 
she had the same rosy cheeks and sparkling eyes, and the 
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'same wealth o£ curly brown hair. Her eager smiling face 
was turned upwards towards her fathers, 'and it was a 
pretty sight to see the mutual love wth which the two 
faces — one in the Spring of Life, the other in its late Au- 
tumn — were gazing on each other. 

“No, you’ve never seen him,” the old man was saying: 
“you couldn’t, you know, he’s been away so long travel- 
ing from land to land, and seeking for health, more years 
than you’ve been alive, little Sylvie! 

Here Bruno climbed upon his other knee, and a good 
deal of kissing, on a rather complicated system, ^vas the 
result. 

“He only came back last night,” said the Warden, when 
the kissing was over: “he’s been traveling post-haste, for 
the last thousand miles or so, in order to be here on Syl- 
vie’s birthday. But he’s a very early riser, and I dare say 
he’s in the Library already. Come with me and see him. 
He’s always kind to children. You’ll be sure to like him. 

' “Has the Other Professor come too?” Bruno asked in 
an awe-struck voice. . 

“Yes, they arrived together. The Other Professw is 
well, you won’t like him quite so much, perhaps. Hes a 
little more dreamy, you know.” 

“I wiss Sylvie was a little more dreamy, said Bruno. 
“What do you mean, Bruno?” said Slyvic. 

Bruno went on addressing his father. “She says she 
ca'n't, bo know. But I thinks it isn’t ca'n't, it’s wo nt. 
“Says she ca’n’t dream!” the puzzled Warden repeated. 
' “She do say it,” Bruno persisted. "When I says to her 
‘Ut’s Hop lessons!’, she says ‘Oh, I ca’n’t dream of letting 
00 stop yet!’ ” . . 1 • j 

“He always wants to stop lessons," Sylvie explained, 
“five minutes after we begin!” 
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“Five minutes’ lessons a day!” said the Warden. “Yon 
won’t learn much at that rate, little man!” 

“That’s just what Sylvie says," Bruno rejoined. “She 
says I won't learn my lessons And I tells her, over and 
over, I ca'n't learn ’em And what doos 00 think she says? 
She says ‘It isn’t ca'n't, it’s wo'ntV ” 

“Let’s go and see the Professor," the Warden said, wise- 
ly avoiding further discussion The children got down off 
his knees, each secured a hand, and the happy trio set off 
for the Library — followed by me I had come to the con 
elusion by this umc that none of the party (c\cept, for a 
few moments, the Lord Chancellor) was m the least able 
to see me 

“What’s the matter with him?” Sylvie asked, walking 
with a little extra sedatencss, by way of example to Bruno 
at the other side, who never ceased jumping up and down. 

“What wat the matter— but I hope he’s all right now— 
was lumbago, and rheumatism, and that kind of thing 
He’s been curing htmself, you know, he’s a very learned 
doctor Why, he’s actually wvented three new diseases, be- 
sides a new way of breaking your collar-bonel" 

“Is It a nice way^” said Bruno 

“Well, hum, not very!’ the Warden said, as we entered 
the Library “And here ts the Professor Good morning. 
Professor! Hope you’re quite rested after your journey!’’ 

A jolly looking, fat little man, in a flowery dressing- 
gown, with a large book under each arm, came trotting in 
at the other end of the room, and was going straight 
across without taking any notice of the children “I’m 
looking for Vol Three," he said “Do you happen to have 
seen it^” 

“You don’t see my children, Profcssorl” the Warden ex 
claimed, taking him by the shoulders and turning him 
round to face them 
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The Professor laughed violently: then he gazed at them 
through his great spectacles, for a minute or two, without 
speaking. 

At last he addressed Bruno. “I hope you have had a 
good night, my child?” 

Bruno looked puzzled. ‘Ts had the same night oo ve 
had,” he replied. “There’s only been one night since yes- 
terday 1” 

It was the Professor’s turn to look puzzled now. He 
took off his spectacles, and rubbed them with his handker- 
chief. Then he gazed at them again. Then he turned to 
the Warden. “Are they bound?" he enquired. 

“No, we aren’t," said Bruno, who thought himself quite 
able to answer this question. 

The Professor shook his head sadly. ‘Not even half' 
bound?" 

“Why would we be half-bound?" said Bruno. “Were 
not prisoners!" 

But the Professor had forgotten all about them by this 
time, and was speaking to the Warden again. You 11 be 
glad to hear,” he xvas saying, “that the Barometer’s begin- 
ning to mov c"" - ” 

“Well, which way?” said the Warden— adding to the 
children, “Not that / care, you know. Only he thinks it 
affects the weather. He’s a wonderfully clever man, you 
know. Sometimes he says things that only the Other Pro- 
fessor can understand. Sometimes he says things that no~ 
body can understand! Which svay is it, Professor? Up or 
down?” 

"Ndlhcrl" aid theProfasor. gently clapping his hands. 
"It’s going sidesvaj's— if I may so express myself. 

“And svhat kind of sveather does Mar produce?” said 
the Warden. “Listen childteni Now you'll hear some- 
thing worth knowing!" 



294 SYLVIE AND BRUNO 

“Honzontal weather,” said the Professor, and made 
straight for the door, very nearly trampling on Bruno, 
who had only just lime to get out of his way 
"Isn t he learned?” the Warden said, looking after him 
with admiring eyes “Positively he runs over with learn 
ingl” 

“But he needn’t run over mel ' said Bruno 
The Professor was back m a moment he had changed 
his dressing gown for a frock-coat, and had put on a pair 
of very strange looking boots, the tops of which were open 
umbrellas ‘ I thought you’d like to see them,’ he said 
"These are the boots for horizontal wcathcrl’ 

"But what’s the use of wearing umbrellas round one’s 
knees^ ’ 

‘ In ordinary ram," the Professor admitted, "they would 
not be of much use. But if ever ii rained honzontaUy, you 
know, they would be invaluable — simply invaluable!" 

' Take the Professor to the breakfast saloon, children,” 
said the Warden “And tell them not to wait for me I had 
breakfast early, as I ve some business to attend to " The 
children seized the Professor’s hands, as familiarly as if 
they had known him for years, and hurried him away I 
followed respectfully behind 


Chapter II ' 

L’Amic Inconnuc 

As wc entered the breakfast saloon, the Professor was say 
mg ‘ — and he had breakfast by himself, early so he beg- 
ged you wouldn’t wait for him, my Lady This way, my 
I^dy, he added, "this wayl ’ And then, with (as it seem 
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ed to me) most superfluous politeness, he flung open the 
door of my compartment, and ushered in " — a young and 
loveJy lady!” I muttered to mj'sclf'with some bitterness. 
“And this is, of course, the opening scene of Vol. I. S/ie is 
the Heroine. And 7 am one of those subordinate charac- 
ters that only turn up when needed for the development 
of her destiny, and whose final appearance is outside the 
church, waiting to greet the Happy Pair!” 

"Yes, my lady, change at Fayficld," were the next words 
I heard (oh that too obsequious Guardi), “next station 
but one.” And the door closed, and the lady settled dotvn 
into her corner, and the monotonous throb 'of the engine 
(making one feel as if the train were some gigantic mon- 
ster, whose very circulation wc could feel) proclaimed 
that wc \vere once more speeding on our way. “The lady 
had a perfectly formed nose,” I caught myself saying to 

myself, “hazel eyes, and lips ” and here it occurred to 

me that to see, for myself, what “the lady” n-as really Jlk^ 
would be more satisfactory than much speculation. 

I looked round cautiously, and— was entirely disap- 
pointed of my hope. The veil, which shrouded her whole 
face, was too thick for me to sec more than the gllncr of 
bright eyes and the hazy outline of what might be a love- 
ly oval face, bur might also, unfonunarely, be an equally 
t/nlovcly one. I closed my eyes again, saying to myself 
“—couldn’t have a better chance for an experiment in 
Tcicpathyl I’ll thinl{_ out her face, and afterwards test the 
portrait with the original." 

At first, no result at all crowned my edons, though I 
“divided my swift mind,” now hither, now thither, in a 
v\'ay that I felt sure would have made /Eneas green with 
envy: but the dimly-seen oval remained as provokingly 
blank as ever — a mere Ellipse, as if in some mathematical 
diagram, tviihout cs'cn the Foci that might be made to do 
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duty as a nose and a mouth Gradually, however, the con- 
viction came upon me that 1 could, by a certain concentra- 
tion of thought, thtn!^ the vat away, and so get a glimnsc 
of the mysterious face — as to which the two questions, "is 
she prett) and "is she plain^”, still hung suspended, in 
my mind, in beautiful equipoise 
Success was partial — and fitful — still there was a result, 
ever and anon, the %cil seemed to vanish, m a sudden flash 
of light but, before I could fully realise the face, all was 
dark again In each such glimpse, the face seemed to grow 
more childish and more innocent and, when I had at last 
thought the veil entirely aivay, it uas, unmistakcably, the 
sweet face of little Sylvie! 

"So, cither I’ve been dreaming about Sylvie,” I said to 
myself, "and this is the reality Or else I’ve really been 
with Sylvie, and this 1 $ a dream! Is Life itself a dream, 1 
wonder^” 

To occupy the time, I got out the letter which had 
caused me to take this suddeo railway journey from my 
London home down to a strange fishing town on the 
North coast, and read it over again — 

‘Dear old Frievd, 

' / m sure ts tinll be as great a pleasure to me as tt can 
possibly be to you to meet once more after so many years 
and of course I shall be ready to give you all the benefit of 
such medical s\ill as 1 have only you l^now one mustn't 
violate professional etiquettel And you are already in the 
hands of a first rate London doctor, tinth whom it ivoald be 
utter affectation for me to pretend to compete (7 mal^e no 
doubt he ts right in saying the heart is affected all your 
symptoms point that way ) One thing, at any rate, 1 have al 
ready done m my doctonal capacity — secured you a bedroom 
on the ground floor so that you will not need to ascend the 
stairs a cii 

' I shall expect you by last tram on Fnday m accordance 
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with your letter: and, ull then. I shall say, in the words of 
the old song. ‘Oh for Friday niehtl Friday’s long a-comingV 
"Yours always, 

“Arthur Forester. 

"PS: Do you believe in Fate'?" 

This Postscript puzzled me sorely. “He is far too sens- 
ible a man,” I thought, “to have become a Fatalist. And 
yet what else can he mean by it?” And, as I folded up the 
letter and put it away, I inadvertently repeated the words 
aloud. “Do you believe in Fate?” 

The fair “Incognita” turned her head quickly at the 
sudden question. “No, I don’t!” she said with a smile. Do 
you?” 

“I — I didn’t mean to ask the question! I stammered, a 
little taken aback at having begun a conversation in so un 
conventional a fashion. 

The lady’s smile became a laugh— not a mocking laugh, 
but the laugh of a happy child who is perfeedy at her ease. 
"Didn’t you?” she said._“Then it was a case of what you 
Doctors call ‘unconscious cerebration’?" 

"I am no Doctor,” I replied. “Do 1 look so like one? Oi 
what makes you think it?” 

She pointed to the book I had been reading, which -ivas 
so lying that its title, “Diseases of the Heart,” was plainly 
visible. 

“One needn’t be a Doctor." I said, “to take an interest in 
medical books. There’s another class of readers, who are 

yet more deeply interested 

“You mean the Patients?" she interrupted, while a look 
of tender pity gave new sweetness to her face. But, with 
an evident wish to avoid a possibly painful topic, one 
needn’t be either, to take an interest in books of Science. 
Which contain the greatest amount of Science, do you 
think, the books, or the minds?” 
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I “Rather a profound question for a ladyl” I said to my- 
self, holding, with the conceit so natural to Man, that Wo- 
man’s intellect is essentially shallow And 1 considered a 
minute before replying “If you mean living minds, I 
don’t think it’s possible to dcadc There is so much ivTit- 
ten Science that no living person has ever read and there 
IS so much thought-out Saence that hasn’t yet been tvni' 
ten But, if you mean the whole human race, then I think 
the minds have it. everything, recorded m boo\s, must 
have once been in some mind, you know ” 

“Isn't that rather like one of the Rules in Algebra ?” my 
Lady enquired ( 'Algebra tool” 1 thought with increasing 
wonder ) “I mean, if we consider thoughts as factors, may 
wc not say that the Least Common Multiple of all the 
minds contains that of all the books, but not the other 
way^ ' 

“Certainly we mayl” I replied, delighted with the illus- 
tration “And what a grand thing it would be,” 1 went on 
dreamily, thinking aloud rather than talking, “if we could 
only apply that Rule to booksl You know, m finding the 
Least Common Multiple, we strike out a quantity wher- 
ever It occurs, except in the term where it is raised to its 
highest power So we should have to erase every recorded 
thought, except in the sentence uhere it is expressed with 
the greatest intensity ” 

My Lady laughed merrily 'Some books would be re 
duced to blank paper, I’m afraidl" she said 

‘ They would Most libraries svould be terribly dimin- 
ished in bii!\ But just think what they would gam in 
gtialtiyl ' 

“When will it be done?” she eagerly asked “If there’s 
any chance of it in my timci I think 1 11 leave off reading 
and wait for it!" 
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“Well, perhaps in another thousand years or so 
“Then there’s no use waiting!” said my Lady. Let s sit 
down. Uggug, my pet, come and sit by hie! 

“Anywhere but by me!" grosvlcd the Sub-Warden. 
“The little wretch always manages to upset his cof?ee! 

. I guessed at once (as perhaps the reader svill also have 
guessed, if, like myself, he is ifcry clever at drawing con- 
clusions) that my Lady was the Sub-Warden’s wife, and 
that Uggug (a hideous fat boy, about the same age as Syl- 
vie, with the expression of a prize-pig) was their son. Syl- 
vie and Bruno, \vith the Lord Chancellor, made up a party 
of seven. , 

“And you actually got a plunge-bath every mornmg. 
said the Sub-Warden, seemingly in continuation of a con- 
versation with the Professor. “Even at the little roadsidc- 
inns?” , ,. j . t 

“Oh, certainly, certainly!” the Professor replied wiA a 
smile on his joUy facc. “Allow me to explain. It is, in fact, 
a very simple problem in Hydrodynamics. (That means a 
combination of Water and Strength.) If we uke a plunge- 
bath, and a man of great strength (such os myself) about 
to plunge into it, sve have a perfect example of this science. 
I am bound to admit,” the Professor conunued, in a lower 
tone and with dovvncasl eyes, that we need a man o 
remarkable strength. He must be able to spring from the 
floor to about twice bis o%vn height, ^dually turnmg 
over as he rises, so as to come dosvn again head first. 

“Why, you need a flea,' not a mart!" e.xclaimed the Sub- 

Warden. _ . , , • j 

"Pardon mo,” said lit Professor. “This parucular kmd 
of bath is nor adapted for a Bea. Let ns suppose he con- 
tinued, folding his table-napkin into a graceful festoon, 
“that this represents svhat is perhaps lie necessity of this 
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Age — the Active Tourist’s Portable Bath You may des- 
cribe It briefly, if you like,” looking at the Chancellor, "by 
the letters A T. P B ” 

The Chancellor, much disconcerted at finding every 
body looking at him, could only murmur, in a shy whis 
per, “Precisely so'” 

"One great advantage of diis plunge bath,” continued 
the Professor, “is that it requires only half a gallon of wa- 
ter' ■’ 

“I don’t call it a plunge bath,’ His Sub Excellency re- 
marked, “unless your Active Tourist goes right under! ' 

“But he does go right under,” the old man gently re- 
plied “The A T hangs up the P B on a nail— He 
then empties the water jug into it — places the empty jug 
below the bag — leaps into the air — descends head first in- 
to the bag— the water rises round him to the top of the 
bag— and there you arc' ’ he triumphantly concluded 
"The A T IS as much under water as if he’d gone a mile 
or two down into the Atlantic!” 

“And hes drowned, let us say, m about four min- 
utes 

“By no meansl” the Professor answered with a proud 
smile “After about a minute, he quietly turns a tap at the 
lower end of the P B — ^all the water runs back into the 
jug — and there you arc again! ’ 

“But bow in the world is he to get out of the bag 
again?” 

' That. I take it,' said the Professor, ‘ is the most beauti 
ful part of the whole invention All the way up the P B , 
inside, arc loops for the thumbs, so u’s something like go- 
ing up stairs, only perhaps less comfortable, and, by the 
time the A T. has risen out of the bag, all but his head, 
he’s sure to topple over, one way or the other — the Law of 
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Gravity secures that. And there he is on the floor again! 
“A little bruised, perhaps?" 

"Well, yes, a little bruised; but having had his plunge- 
bath: xhzlHs xht gicstihivig” 

"Wonderful! It’s almost beyond belief!" murmured the 
Sub-Warden. The Professor took it as a compliment, and 
bow^ with a gratified smile. 

‘'Quite bejond beUefl" my Lady added-meanmg, no 
doubt, to be more complimeotar)' still. The Professor boss- 
ed, but he didn’t smile this time. 

“I can assure you," he said earnestly, “that, profidrj the 
bath wai made. I used it es-ery morning. I certainly or- 
dered it— Mol 1 am cleat about— my only doubt is, whe- 
ther the man ever fimshed ntaJang it. its difficult to re- 

member, after so many years 

At this moment the door, very slowly and crcakingly, 
began to open, and Sylvie and Bruno jumped up, and ran 
to meet the well-known footstep. 


Chapter III 

Birthday-Presents 

“It’s my btotheil" the Sub-Warden e.vclaimed, in a wain- 
ing svhispcr. “Speak out and be quick about it. 

The appeal was evidently addressed to the Lord Chan- 
cellor, who instantly replied, in a shriU monotone, like a 
little boy repealing the alphabet, "As I was remarking 

your Sub-Exccllcncy, this portentous movement 

“You began too soon!” the other interrupted, swrcclj 
able to restrain himself to a whisper, so great was s ex 
citemenL “He couldn’t have heard you. Begin agam. 
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“As I was remarking,” chanted the obedient Lord Chan- 
cellor, “this portentous movement has already assumed 
the dimensions o£ a Revolution!” 

‘And what arc the dimensions o£ a Revolution^" The 
voice was genial and mellow, and the face of the tall dig- 
nified old man, who had )ust cnt«cd the room, leading 
Sylvie by the hand, and with Bruno riding triumphantly 
on his shoulder, was too noble and gentle to have scared a 
less guilty man but the Lord Chancellor turned pale in- 
stantly, and could hardly articulate the words “The di- 
mensions — your— your High Excellency? 1— I— scarcely 
comprehcndl” 

‘ Well, the length, breadth, and thickness, if you like it 
better!" And the old man smiled, half-contcmptuously 
The Lord Chancellor recovered himself ivith a great 
effort, and pointed to the open window. “If your High 
Excellency will listen for a moment to the shouts of the ex- 
asperated populace—” (‘of the exasperated populacel” 
the Sub Warden repeated in a louder tone, as the Lord 
Chancellor, being m a state of abject terror, had dropped 
almost into a whisper) “ — you will understand what it is 
they want ” 

And at that moment there surged into the room a 
hoarse confused cry, m which the only clearly audible 
words were “Less — bread — More — taxes! The old man 
laughed heartily. “What in the world ” he xvas begin- 

ning but the Chancellor heard him not “Some mistake! ’ 
he muttered, hurrying to the window, from which he 
shortly returned with an air of relief ' Now listen! he ex- 
claimed, holding up his hand imprcssivclj. And now the 
words came quite disunctly, and with the regularity of the 
ticking of a clock, ‘ More— bread — Less — taxes! 

“More bread!" the Warden repeated in astonishment 
“Wh>, the new Government Bakery was opened only last 
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"my husband has been acting as Sub-Warden It is too 
long' It IS much toi> longl’* My Lady was a vast creature at 
all times but, when she frowned and folded her arms, as 
now, she looked more gigantic than ever, and made one 
try to fancy what a haystack would look like, if out of 
temper 

“He would distinguish himself as a Vice! ' my Lady 
proceeded, bemg far too stupid to sec the double meaning 
of her words "There has been no such Vice in Outland 
for many a long year, as he would be!” 

“What course would you suggest, Sister?” the Warden 
mildly enquired. 

My Lady stamped, which was undignified and snorted, 
which was ungraceful “This is no jesting matter!” she 
bellowed 

“I will consult my brother,” said the Warden "Bro- 
ther!" 

“ and seven makes a hundred and ninety four, which 

is sixteen and iivopencc,” the Sub Warden replied “Put 
down two and carry sixteen ” 

The Chancellor raised his hands and eyebrows, lost m 
admiration. ’'Such a man of business'” he murmured 
“Brother, could I have a word with you in my Study?” 
the Warden said in a louder tone The Sub Warden rose 
with alacrity, and the two left ihe room together 
My Lady turned to the Professor, ivho had uncovered 
the urn, and was taking us temperature with his pocket- 
thermometer “Profcssorl ’ shclregan, so loudly and sud 
dcnly that even kJggug, who had gone to sleep in his 
chair, left o2 snoring and opened one eye The Professor 
pocketed his thermometer in a moment, clasped his hands, 
and put hts head on one side with a meek smile 
“You w ere teaching my son before breakfast, I believe?” 
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my Lady loftily remarked. "I hope he strikes you as hav* 
ing talent?” 

‘‘Oh, very much so indeed, my Lady! the Professor 
hastily replied, unconsciously rubbing his ear, while some 
painful recollection seemed to cross his mind. 1 t^’as very 
forcibly struck by His Magnificence, I assure youl” 

“He is a charming boy!” my Lady exclaimed. Even 
his snores are more musical than those of other boysl 
If that were so, the Professor seemed to think, the snores 
of o/Aerboys must he something too awful to be endured*, 
but he was a cautious man, and he said nothing. 

“And he's so clever!” my Lady continued “No one swll 
enjoy your Lecture more-A>y the way, have you fixed t c 
time for it yet? You’ve never given one, you know: and it 
was promised years ago, before you 
“Yes, yes, my Lady, I know! Perhaps ne.xt Tue$day-or 
Tuesday week ” 

"That will do very well,” said my Lady, graciously. Of 
course you u-ill let the Other Professor lecture as wcU? 

“1 think nor. my Lady,” the Professor said wiA some 
hesitation. “You see, he alw-ays stands u-ith his back to the 
audience. It docs very well for reeiting: but for lectur- 
ing—^" 

“You ore quite right,” said my Lady. “And, now I come 
to think o£ it, there would hardly be time for mote thtm 
one Lecture. And it syill go oil all the better, if we begin 
with a Banquet, and a Fancy-dress Ball 
“It will indeed!” the Professor cried, with enthusiasm. 
"I shall come as a Grass-hopper." my Lady calmly pro- 
ceeded. “What shall you come as, Professor: 

The Professor smiled feebly. “I shall come as-as early 


as 1 can, my Ladyl” 

“You mustn’t come in 


before the doors arc opened,” 


said my Lady. 



3o6 SYLVIE AND BRUNO 

“I ca’n’t,” said the Professor. “Excuse me a moment As 

this IS Lady Sylvie’s birthday, I would like to ” and he 

rushed away 

Bruno began feeling m his pockets, looking more and 
more melancholy as he did so then he put his thumb m 
his mouth, and considered for a minute then he quiedy 
left the room 

He had hardly done so before the Professor was back 
again, quite out of breath “Wishing you many happy re- 
turns of the day, my dear child*” he went on, addressing 
the smiling little girl, who had run to meet him “Allow 
me to give you a birthday present It’s a second hand pin- 
cushion, my dear. And it only cost fourpcncc halfpenny!" 
•“Thank you, it’s very pretty!” And Sylvie rewarded the 
old man with a hearty kiss 

“And the pns they gave me for nothmgl’ the Professor 
added m high glee “Fifteen of em, and only one bent!” 

“1 11 make the bent one into a hook} ' said Sylvie ‘ To 
catch Bruno with, when he runs away from his lessons!” 

‘ You can’t guess what my present is!” said Uggug, ivho 
had taken the butter-dish from the table, and was stand* 
mg behind her, with a wicked leer on his face 
“No, 1 can’t guess,” Sylvie said without looking up She 
was still examining the Professor’s pincushion 
“It’s thisl cried the bad boy, cxuliingly, as he emptied 
the dish over her, and then, with a gnn of delight at his 
o\\ n cleverness, looked round for applause 
Sylvie coloured crimson, as she shook off the butter 
from her frock, but she kept her lips tight shut, and walk- 
ed away to the window, where she stood looking out and 
trying to recover her temper 
Uggug’s triumph was a very short one the Sub-War- 
den had returned, just in time to lie a witness of his dear 
child’s playfulness, and in another moment a skilfully- 
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applied box on the car had changed the grin of delight in- 
to a howl of pain. 

"My darling}” cried his mother, enfolding him in her 
fat arms. “Did they box his cars for nothing? A precious 
petl” 

‘It’s not for nothing!" growled the angry father. “Are 
you aware. Madam, that J pay the housc 4 >iIJs, out of a 
fixed annual sum? The loss of all that wasted butter falls 
on me! Do you hear, Ahtdaml” 

“Hold 5’our tongue, Sirl” My Lady spoke very quiedy 
— almost in a whisper. But there was something in her 
loo\ which silenced bun. “Don’t you see it was only a 
jo\e? And a very clever one, tool He only meant that he 
loved nobody but her! And, instead of being pleased with 
the compliment, the spiteful Unle thing has gone asvay in 
a huff!” 

The Sub-Warden was a very good hand at changing a 
subject. He walked actoss to the window, “hfy dear,” he 
said, “is that a pig that I see dowm below', rooting about 
among your flower-beds?” , 

“A pigl" shrieked my Lady, rushing madly to the win- 
dow, and almost pushing her husband out, in her anxiety 
to see for herself. “Whose pig is it? Hosv did it get in? 
Where’s that crazy Gardener gone?” 

At this moment Bruno re-entered the room, and passing 
Uggug (who svas blubbering his loudest, in the hope of 
attracting notice) as if he was quite used to that sort of 
thing, he ran up to Sylvie and thresv his arms round her. 

“I went to my toy-cupboard,” he said svith a very sorrow- 
ful face, “to see if there were someftn fit for a present for 
00! And there isn’t nnffin! They’s all broken, cs-cry one! 
And I haven’t got no money’ left, to buy 00 a birthday- 
present! And I ca ’n’t gis-coo nuffin but this!" {“This" was 
a very earnest hug and a kiss.) 
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“Oh, thank you, darling*" cried Sylvie. “I like your 
present best of all!” (Butnf so, why did she give it back so 
quickly?) 

His Sub Excellency turned and patted the iw o children 
on the head \\ ith his long lean hands "Go away, dears!” 
he said “There’s business to talk over" 

Sylvie and Bruno went away hand in hand* but, on 
reaching the door, SyKie came back again and went up to 
Uggug timidly “I don’t mind about the butter,” she said, 
“and I — I’m sorry he hurt you!" And she tried to shake 
hands with the little ruffian but kJggug only blubbered 
louder, and Nvouldn'i make friends Sylvie left the room 
with a sigh 

The Sub Warden glared angrily at lus weeping son 
“Leave the room, Sirrahl” he said, as loud as he dared. 
His wife was still leaning out of the window, and kept re 
peating "I ea'n t see that pigl Where ts n?” 

‘ It’s moved to the right—now it’s gone a little to the 
left,” said the Sub Warden but he had his back to the 
window, and was making signals to the Lord Chancellor, 
pointing to Uggug and the door, with many a cunning 
nod and wink 

The Chancellor caught lus meaning at last, and cross- 
ing the room, took that interesting child by the car — the 
next moment he and Uggug were out of the room, and 
the door shut behind them but not before one piercing 
yell had rung through the room, and reached the ears of 
the fond mother 

“What ts that hideous noise? ’ she fiercely asked, turn 
mg upon her startled husband 
“It’s some hyatna — or other,” replied tiie Sub Warden, 
looking vaguely up to the ccilmg, as if that was where 
they usually were to be found “Let us to business, my 
dear Here comes the Warden ” And he picked up from 
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feared that, stupid as she looked, she understood what she 
said this time, and was having a joke at his expense He 
might have spared himself all anxiety whatever acciden- 
tal meaning her tvords might have, she herself never 
meant anything at all 

“It IS all settled! ’ the Warden announced, wasting no 
time over preliminaries “The Sub-Wardcnship is abolish- 
ed, and my brother is appointed to act as Vice-Warden 
whenever I am absent So, as I am going abroad for a 
while, he will enter on his new duues at once ” 

“And there will really be a Vice after all?” my Lady 
enquired 

“I hope sol” the Warden smilingly replied 
My Lady looked much pleased, and tried to clap her 
hands but you might as well have knocked two feather- 
beds together, for any noise it made ' When my husband 
IS Vice," she said, * it will be the same as if \ve had a 
dred Vices!" 

"Hear, hear!” cried the Sub Warden 
“You seem to think it very remarkable," my Lady re- 
marked with some seventy, ‘that your w ife should speak 
the truth'” 

“No, not remarkable at all'” her husband anxiously ex- 
plained "Nothing is remarkable that you say, sweet one!” 

My Lady smiled approval of the sentiment, and went 
on ‘ And am I Vice-\Vardcncss?” 

“If you choose to use that title,’ said the Warden ‘but 
‘Your Excellency’ will be the proper style of address And 
I trust that both ‘Hts Excellency’ and 'Her Excellency’ 
will observe the Agreement I have drawn up The provi- 
sion I amtnorr anxious about is this ” He unrolled a large 
parchment scroll, and read aloud the words “ 'item, that 
we \viil be kind to the poor * The Chancellor worded it for 
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me,” he added, glancing at that great Functionary. I sup- 
pose, now, that word "item* has some deep legal mean- 
ing?” 

“Undoubtedly!” replied the Chancellor, as articulately 
as he could with a pen between his lips. He was nervously 
rolling and unrolling several other scrolls, and making 
room among them for the one the Warden had just hand- 
ed to him. “These are merely the rough copies, he ex- 
plained: “and, as soon as I have put in the final correc- 
tions — ” making a great commotion among the difi^ent 
parchments, “ — a semi-colon or two that I have acciden- 
taUy omitted—” here he darted about, pen in hand, from 
one part of the scroll to another, spreading sheets of blot^ 
Ung-paper over his corrections, “all will be ready for stgn- 

ing.”' 

“Should it not be read out, first?” my Lady enquired. 
“No need, no need!” the Sub-Warden and the Chan- 
eellor exclaimed at the same moment, with feverish cager- 
ness. 

“No need at all,” the Warden gendy assented. Tour 
husband and I have gone through it together. It providu 
that he shall exercise the full authority of Warden, and 
shall have the disposal of the annual revenue attached to 
the office, until my return, or, failmg that, until Bruno 
comes of age: and that he shaU then hand over, to myself 
or to Bruno as the case may be, the Wardenship, the un- 
spent revenue, and the contents of the Treasury, which are 
to be preserved, intact, under his guardianship. 

All this time the Sub-Warden was busy, with the Chan- 
ceUor’s help, shifting the papers from side to side, and 
pointing out to the Warden the place where be was to 
sign. He then signed it himself, and my Lady and the 

ChanceUor added their names as wmesscs. 

“Short partings are best,” said the Warden. All is ready 
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for my journey My children are waiting below to sec me 
off ” He gravely kissed iny Lady, shook hands with his 
brother and the Chancellor, and left the room 
The three waited in silence till the sound of wheels an 
nounced that the Warden was out of hearing then, to my 
surprise, they broke into peals of uncontrollable laughter 
“What a game, oh, what a game!” cried the Chancellor 
And he and the Vice Warden joined hands, and skipped 
wildly about the room My Lady was too dignified to skip, 
but she laughed like the neighing of a horse, and waved 
her handkerchief abo\c her head it svas clear to her very 
limited understanding that something very clever had 
been done, but what it ivat she had yet to learn 
"You said I should hear all about it when the Warden 
had gone,’ she remarked, as soon as she could make her 
self heard 

“And so you shall, Tabbyl ’ her husband graciously 
replied, as he removed the blotting paper, and showed the 
two parchments lying side by side ‘ This is the one he 
read but didn’t sign and this is the one he signed but did 
n’t read! You see it was all covered up, except the place for 
signing the names — ” 

“Yes, yesl ’ my Lady interrupted eagerly, and began 
comparing the two Agreements ‘ 'Item, that he shall ex 
crcisc the authority of Warden, in the Warden’s absence.’ 
Why, that’s been changed into ‘shall be absolute governor 
for life, with the title of Emperor, if elected to that office 
by the people ’ What! Are you Emperor, darling?” 

“Not yet, dear," the Vice Warden replied ' It uun’t do 
to let this paper be seen, just at present All in good time ’* 
My Lady nodded, and read on " ’Item, that wc u ill be 
kind to the poor ’ ^Vhy, that’s omitted altogether! 

‘ Course it isl" said her husband "Were not going to 
bother about the wrcichesl 
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"Good,” said my Lady, with emphasis, and read on 
again. “'Item, that the contents o£ the Treasury be pre- 
serN'cd intact.* \Vhy, that’s altered into ‘shall be at the ab- 
solute disposal of the \ncc-\Vardcn'I Well, Sibby, that 
wiu a clever tricki Ail the Jcsvcls, only think! May I go 
and put them on directly?” 

“Well, not /ust yet, Love)*,” her husband uneasily re- 
plied “You sec the public mind isn’t quite ripe for it yet. 
Wc must feel our way.. Of course we'll have the osach- 
and-four out, at once. And HI take the title of Emperor, 
as soon as wc can safely hold an Election. But they’ll hard- 
ly stand our using the Jewels, as long as they know the 
Warden’s alive. Wc must spread a report of his death. 
A little Conspiracy — 

“A Conspiracy!" cried the delighted bdy, clapping her 
hands. “Of all things, I do like a Conspiracy! It’s so iniex- 
estingl" 

The Vice-Warden and the Chancellor interchanged a 
wink or two. "Let her conspire to her heart’s content!’’ the 
cunning Chancellor whispered. “It’ll do no harm!” 

“And tthen will the Conspirac)— ’’ 

“Histl" her husband hastily interrupted her, as the door 
opened, and Sylvie and Bruno came in, with their arms 
twined lovingly round each other — Bruno sobbing con- 
vulsively, with his face hidden on his sister’s shoulder, and 
S)I%*ic more grave and quiet, but wuh tears streaming 
down her checks. 

".^^us{n’t crj' like that!" the Vice- Warden said sharply, 
but without any clTcci on the ssteping children. “Cheer 
'em up a bit!" he hinted to my Lady. 

“Calmer my Lady muttered to herself mth great do 
cision, crossing the room and opening a cupboard, from 
svhich she presently returned with two slices of plum<akc 
"Eat, and don't cr)'!" ssttc her short and simple orders; 



314 SYLVIE AND DRUNO 

and ihe poor children sat down side by side, but seemed in 

no mood for eating 

For the second time the door opened— or rather \sas 
hirst open, this time, as Uggug rushed violently into the 
room, shouting “that old Beggar’s come agaml" 

“He’s not to have any food — the Vice-Warden was be- 
ginning, but the Chancellor interrupted him “It’s all 
right,*’ he said, in a low voice* “the servants have their 
orders ” 

‘ He’s just under here,” said Uggug, who had gone to 
the window, and was looking dow n into llic court yard 
“Where, my darling^’’ said his fond mother, flinging 
her arms round the neck of the little monster. All of us 
(except Sylvie and Bruno, who took no notice of uhai 
was going on) followed her to the window. The old Beg- 
gar looked up at us with hungry eyes “Only a crust of 
bread your Highness!’ he pleaded He was a fine old 
man, but looked sadly ill and worn “A crust of bread is 
what I cravel" he repeated “A single crust and a little 
watcrl" 

“Here’s some water, drink thisl" Uggug bellowed, emp 
tying a jug of water over his head 

“Well done, my boy!” cried the Vice Warden “That’s 
the way to settle such folk!’’ 

“Clever boyl” the Wardcncss chimed in "Hasn't he 
good spirits?” 

“Take a suck to him!” shouted the Vice-Warden, as the 
old Beggar shook the water from his ragged cloak, and 
again gazed meekly upwards 

‘ Take a red hot poker to biml my Lady again chimed 
in 

Possibly there was no red hot poker handy but some 
sticks were forthcoming in a moment, and threatening 
faces surrounded the poor old wanderer, who waved them 



Chapter V 


A Beggar’s Palace 

That I had said something, in the act of waking, I fcif 
sure the hoarse stifled cry was still ringing in my ears, 
even if the startled look of my fellow tra\elcr had not 
been evidence enough but what could I possibly say by 
way of apology? 

“I hope I didn’t frighten you?” I stammered out at last. 
"I have no idea what I said I was dreaming” 

‘ You said 'IJggtig tndeedl ” the young lady replied, 
with quivering lips that wotdd curve themselves into a 
smile, m spite of all her efforts to look grave “At least — 
you didn’t say it— you shouted it* ’ 

“1 m very sorry,” was all 1 could say, feeling very peni- 
tent and helpless ' She has Sylvie’s eyes! ’ I thought to my 
self, half-doubting whether, even now, I were fairly 
awake ‘And that sweet look of innocent wonder is all 
Sylvie's, too But Sylvie hasn't got that calm resolute 
mouth — nor that far away look of dreamy sadness, like 
one that has had some deep sorrow, very long ago — And 
the thick-coming fanaes almost prevented my hearing the 
lady’s next words 

‘ If you had had a ‘Shilling Dreadful’ in your hand,’ she 
proceeded, * something about Ghosts — or Dynamite — or 
Midnight Murder — one could understand it those things 
aren l worth the shilling, unless they give one a Night 
mare But really — with only a medical treatise, you know 
— ’ and she glanced, with a pretty shrug of contempt, at 
the book over which I had fallen asleep 
Her friendliness, and utter unrc'erve, took me aback 
for a moment, yet there was no touch of forwardness, or 
boldness, about the child — for ct Jd, almost, she seemed to 
be I guessed her at scarcely over twenty — all was the m 
316 
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noccnt frankness of some angdic vyitant, new to the ways 
of earth and the conventionalisms — or, if you will, the bar- 
barisms — of Society. “Even so,” 1 mused, “will Sylvie look 
and speak, in another ten years.” 

“You don’t care for Ghosts, then,” I ventured to sug- 
gest, “unless they arc really terrifying?” 

“Quite so,” the lady assented. “The regular Railway- 
Ghosts— I mean the Ghosts of ordinary Railw'ay-literaturc 
—arc very poor affairs. I feel inclined to say, with Alexan- 
der Selkirk, ‘Their tameness is shirking to mc’l And they 
never do any Midnight Murders. They couldn t welter in 
gore,’ to save their lives!” 

“ ‘Weltering in gore’ is a very expressive phrase, cer- 
tainly. Can it be done in any fluid, I wonder? 

“I think not!’ the lady readily replied-quite as If she 
had thought it out, long ago. “It has to be something 
thick- For instance, you might welter in bread-sauce. 
That, being white, svould be more suitable for a Ghost, 
supposing it svished to welter!” , , a» 

“You have a real good terrifying Ghost in that book? 

I hinted. 

“How coiiU you guess?” she exclaimed with the most 
engaging frankness, and pbeed the volume in my hani. 
I opened it eagerly, with a not unpleasant thrill (like what 
a good ghost-story gives one) .it the “uncanny coinci- 
dence of my having so uncxpeaedly divined the subject of 
her studies. 

It was a book of Domestic Cookery, open at the article 
“Bread Sauce.” 

1 returned the book, looking. I suppose, a little blank, 
as the lady laughed merrily at my discomfiture. It s far 
more exciting than some of the modern ghosts, I assure 
you! Now there wus a Ghost last month— I don t mean 
a real Ghost in — in Supcrnaiure— hut in a Magazine. It 
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was a perfectly flavourless Ghost It wouldn't have fright- 
ened a mouse! It wasn’t a Ghost that one would even 
offer a chair tol" 

“Three score years and ten, baldness, and spectacles, 
have their advantages after all!” I said to myself “Instead 
of a bashful youth and maiden, gasping out monosyllables 
at awful intervals, here wc have an old man and a child, 
quite at their ease, talking as if they had known each 
other for years! Then you think," I continued aloud, “that 
we ought someumes to ask a Ghost to sit down? But 
have we any authority for it? In Shakespeare, for in- 
stance — there are plenty of ghosts Mere— -does Shake- 
speare ever give the stage-direction hands chatr to 
Ghost ? ‘ 

The lady looked puzzled and thoughtful fora moment* 
then she almost clapped her hands “Yes, yes, he does!" 
she cried “He makes Hamlet say 'Rest, rest, perturbed 
SptntI " 

"And that, I suppose, means an easy chair?” 

“An American rocking chair, I thml{-^' 

“Fayfield Junction, my Lady, change for Elvcstonl" 
the guard announced. Ringing open the door of the car- 
nage and wc soon found ourselves, with all our portable 
property around us, on the platform 
The accommodation, provided for passengers waiung 
at this Junction, was distinctly inadequate — a single 
wooden bench, apparently intended for three sitters only: 
and even this was already partially occupied by a very 
old man, in a smock frock, who sat, with rounded shoul- 
ders and drooping head, and \vith hands clasped on the 
top of his stick so as to make a sort of pillow for that 
wrinkled face with its look of patient weariness 
“Come, you be off!” the Station master roughly ac- 
costed the poor old man ‘ You be off, and make way for 
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your betters! This ^vay, my Lady!” he added in a'pcr- 
fecUy different tone, “If your Ladyship ^vill take a seat, 
the train be up in a few minutes.” The cringing 
servility of his manner was due, no doubt, to the address 
legible on the pile of luggage, which announced their 
owner to be “Lady Muriel Orme, passenger to Elveston, 
via Fayfield Junction.” 

As I watched the old man slowly rise to his feet, and 
hobble a fetv paces down the platform, the lines came 
to my lips: — 

’’From sacl^cloth couch the iIon\ arose. 

With toil his stiffen'd limbs he rear'd: 

A hundred years had ffung their snows 
On his thin loe^s and footing beards 
But the lady scarcely noticed the little incident. After 
one glance at the “banished man” who stood tremulously 
leaning on his stick, she turned to me. “This is not an 
American rocking-chair, by any means! Yet may I say,” 
slightly changing her place, so as to make room for me 
beside her, “may 1 say, in Hamlet’s words, ‘Rest, rest—’ " 
she broke off with a silvery laugh. 

“ ‘ — ^perturbed Spirit!’ ” 1 finished the sentence for her, 
“Yes, that describes a railway-traveler exactly! And here 
is an instance of it,” I added, as the tiny local train drew 
up alongside the platform, and the porters bustled about, 
opening carriage-doors— one of them helping the poor 
old man to hoist himself into a third<lass carriage, while 
another of them obsequiously conducted the lady and my- 
self into a first<lass. 

She paused, before following him, to watch the progress 
of the other passenger. "Poor old man!” she said. “How 
Weak and ill he looks! It was a shame to let him be 
turned away like that. I’m very sorry — ” At this moment 
it dawned on me that these words were not addressed to 
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me, but that she was unransaously thinking aloud. I 
moved away a few steps, and waned to follow her into 
the carnage, where 1 resumed the conversation 
“Shakespeare must have traveled by rail, if only in a 
dream ‘perturbed Spirit’ is such a happy phrase ” 
“‘Perturbed’ referring, no doubt," she rejoined, "to 
the sensational booklets, peculiar to the Rail If Steam has 
done nothing else, it has at least added a whole new 
Species to English Litcraturcl" 

“No doubt of It," I echoed “The true origin of all our 
medical books— and all our cookery books — ” 

“No, no!" she broke in merrily "I didn’t mean our 
Litcraturcl We are quite abnormal But the booklets — 
the little thrilling romances, where the Murder comes at 
page fifteen, and the Wedding at page forty— surely they 
are due to Steam^" 

“And when we travel by Elcctiicuy— if I may venture 
to develop your theory— we shall have leaflets instead of 
booklets, and the Murder and the Wedding will come on 
the same page " 

“A development worthy of Darwinl ’ the lady exclaim- 
ed enthusiastically “Only you reverse his theory Instead 
of developing a mouse into an elephant, you would de- 
velop an elephant into a mousel” But here we plunged 
into a tunnel, and I leaned back, and closed my eyes for 
a moment, trying to recall a few of the incidents of my 
recent dream. 

“I thought I saw — ” I murmured sleepily and then the 
phrase insisted on conjugating usclf, and ran into “you 
thought you saw — he thought he saw — " and then it sud- 
denly went off into a song — 

"He thought he sato an, 'Eh.^hjvxt,. 

That practised on a fife 
He looked agmn, and found it was 
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j A letter from his toife. 

'At len^h I nidise* he said, 

'The bitterness of Life ' ” 

And what a wiJd being it was who sang these wiW 
Vi’ordsl A Gardener he seemed to be — yet surely a mad 
one, by the way he brandished his rake — madder, by the 
way he broken ever and anon, into a frantc jig — maddest 
o! all, by the shriek in which he brought out the last 
wrds of the stanzal 

It t\'as so far a description of himself that he had the 
feet of an Elephant: but the rest of him was skin and 
bone: and the wsps of loose straw, that bristled all about 
.him, suggested that he had been originally stuffed with 
it, and that nearly all the stufRng had come out. 

Sylvie and Bruno waited patiently till the end of the 
first verse. Then Sylvie advanwd alone (Bruno having 
suddenly turned shy) and timidly introduced herself 
tvith the tvords "Plase, Vm SyhtaV' 

“And who’s that other thing?” said the Gardener. 

"What thing?” said Sylvie, looking round. "Oh, that’s 
Bruno. He’s my brother.” 

“Was he your brother yesterday?” the Gardener anx- 
iously enquired. 

“Course I were!” cried Bruno, who had gradually crept 
nearer, and didn't at all like being talked about without 
having his share in the conversation. 

“Ah, wclll” the Gardener said with a kind of groan. 
“Things change so, here. ^Vhcncvc^ I look again it’s sure 
to be something differemJ Yet I docs my duryl I gets up 
"■'rigglc-early at five — 

“If I \vas 00," said Bruno, "I wouldn’t UTigglc so early. 
It’s as bad as being a wormi” he added, in an undertone 
to Sylvie. 

“But you shouldn’t be lary In the morning, Bruno,” 
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said Sylvie “Remember, it’s the curly bird that picks up 

the worml ’ 

“It may, if it likes!” Bruno said with a slight yawn 
“I don’t like eating worms, one bit I always stop m bed 
till the early bird has picked them up!” 

“I wonder you’ve the face to tell me such fibs!” cried 
the Gardener 

To which Bruno wisely replied, “Oo don’t want a jace 
to tell fibs wiz — only a moiif ” 

Sylvie discreetly changed the subject “And did you 
plant all these flowers?” she said “What a lovely garden 
you've madel Do you know. I’d like to live here aUuays^" 
“In the winter nights—” the Gardener was beginning 
“But I’d nearly forgotten what we came about!" Sylvie 
interrupted ‘ Would you please let us through tnto the 
road^ There’s a poor old beggar just gone out— and he’s 
very hungry— and Bruno wants to give him his cake, 
you knowl’’ 

“It’s as much as my place is worth!” the Gardener mut- 
tered, taking a key from his pocket, and beginning to 
unlock a door m the garden wall 
"How much arc it ivurf^’’ Bruno innocently enquired 
But the Gardener only grinned “That’s a secret!” he 
said “Mind you come back quick!” he called after the 
children, as they passed out into the road I had just time 
to follow them, before he shut the door again 
We bullied down the road, and very soon caught sight 
of the old Beggar, about a quarter of a mile ahead of uS, 
and the children at once set off running to overtake him 
Lightly and swiftly they skimmed over the ground, and 
I could not in the least understand how it was I kept up 
■«YlVi ^V^wn sc. tasiVj Brea tint lanscAvcd pnWiem did TicA, 
worry me so much as at another ume it might have done, 
there were so many other things to attend to 
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• The old Beggar must have been very deaf, as he paid 
no attention whatever to Bruno's eager shouting, but 
trudged wearily on, never pausing until the child got in 
front of him and held up the slice of cake. The poor 
little fellow was quite out of breath, and could only utter 
the one word “Cake!"— not wilh iho gloomy decision 
with which Her ExceUency had so lately pronounced it, 
but with a sweet childish timidity, looking up into the old 
man's face with eyes that loved “ail things both great 
and small.” . 

The old man snatched it from him, and devoured it 
greedily, as some hungry wild beast might have done, 
but never a wxird of thanks did he give his little bene- 
factor— only growled “More, morel” and glared at the 
half-frightened children. 

“There is no more!’' Sylvie said tvhh tears in her eyes. 
“I'd eaten mine. It wzs a shame to let you be turned 
away like that. I'm very sorry—” 

I lost the rest of the sentence, for my mind had re- 
curred, with a great shock of surprise, to Lady Muri 
Ormc, who had $0 lately uttered these very 
Sylvie's— yes, and in Sylvie’s own voice, and wath Sylvies 


gentle pleading eyes! ,14 

“Follow mcl” were the next words I heard, as the old 
man waved his hand, with a dignified grace tlut ill 
suited his ragged dress, over a bush, that stood by the 
road side, which began instantly to sink into the earth. 
At another time I might have doubted the evidence of 
my eyes, or at least have felt some astonishment: but, in 
sMs strange scene, my whole being s«mcd absorbed in 
strong curiositv as to what would happen next. 

When the bush had sunk quite out of our sight, ma^e 
steps were seen, leading downwards into darkness. The 
old man led the way, and we eagerly follossed 
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The staircase was so dark, at first, that I could only just 
see the forms of the children, as, hand in hand, they 
groped their way down after their guide but it got 
lighter every moment, with a strange silvery brightness, 
that seemed to exist in the air, as there were no lamps 
visible, and, when at last we reached a level floor, the 
room, we found ourselves m, was almost as light as day. 
It was eight sided, hiving m each angle a slender pillar, 
round which silken draperies were twined The wall be- 
tween the pillars was entirely covered, to the height of six 
or seven feet, with creepers, from which hung quantities 
of npc fruit and of brilliant flowers, that almost hid the 
leaves In another place, perchance, I might have wonder 
ed to sec fruit and flowers growing together here, my 
chief wonder was that neither fruit nor flowers were such 
as I had ever seen before Higher up, each wall contained 
a circular window of coloured glass, and over all was an 
arched roof, that seemed to be spangled all over with 
jesvels 

With hardly less wonder, I turned this way and that, 
trying to make out how m the world we had come in* 
for there was no door and all the walls were thickly cov- 
ered with the lovely creepers 

‘ We arc safe here, my darlmgsl ’ said the old man, 
laying a hand on Sylvie’s shoulder, and bending down to 
kiss her Sylvie drew back hastily, with an offended air 
but in another momcm, with a glad cry of “Why, it’s 
Father! she had run into his arms 

“Father! Father! Bruno repeated and, while the 
happy children were being hugged and kissed, I could 
but rub my eyes and say "Where, then, are the rags gone 
to’ , for the old man svas now dressed m royal robes 
that glittered with jewels and gold embroidery, and wore 
a circlet of gold around his head 
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Chapter VI 


The Magic Locicct 


“Where are we, father?” Sylvie whispered, with her 
arms t^vined closely around the old man s neck, and with 
her rosy cheek lovingly pressed to his. 

“In Elfland, darling. It’s one of the provinces of Fairy- 
land.” 

' “But I thought Elfland was ever so far from Outland: 
and we’ve come such a tiny little w'ay! 

..“You came by the Royal Road, sweet one. Only those 
of royal blood can travel along it: but you’vehttn royal, 
ever since I was made King of Elfland— that’s nearly a 
month ago. They sent two ambassadors, to 
that their invitation to me, to be their new King, should 
reach me. One was a Prince; so he was able to come by 
the Royal Road, and to come invisibly to all but me: the 
other was a Baron; so he had to come by the common 
road, and I dare say he hasn’t even arrived yet. 

“Then how far have we come?” Sylvie enquired. 

“Just a thousand miles, sweet one, since the Gardener 
unlocked that door for you.” 

“A thousand miles!” Bruno repeated. "And may I cat 
one?” 

“Eat a jnile, little rogue?” 

“No,” said Bruno. “I mean may I cat one of that 


fruits?” - , 

“Yes, child,” said the faihcr:/‘and then you 11 find out 
what PUamrr is likt^lhc Pleasure we all seek so madly, 
and enjoy so mournfuUyl" . , , r • l 

Bruno ran eagerly to the wall, and picked a fruit that 
vvas shaped something like a banana, but had e co our 
of a strawberry. 
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He ate it with beaming looks, that became gradually 
more gloomy, and were very blank indeed by the time 
he had finished 

“It hasn’t got no taste at alll” he complained “I couldn’t 
feel nuffin m my mouf* It’s a — what’s that hard word, 
Sylvic^" 

“It was a Phltzz'' Sylvie gravely replied “Are they all 
like that, father^” 

“They’re all like that to you, darling, because you don’t 
belong to Elfland — yet But to me they arc real” 

Bruno looked puzzled ‘ I’ll try anuvver kind of fruits^” 
he said, and jumped down off the King’s knee “There s 
some lovely striped ones, just like a rainbow!” And off 
he ran 

Meanwhile the Fairy Kmg and Sylvie were talking to- 
gether, but in such low tones that I could not catch the 
words so I followed Bruno, who was picking and eating 
other kinds of fruit, m the vain hope of finding some 
that had a taste I tried to pick some myself—but it svas 
like grasping air, and 1 soon gave up the attempt and 
returned to Sylvie- 

“Look well at it, my darling,” the old man was saying, 
“and tell me how you like jt ” 

“It’s just lovely!' cried Sylvie, delightedly “Bruno, 
come and look) ’ And she held up, so that he might see 
the light through it, a heart shaped Locket, apparently cut 
out of a single jewel, of a rich blue colour, with a slender 
gold chain attached to it 

“It arc welly pretty,” Bruno more soberly remarked* 
and he began spelling out some words inscribed on it 
'All — will — ^lo>c — Sylvie,’ he made them out at last 
“And so they dews*** he cried, clasping his arms round 
her neck ’ loves SylvicI” 

“But tie love her best, don’t wc, Bruno?” said the old 
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King, as he took possession of the Locket. Now, Sylvie, 
look at thisr And he showed her, lying on the palm of 
hb hand, a Locket of a deep crimson colour, the same 
shape as the blue one, and, Ukc it, attached to a slender 
golden chain. 

“Lovelier and lovelier!” exclaimed Sylvie, clasping cr 
hands in ecstasy. “I-ook, Bruno!” 

“And there’s words on this one, too, said Bruno 


“Sylvie — will — love — all.” ^ 

- “Xow you see the difference,” said the old man: dif- 
ferent colours and different words. Choose one of them, 
darling. Til give you whichever you like best.” 

■ Sylvie whispered the words, several times over, with a 
thoughtful smile, and then made her decision. It s 
nice to be loved.” she said: “but it’s nicer to love other 
people! May I have the red one, Father.' 

The old man said nothing: but I could sec ha eyes fill 
with tears, as he bent his head and pressed his bps to her 
'forehead in a long loving kiss. Then he undid the chain, 
and showed her how to fasten It round her neck, and to 
hide it away under the edge of her frock. “It’s for you to 
l^eep, you know,” he said in a low voice, “n« for 
people to set. You’ll remember how to use itr 

“Yes, I'll remember,” said Sylvie. 

“And now, darlings, it's time for you to go back, or 
they’ll be missing you. and then that poor Gardener ml\ 


get into trouble!” . , 

Once more a feehng of wonder rose in my mind as to 
hosv in the svorld sve svere to gfl back apm-smee 1 
took it for granted that w'hererer the children went, I 
was to go-hut no shadow of doubt seemed to cross riere 
minds, as they hugged and kissed h.m, murmur, ng, over 
and over again. "Good-bje, darling Father! And then, 
suddenly and swiftly, the darkness of midmght seemed 
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to close m upon us, and through the darkness harshly 

rang a strange wild song: — 

"He thought he sau' a Bu0alo 
Upon the chimney piece 
lie looked again, and found it was 
lits Sisters Ilutbands Niece, 

‘Unless j oil teat e this house,' he said, 

‘I'll send for the Policel' “ 

“That was me^ ' he added, looking out at us, through 
the haU-opened door, as wc stood waiting in the road. 
“And that’s what I'd have done— as sure as potatoes aren’t 
radishes— d she hadn’t have tooken herself ofTI But I al- 
ways loves my paynnis like anything.” 

“Who are oor pay rtnts?" said Bruno 
“Them as pay rtnt for me, a course!” the Gardener 
replied “You can come m now, if you like” 

He 6ung the door open as he spoke, and we got out, 
a litdc dazzled and stupefied (at least / felt so) at the 
sudden transiuon from the half-darkness of the railway- 
carnage to the bnUianily-lighted platform of Elveston 
Station 

A footman, m a handsome livery, came forwards and 
respectfully touched his hat. “The carnage is here, my 
Lady,” he said, taking from her the wraps and small 
articles she was carrying and Lady Muriel, after shaking 
hands and bidding me “Good night'" with a pleasant 
smile, followed him 

It was with a somewhat blank and lonely feeling that 
1 betook myself to the van from which the luggage w’as 
being taken out and, after giving directions to have my 
boxes sent after me, 1 made my way on foot to Arthur’s 
lodgings, and soon lost my lonely feeling in the hearty 
welcome my old friend gave me, and the cozy warmth 
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and cheerful light of the Me sitting-room into which 
He led me. 

“Little, as you see, but quite enough forpus two. Now, 
take the easy<halr, old fellow, and let’s have another look 
at- you! Well, you do look a bit pulled down!” and he 
put on a solemn professional air. “I prescribe O^ne, 
quant, stiff. Social dissipation, fiant pilular qttam plurtmir: 
to be taken, feasting, three limes a day! ^ ^ 

“But, Doctor!” I remonstrated. “Society doesn’t ‘receive’ 
three times a day!” 

'•“That’s all yorrknow about it!” the young Doctor 
gaily replied. “At home, lavxm-tennis, 3 p~m. At home, 
kettledrum, 5 p.m. At home, music (Elveston do^a't give 

dinners), 8 P.M, Carriages at 10. There you arc! ^ 

■ It sounded very pleasant, I.svas obliged to admit. And 
I know some of the ladysockty already,” I added. “One 
of them came in the same carriage with me. 

‘ “What \V2S she like? Then perhaps 1 can idenufy her. 

“The name was Lady Muriel Orme. As to what she 
svas well, / thought her \ery beauuful. Do you 
know her?” , 

"Ycs-I do know her." And the grave Doctor coloured 
slighdy a! he added “Yes, I agree with you. She ir 
beautiful.” , . , 

' “/ quite lost my heart to her!” I nxnt on mischie^-ously. 
“We talked— ” , 

“Have some supper!” Arthur interrupted wa* an an 
of relief, as the maid entered with the tray. And he stead- 
ily resisted all my altempts to return to ihe subjea ot 
Lady Muriel until the evening had almost worn uscll 
away. Then, as sve sat gazing into the firii and ®nvc^- 
tion was lapsing into silence, he made a urn eon cs 

sion. , u - V 

“I hadn’t meant to tell you anything about her, he 
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Slid (mming no names* as if there uerc only one “she* 
n the world!) “till )ou hid seen more of her, and formed 
your own judgment of her* Imt somehow you surprised 
It out of me And I've not breathed i word of it to any 
one else Hut I can trust )ou with a secret, old friend! 
Yes* It's true of me, what I suppose you said m jest ” 

' In the merest jest, believe mcl“ 1 said earnestly “Why, 
man, I'm three times her age! But if she’s >onr choice, 
then I'm sure she's all that is good and—" 

“ — and sweet," Arthur went on, “and pure, and self' 
denying, and true lienrtcd, and—" he broke off hastily, as 
if he could not trust himself to say more on a subject 
so sacred and so precious Silence followed and I leaned 
hack drowsily m my casy-chair, filled with bright and 
beautiful imaginings of Arthur and his lady love, and of 
all the peace and happiness m store for them 
1 pictured them to myself walking together, hngenngly 
and lovingly, under arching trees, m a sweet garden of 
their own, and welcomed back by their faithful gardener, 
on their return from some brief excursion 
It seemed natural enough that the gardener should be 
filled with exuberant delight at the return of so gracious 
a master and mistress — ^and how strangely childlike they 
looked! I could have uken them for Sylvie and Bruno 
—less natural that he should show it by such wild dances, 
such crazy songsl 

"He thought he saw a 'Ratt\esna\e 
That questioned him in Gree\ 

He halted again and found it was 
"The Middle of Next Wee\ 

‘The one thing I regret ' he said, 

Ts that it cannot speakj “ 

—least natural of all that the Vice Warden and "my 
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Xady” should be standing dose beside jnc, discussing an 
open letter, which had just been handed to him by the 
Professor, who stood, meekly waiting, a few yards off. 

“If it w’ere not for those two brats,” I heard him mutter, 
glancing savagely at Sylvie and Bruno, who were courte- 
ously listening to the Gardener’s song, “there ^vouId be 
no difficulty whatever.” 

“Let’s hear that bit of the letter again,” said my Lady. 
'And the Vice-Warden read aloud: — 

— and we therefore entreat you graciously to accept 
the Kingship, to which you have been unanimously elect- 
ed by the Council of Elfland: and that you will allow 
your son Bruno — of whose goodness, cleverness, and 
beauty, reports have reached us— to be regarded as Heir- 
Apparent." 

“But what's the difficulty?” said my Lady. 

“Why, don’t you see? The Ambassador, that brought 
this, is wailing in the house: and he’s sure to see Sylvie 
and Bruno: and then, when he sees Uggug, and remem- 
bers all that about ‘goodness, cleverness, and beauty,’ why, 
he’s sure to—” 

“And where tvill you find a b«tcr boy than Uggug?" 
my Lady indignantly interrupted. “Or a wittier, or a 
lovelier?” 

To all of which the Vice-Warden simply replied “Don’t 
you be a great blethering goosci Our only chance is to 
keep those two brats out of sight. If you can manage that, 
you may leave the rest to mr./V/make him believe Uggug 
to be a model of cleverness and all that.” 

“Wc must change his name to Bruno, of course?" said 
my Lady, 

The Vice-Warden rubbed his chin. “Humph! NoJ” he 
said musingly. “Wouldn’t do. The boy's such an utter 
idiot, he’d never learn to answer to it.” 
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"hliot, indeed!” cried my Lady. “He’s no more an idiot 
than I ami” 

“You’re nght, my tlcar»” the Vjcc-Wardcn soothingly 
replied. “He isn’t, indccdr 

My Lady was appeased. “Let’s go in and receive the 
Ambassador,” she said, and bechoned to the Professor. 
"Which room is he waiting in?” she inquired. 

"In the Library, Madam.” 

“And w/iat did you say his name was^” said the Vice- 
Warden. 

The Professor referred to a card he held in his hand. 
"His Adiposity the-Baron Doppclgcist.” 

"Why does he come with such a funny name?" said 
my Lady. 

"He couldn’t well change it on the journey,” the Pro- 
fessor meekly replied, "because of the luggage.” 

“You go and receive him,” my Lady said to the Vice- 
Warden, “and rU attend to the ^ildren." 


Chapter VII 
The Baron’s Embassy 

I WAS following the Vice-Warden, but, on second 
thoughts, went after my l^ady, being curious to see how 
she would manage to keep the children out of sight. 

I found her holding Sylvie’s hand, and with her other 
hand stroking Bruno’s hair in a most tender and motherly 
fashion both children were looking bewildered and half- 
frightened. 

“My own darlings,” she was saying, “rvebecn planning 
a little treat for youl The Professor shall take you a long 
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\valk into the woods this bcaudful evening: and you' shall 
take a basket of food with you, and have a litdc picnic 
down by the river!” 

Bruno jumped, and clapped his hands. “That arc nice!” 
he cried. “Aren’t it, Sylvie.?” 

Sylvie, who hadn’t quite lost her surprised look, put up 
her mouth for a kiss. “Thank you very much,” she said 
earnesdy. 

My Lady turned her head away to conceal the broad 
grin of triumph that spread os'cr her vast face, like a 
ripple on a lake. “Little simpletons!” she muttered to her- 
self, as she marched up to the house. I followed her in. 

“Quite so, your Excellency,” the Baron was saying as 
we entered the Library. “All the infantry were under my 
command.” He turned, and was duly presented to my 
Lady. 

“A military hero?” said my Lady The fat Utde man 
simpered. “Well, yes,” he replied, modestly casdng down 
his eyes. “My ancestors tvere all famous for military 
genius." 

. My Lady smiled graciously. “It often runs in families," 
she remarked; “just as a Jove for pastry does.” 

The Baron looked slighUy offended, and the Vjcc- 
Wjrdcn discreetly changed the subject. “Dinner will 
soon be ready,” he said. "May I have the honour of con- 
ducting your Adiposity to the guest-chamber?" 

“Certainly, certainly!” the Baron eagerly assented. “It 
ivould never do to keep dinner avaitingl” And he almost 
trotted out of the room after the Vice-Warden. 

He v.'as back again so speedily that the Vice-Warden 
had barely time to explain to my Lady that her remark 
about "a love for pastry” was “unfortunate. You might 
have seen, with half an eye,” he added, "that that’s hit 
line. Military genius, indeedi Pooh!” 
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“Dinner ready yet^” the Baron enquired, as he hurried 
into the room 

“Will be in a few minutes,” the Vice-Warden replied. 
“Meanwhile, let’s take a turn in the garden You were 
telling me,” he continued, as the trio left the house, 
“something about a great battle in which you had the 
command of the infantry—” 

“True,” said the Baron “'fhe enemy, as I was saying, 
far outnumbered us but 1 marched my men right into 
the middle of — what's that?” the Military Hero exclaimed ' 
m agitated tones, drawing back behind the Vice-Warden, 
as a strange creature rushed wildly upon them, brandish 
mg a spade 

“It's only the Gardencrl” the Vice Warden replied m 
an encouraging tone “Quite harmless, 1 assure you Hark, 
he's smgmg* It’s his favorite amusement ’ 

And once more those shnil discordant tones rang 
out — 

'"He thought he saw a Banker’s Cler\ 

Descending from the bus 
He looked again, and found it was 
A Hippopotamus 

'If this should stay to dme,' he said, 

‘There wont be much for us!' ” 

Throwing away the spade, he broke into a frantic )ig, 
mapping his fingers, and repeating, again and again 

"There won't be muck for ttil 
There won't be much for us! ’ 

Once more the Baron looked slightly offended, but 
the Vice Warden hastily explained that the song had no 
allusion to hm, and in fact had no meaning at all ‘ You 
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didn’t mean anything by it, now did you?” He appealed 
to the Gardener, who had finished his song, and stood, 
balancing himself on one leg, and looking at them, with 
his mouth open. 

"I never means nothing,” said the Gardener: and Ug- 
gug luckily came up at the moment, and gave the con- 
versation a new, turn, 

“Allow me to present my son," said the Vice-Warden; 
adding, in a whisper, “one of the best and cleverest boys 
that ever lived! I'U contrive for you to sec some of his 
clc\’erness. He knot's everything that other boys don’t 
know; and in archery, in fishing, in painting, and in 
music, his skill is — but you shall )udge for yourself. You 
see that target over there? He shall shoot an arrow at it. 
Dear boy,” he t\’cnt on aloud, “his Adiposity would like 
to sec you shoot. Bring his Highness’ bow and arrotvsj” 

Uggug looked very sulky as he received the bow and 
arrow, and prepared to shoot. Just as the arrow left the 
bow, the Vice-Warden trod heavily on the toe of the 
Baron, who yelled with the pain. 

"Ten thousand pardons!" he exclaimed. "I stepped 
bjek in my e.xcicement. Seel It is a bull’s-eye!” 

The 'Baron gazed in astonishwent. “He held the bow 
so awkwardly, it seemed impossible!” he muttered. But 
there was no room for doubt: there ^ws the arrow, right 
in the centre of the buU’s-eyc! 

“The lake is close by,” continued the Vicc-Warden. 
“Bring his Highness’ fishing-rod!" And Uggug most un- 
willingly held the rod, and dangled the (ly over the water. 

“A beetle on your arm!” cri^ my Lady, pinching the 
poor Baron’s arm worse than if ten lobsters had seized 
it at once. "TJiat kind is -poisonous,” she explained. “But 
what a pity! You missed seeing the fish pulled out!” 
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An enormous dead cod fish was lying on the bank, with 
the hook in its mouth 

“I had always fancied,” the Baron faltered, “that cod 
were salt water fish?” 

‘ Not m this country,” said the Vice-Warden “Shall 
we go m? Ask my son some question on the way — any 
subject you likcl ’ And the sulky boy was violently shoved 
forwards to walk at the Baron’s side 
“Could your Highness tell me,” the Baron cautiously 
began, ‘ how much seven times nine would come to? ’ 
“Turn to the left* ’ cried the Vice Warden, hastily step- 
ping forwards to show the way — so hastily, that he ran 
against his unfortunate guest, who fell heavily on his 
face 

"So sorryl’ my Lady exclaimed, as she and her hus- 
band helped him to his feet again “My son was m the 
act of saying ‘sixty three* as you felll” 

The Baron said nothing he was covered with dust, 
and seemed much hurt, both m body and mind However, 
when they had got him into the house, and given him a 
good brushing, matters looked a little better 
Dinner was served in due course, and every fresh dish 
seemed to increase the good humour of the Baron but 
all efforts, to get him to express his opinion as to Uggug’s 
cleverness, were in vain, until that interesting youth had 
left the room, and \vas seen from the open window, 
prowling about the lawn with a little basket, which he 
was filling with frogs 

‘ So fond of Natural History as he is, dear boyl’ said 
the doting mother ' Now do tell us, Baron, what you 
think of him! ’ 

‘ To be perfectly candid, said the cautious Baron, “I 
would like a httle more evidence 1 think you mentioned 
his skill m — ” 
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. '“Music?” said the Vice-Warden. “Why, he's simply a 
prodigy! You shall hear him play the piano.” And he 
walked to the window. “Ug — mean my boy! Come in 
for a minute, and bring the music-master with you! To 
turn over the music for him,” he added as an explana- 
tion. I 

Uggug, having filled his basket with frogs, had no ob- 
jection to obey, and soon appeared in the room, followed 
by -a ficrce-looking liiile man, who -asked the Vice- 
Warden “Vot music vill you haf?” ' 

'The Sonata that His Highness plays so charmingly,” 
said the Vice-Warden. 

“His Highness haf not—” the music-master began, but 
was sharply stopped by the Vice-Warden. 

“Silence, Sirl Go and turn over the music for his High- 
ness. My dear," (to the Wardencss) “will you show him 
what to do? And meanwhile, Baron, I’ll just show you 
a most interesting map we have— of Outland, and Fairy- 
land, and that sort of thing.” 

By the time my Lady had returned, from explaining 
things to the music-master, the map had been hung up, 
and the Baron ^vas already much bewildered by the Vice- 
^Varden’s habit of pointing to one place while he shouted 
out the name of another. 

My Lady joining in, pointing out other places, and 
shouting other names, only made matters worse; and at 
last the Baron, in despair, took to pointing out places 
for himself, and feebly asked “Is that great yellow splotch 
Fairyland?" 

“Yes, that’s Fairyland,” said the Vice-Warden: "and 
you might as well give him a hint,” he muttered to my 
Lady, “about going back to-morrow. He cats like a shark! 

It would hardly do for me to mention iV' 

His wife caught the idea, and at once began giving 
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hints o£ the most subtle and delicate kind. “Just see what 
1 short way it is back to Fairyland! Why, i£ you started 
tomorrow morning, you’d get there m very little more 
than a week! ’ 


It took me 




The Baron looked incredulous 
month to come, ’ he said 

But u s ever so much shorter, going bac\, you know!’ 
1 he Baton looked appealingly to the Vice-Warden, 
Who chimed m readily "You can go back five times, m 
c ime It took you to come here once — if you start to- 
morrow morning!” ^ 

All this time the Sonata was pealing through the room 
he Baron could not help admitting to himself that it 
eing magnificently played but he tried in vam to 
g« a ghmpse of the youthful performer Every ume he 
y succeeded m catching sight of him, cither the 

DOintm 

him deafening 

mm with some new name 

the Wished a hasty good night, and left 

of tnumplT ^ hostess interchanged looks 

triv^fu the Vice Warden "Craftily con 

He h-y]f ^ means all that tramping on the stairs? 
halfopened the door, looked out, and added m a tone 
‘ ^ Barons boxes are being carried down! 

mv I lA all that rumbling of wheels cried 

Barn? ^ through the Window curtains ‘The 

At ’ she groaned 

looked >n the door opened a fat, furious face 

the wnrrt* hoarsc With passion, thundered out 

t Zr do^c^d ^gam" 

nd still the noble Sonata went pealing tlirough the 
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room: but it was Arthurs masterly touch that roused the 
echoes, and thrilled my very soul with the tender jnusic 
of the immortal “Sonata Pathetique”: and it was not till 
the last note had died aw’ay that the tired but happy 
traveler could bring himself to utter the words “good- 
night!” and to seek his much-needed pillow. 


Chapter VIII 
A Ride on a Lion 

The next day glided asvay, pleasantly enough, partly 
in settling myself in my new quarters, and partly in 
strolling round the neighbourhood under Arthur’s guid- 
ance, and trying to form a genera! idea of Elveston and 
its inhabitants. When five o’clock arrived, Arthur pro- 
posed-— tvithout any embarrassment this time — to take me 
with him up to “the Hall,” in order that I might make 
acquaintance with the Earl of Ainslic, who had taken it 
for the season, and renew acquaintance twth his daughter 
Lady Muriel. 

My first impressions of the gentle, dignified, and yet 
genial old man were entirely favourable: and the real 
satisfaction that showed itself on his daughter’s face, as 
she met me sviih the words “this is indeed an unlooked- 
for pleasure!”, was very soothing for whatever remains 
of personal vanity the failures and disappointments of 
many long years, and much buffeting with a rough world, 
had left in me. 

Yet I noted, and was glad to note, evidence of a far 
deeper feeling than mere friendly regard, in her meeting 
with Arthur — though this was, as I gathered, an almost 
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daily occurrence — and the con\crsation between them, in 
which the Earl and I were only occasional sharers, had 
an ease and a spontaneity rarely met with except between 
very old friends* and, as 1 knew that they had not known 
each other for a longer period than the summer which 
was now rounding into autumn, I felt certain that “Love,” 
and I-ovc alone, could explain the phenomenon 
“How convenient it would be,” Lady Muriel laughing- 
ly remarked, h propot of my having insisted on saving her 
the trouble of carrying a cup of tea across the room to 
the Earl, “if cups of tea had no weight at alll Then per- 
haps ladies would somctimetht permitted to carry them 
for short distances!" 

“One can easily imagine a situation,” said Arthur, 
“where things would necestanly have no weight, rela- 
tively to each other, though each would have its usual 
weight, looked at by itself.” 

“Some desperate paradox!” said the Earl "Tell us how 
It could be We shall never guess it” 

“Well, suppose this house, )ust as it is, placed a few 
billion miles above a planet, and with nothing else near 
enough to disturb it of course it falls to the planet^” 

The Earl nodded ' Of course — though it might take 
some centuries to do it ” 

“And is five-o’clock tea to be going on all the while?” 
said Lady Muriel 

“That, and other things,” said Arthur ‘ The inhabi- 
tants would live their lives, grow up and die, nnd still 
the house would be falling, falhng, falling! But now as to 
the relative weight of things Nothing can be heavy, you 
know, except by frying to fcill, and being prevented from 
doing so You all grant that?” 

We all granted that i 

“Well, now, if I take this book, and hold it out at 
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arm's length, of course 1 feel its weight. It is tr>'ing to fall, 
and I prevent it. And, if 1 let go, it falls to the floor. ButJ 
if we Were all falling together, it couldn't be trying to fall 
any quicker, j-ou know: for, if I let go, what more could 
it do than fall? And, as my hand ss-ould be falling too—* 
at the same rale— it would never leave it, for that would 
be to get ahead of it in the race. And it could never over- 
take the falling floorl" 

"I see it clearly," said Lady Muriel. “But it makes one 
dizzy to think of such things! How can jtju make us 
do it?" 

"There is a more curious idea yet," I ventured to say. 
“Suppose a cord fastened to the house, from below, and 
pulled down by some one on the planet. Then of course 
the hottfc goes faster than its natural rate of falling: but 
the furniture— with our noble selves— would go on falling 
at their old pace, and svould therefore be left behind." 

“Practically, we should rise to the .ceiling" said the 
Earl. “The ines'iiable result of which would be concus- 
sion of brain.” 

“To avoid that,” sat'd Arthur, “let us have the furniture 
fixed to the floor, and ourselves tied down to the furniture. 
Then the fivc-o’clock-tca could go on in peace.” 

“With one little drawbackl" Lady Muriel gaily inter- 
rupted. “We should. take the ctipr down with us: but 
what about the tea?” 

“I had forgotten the tea,” Arthur confessed. “That, no 
doubt, would rise to the ceiling — unless you chose to drink 
it on the way!” 

“^Vhich, I think, is quite nonsense enough for one 
while!” said the Earl. “What news docs this gentleman 
bring us from the great world of London?” 

This drew me into the oraversadon, which now took 
a more convendonal tone. After a whil^ Arthur gave the 
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Signal for our departure, and in the cool of the evening 
we strolled down to the beach, enjoying the silence, bro- 
ken only by the murmur of the sea and the far-away mu- 
sic of some fishermen’s song, almost as much as our late 
pleasant talk 

We sat down among the rocks, by a little pool, so rich 
in animal, ^cgctabIc, and zoophj'tic — or whatever is the 
right word — life, that I became entranced in the study of 
It, and, when Arthur proposed returning to our lodgings, 
I begged to be left there for a while, to watch and muse 
alone 

The fishermen's song grew ever nearer and dearer, as 
their boat stood m for the beach, and 1 would have gone 
down to see them land their cargo of fish, had not the 
microcosm at my feet stirred my curiosity yet more 
keenly 

One ancient crab, that was for ever shuffling frantically 
from side to side of the pool, had particularly fascinated 
me there was a vacancy m its stare, and an aimless viol 
ence in its behaviour, that irresistibly recalled the Gar 
dener who had befriended Sylvie and Bruno and, as I 
gazed, I caught the concluding notes of the tune of his 
crazy song 

The silence that followed was broken by the sweet voice 
of Sylvie “Would you please let us out into the road^’’ 

‘Whatl After that old beggar again?” the Gardener 
yelled, and began smging — 


"He thought he saw a Kangaroo 
Thai worked a coffee mill 
He loo\ed again, and found it was 
A Vegetable Pill 
"Were I to swallow this ‘ he said, 

7 should be very till ' 



A RIDE ON‘A LION 343 

“Wc don’t want him to s\vallow anything” Sylvie ex- 
plained. “He’s not hungry. But we want to sec him. So 
will you please — ” 

“Certainly!” the Gardener promptly replied. “I always 
please. Never displeases nobody. There you are!” And he 
flung the door open, and let us out upon the dusty high- 
road. 

Wc soon found our way to the bush, which had so 
mysteriously sunk into the ground: and here Sylvie drew 
the Magic Locket from its hiding-place, turned it over 
with a thoughtful air, and at last appealed to Bruno in a 
rather helpless svay. “What was it we had to do with it, 
Bruno? It’s all gone out of my head!” 

“Kiss it!" was Bruno’s invariable recipe in cases of 
doubt and difficulty. Sylvie kissed it, but no result fol- 
lowed. 

"Rub it the wrong way,” was Bruno’s next suggestion. 

"Which is the wrong way?” Sylvie most reasonably 
enquired. The obvious plan was to try both ways. 

Rubbing from left to right had no visible effect what 
ever. 

From right to left— “Oh, stop, Sylvie!" Bruno cried in 
sudden alarm. “Whatever is going to happen?” 

For a number of trees, on the ncighl>ouring hillside, 
were moving slowly upwards, in solemn procession: 
while a mild little brook, that had been rippling at our 
feet a moment before, began to sw'cll, and foam, and hiss, 
and bubble, in a truly alarming fashion. 

“Rub it some other way!” cried Bruno. “Try up-and- 
down! Quick!” 

It w’as a happy thought. Up-and-down did it: and the 
landscape, which had been showing signs of mental aber- 
ration in various directions, returned to its normal con- 
dition of sobriety— with the exception of a small yellow- 
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ish brown mouse, which continued to run wildly up and 

down the road, lashing its tail like a hide lion 

Let’s follow It,” said Sylvie and this also turned out 
a happy thought The mouse at once setded down into a 
businesslike jogtrot, with which we could easily keep 
pace The only phenomenon, that gave me any uneasi 
ness, was the rapid increase in the size of the httlc crea 
ture we were following, which became every moment 
more and more like a real lion 

Soon the transformauon was complete and a noble 
lion stood patiently waiting for us to come up with it 
No thought of fear seemed to occur to the children, who 
pa^tted and stroked it as if it had been a Shedahd pony 

Help me up*’ cried Bruno And in another moment 
Sylvie had lifted him upon the broad back of the gende 
beast, and seated herself behind him, pillion fashion 
Bruno took a good handful of mane m each hand, and 
made believe to guide this new kind of steed ‘ Gee up! ’ 
seemed quite sufficient by svay of verbal direction the 
lion at once broke into an easy canter, and we soon found 
ourselves in the depths of the forest I say "we^' for I am 
certain that/ accompanied them — though how I managed 
to keep up with a cantermg lion 1 am \vholly unable 
to explain But I was certainly one of the party when we 
«me upon an old beggar man cutting sticks, at whose 
ect^e lion made a profound obeisance, Syh ic and Bruno 
at the same moment dismounting, and leaping into the 
arms of their father 

From bad to worsci ' the old man said to himself, 
drea^ly, when the children had finished their rather con- 
^sed account of the Ambassador’s Msit, gathered no 
doubt from general repon, as they had not seen him 
themselves From bad to worsel That is their destiny I 
sec It, but I cannot alter it The selfishness of a mean and 
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crafty man~-the selfishness of an ambitious and silly 
Woman — the selfishness of a spiteful and loveless child — 
all tend one way, from bad to worscl And you, my darl- 
ings, must suffer it awhile, I fear. Yet, when things arc 
at their worst, you can come to me. I can do but little 
as yet — ” 

Gathering up a handful of dust and scattering it in 
the air, he slowly and solemnly pronounced some words 
that sounded like a charm, the children looking on in 
awe-struck silence 

“Let craft, ambition, spite, 

De quenched in Reason's ni^ht, 

TiH N‘caJ(ne/s turn to might. 

Till what tt dar!^ be light. 

Till what tt wrong be rightl" 

The cloud of dust spread itself out through the air, as 
if it were alive, forming curious shapes that were for 
ever changing into others. 

“It makes leitersl It makes words!" Bruno whispered, 
as he clung, half-frighicned, to Sylvie. "Only 1 ca'n't make 
them outi Read them, Sylvicl" 

“I’ll try," Sylvie gravely replied. “Wait a minute — if 
only I could sec that word — ” 

“I should be very ill!” a discordant voice yelled in our 
ears. 


"’Were I to swallow this,’ he said, 
’I should be xnry iUV " 



Chapter IX 

A Jester and a Bear 

Yes, we were m the garden once more: and, to escape 
that horrid discordant voice, we hurried indoors, and 
found ourselves in the library — Uggug blubbering, the 
Professor standing by with a bewildered air, and my 
Lady, with her arms clasped round her son’s neck, re- 
peating, over and over again, “and did they give him 
nasty lessons to learn? My own pretty pctl” 

“What’s all this noise about?” the Vice-Warden angrily 
enquired, as he strode into the room “And who put the 
hat stand here?” And he hung his hat up on Bruno, who 
was standing m the middle of the room, too much 
astonished by the sudden change of scene to make my 
attempt at removing it, though it came down to his 
shoulders, making him look something like a small 
candle with a large extinguisher _ovcr it 

The Professor mildly explained that His Highness had 
been graciously pleased to say he wouldn’t do his lessons 

‘ Do your lessons this instant, you young cubl” 
thundered the Vice Warden “And take thnl ' and a re- 
sounding box on the ear made the unfortunate Professor 
reel across the room 

“Save mel ’ {altered the poor old man, as he sank, half- 
fainting, at my Lady’s feet 

“Shave you? Of course I willl” my Lady replied, as she 
lifted him into a chair, and pinned an anti-macassar round 
his neck “Where’s the razor? 

The Vice Warden meanwhile had got hold of Uggug, 
and was belabouring him with his umbrella “Who left 
this loose nail in the floor?” he shouted “Hammer it m, 
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I say! Hammer k in!” Blow after blow fell on the tvrith- 
>ng Uggug, till he dropped howling to the floor. 

Then his father turned to the “shaving” scene which 
tras being chacted, and roared svith laughter. "Excuse 
dear, I ca’n’t help it!” he said as soon as he could speak. 
“You are such an utter donkeyl Kiss me, Tabby!” 

And he flung his arms round the neck of the terrified 
Professor, who raised a wild shriek, but whether he re- 
ceived the threatened kiss or not I w’as unable to see, as 
Bruno, who had by this time released himself from hii 
extinguisher, rushed headlong out of the room, followed 
by Sylvie; and I was so fearful of being left alone among 
all these crazy creatures that I hurried after them. 

“We must go to Fathcrl” Sylvie panted, as they ran 
down the garden. "I’m jure things arc at their worst! I’ll 
ask the Gardener to let us out agiin.” 

“But We ca’n’t wal\^ all the way!” Bruno whimpered. 
“How I tvijs we had a coach*and-four, like Uncle!” 

And, shrill and wild, rang through the air the familiar 
voice:— 


"He thought he sew a Coach-end-Four 
Thai stood beside his bed: 

He looked again, and found it was 
A Bear uithout a Head. 

"Poor thing," he said, 'poor silly thingl 
It's waiting to be fedl‘ ” 


“No, 1 ca’n’t let you out again!” he said, before the 
children could speak. "The \^ce-Warden gave it me, he 
did, for letting you out last time! So be off wth you!” 
And, turning away from them, he began digging franti- 
cally in the middle of a gravel-walk, singing, over and 
over again. 
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“ "Poor thing," he said, 'poor silly thtngl 
It’s waiting to be fedt ’ " 


but m a more musical tone than the shnll screech in 
which he had begun i 

The music grew fuller and richer at every moment* 
other manly voices joined in the refrain and soon I heard 
the heavy thud that told me the boat had touched the 
beach, and the harsh grating of the shingle as the men 
^^gged It up I roused myself, and, after lendmg them 
a hand in hauling up their boat, I lingered yet awhile to 
watch them disembark, a goodly assortment of the hard 
won “treasures of the deep ” 

When at last I reached our lodgings I was tired and 
sleepy, and glad enough to setde down again into the 
easy-chair, while Arthur hospitably went to his cupboard, 
to get me out some cake and wine, svithout which, he 
dedared, he could not, as a doctor, permit my going to 


And how that cupboard-door did creak* It surely could 
not be Arthur, who was opening and shutting it so often, 
moving so restlessly about, and muttering like the sold- 
oquy of a tragedy-queen! 

No, It was a female voice Also the figure — half hidden 
y me cupboard-door — ^was a female figure, massive, and 
m flowing robes Could u be the landlady? The door 
opened, and a strange man entered the room 

at ts that donkey doing?” he said to himself, paus- 
es* aghast, on the threshold 


The lady, thus rudely referred to, was h.s wife She 
had got one of the cupboards open, and stood ivith her 
back to him, smoothing down a sheet of brown paper 
on one of the shelves, and whispering to herself “So, sol 
Deitly done! Crafuly contrived! 
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Her loving husband stole behind her on tip-ioe, and 
tapped her on the head. “Bohl” he playfully shouted at 
her car. “Never tell me again I ca’n’t say ‘boh‘ to a goose!” 

'My Lady wrung her hands. “Discovered)” she groaned 
“Yet no — ^he is one of usl Rcvoal it not, oh Man I Let it 
bide its timcl" 

“Reveal ivhat not?” her husband testily replied, drag- 
ging out the sheet of brown paper. “What arc you hiding 
here, my Lady ? I insist upon knowingl” 

My l^dy cast down her eyes, and spoke in the littlcst 
of little voices. “Don’t make fun of it, Benjamin!” she 
pleaded. “It’s — It’s — don’t you understand? It’s a DtccERl” 

“And what’s that for?” sneered His Excellency. “WV’ve 
only got to make people he’s dead! We haven’t got 
to him! And made of tin, loo!” he snarled, con* 
t^ptuously bending the blade round his thumb. Now, 
Madam, you’ll be good enough to e.xplain. First, what 
do you'cdl me Benjamin for?” 

“It’s part of the Conspiracy, Love! One mutt have an 
alias, you know — ” 

“Oh, an alias, is it? Well! And next, what did you ^t 
this dagger for? Come, no evasions? You ca n t deceive 
me!” 

“I got it for — for — for — ” the detected Conspirator 
stammered, trying her best to put on the assassm-expres- 
sion that she had been practising at the looking-glass. 
“For — ” 

“For what, Madam!” 

“Well, for eightecnpence, if you mttst know, dearest! 
That’s what I got it for, on my — ■*’ 

“Now don’t say your Word and Honour'” groaned 
the other Conspirator. “Why, they aren’t worth half the 
money, put togccherl” 

“On my birthday,” my Lady concluded in a meek whis- 
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per "One must have a dagger, you know. It’s part of 

the—’ 

"Oh, don’t talk of Conspiraciesr' her husband savagely 
interrupted, as he tossed the dagger into the cupboard. 
“You know about as much how to manage a Conspiracy 
as if you were a chicken Why, the first thing is to gc^ 
a disguise. Now, just look at this!” 

And with pardonable pride he fitted on the cap and 
bells, and the rest of the Fool’s dress, and winked at her, 
and put his tongue in his check “Is that the sort of thing, 
now?” he demanded 

My Lady’s eyes flashed with all a Conspirator’s en- 
thusiasm "The very thing!” she exclaimed, clapping her 
hands "You do look, oh, such a perfect Fool!” 

The Fool smiled a doubtful smile He was not quite 
clear whether it was a compliment or not, to express it 
so plainly “You mean a Jester? Yes, that’s what I m 
tended And what do you think your disguise is to be?" 
And he proceeded to unfold the parcel, the lady watching 
him m rapture 

"Oh, how lovelyl” she cried, when at last the dress was 
unfolded “What a splendtd disguise! An Esquimaux 
peasant womanl” 

“An Esquimaux peasant, mdecdl" growled the other 
“Here, put it on, and look at yourself in the glass Why, 
It’s a Bear, ca’n’t you use your cyes^’ He checked him- 
self suddenly, as a harsh voice yelled through the room 

'He loo\ed again and found tt was 
A Bear without a Head!" 

But It was only the Gardener, singing under the open 
window The Vice Warden stole on tip toe to the wm 
^ow, and closed it noiselessly, before he ventured to go 
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on. “Yes, Lovey, a Bear: but not without a /lead, I hope! 
You’re the Bear, and me the Keeper. And if any one 
knows us, they’ll have sharp eyes, that's all!’’ 

“I shall have to praaisc the steps a bit,” my Lady said, 
looking out through the Bear’s mouth: “one ca’n’t help 
being rather human just at first, you know. And of course 
you’ll say, 'Come up, Bruin!’, won’t you?" 

“Yes, of course,” replied the Keeper, laying hold of the 
chain, that hung from the Bear’s collar, with one hand, 
while with the other he cracked a little whip. “Now go 
round the room in a sort of a dancing attitude. Very 
good, my dear, very good. Come up, Bruin! Come up, 
I sayl" 

He roared out the last words for the benefit of Uggug, 
was had just come into the room, and was now standing, 
with his hands spread out, and eyes and mouth wide 
open, the very picture of stupid amazement. “Oh, myl 
was all he could gasp out. 

The Keeper pretended to be adjusting the bear’s collar, 
which gave him an opportunity of whispering, unheard 
by Uggug, “my fault. I’m afraid! Quite forgot to fasten 
the door. Plot’s ruined if Ae finds it out! Keep it up a 
minute or two longer. Be savage!” Then, while seeming 
to pull it back with all his strength, he let it advance 
upon the scared boy; roy Lady, with admirable presence 
of mind, kept up what she no doubt intended for a 
savage growl, though it was more like the purring of a 
cat: and Uggug backed out of the room with such haste 
that he tripped over the mat, and was heard to fall heavily 
outside — an accident to which even his doting mother 
paid no heed, in the excitement of the moment. 

The Vice-Warden shut and bolted the door. “Off u’lth 
the disguises!” he panted. “There’s not a moment to lose. 
He’s sure to fetch the Professor, and we couldn’t take 
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him in, you knowl” And in another minute the disguises 
were stowed away m the cupboard, the door unbolted, 
and the two Conspirators sealed lovingly side-by-side on 
the sofa, earnestly discussing a book the Vice-W arden had 
hastily snatched off the table, which proved to be the 
City Directory of the capital of Outland. 

The door opened, very slowly and cautiously, and the 
Professor peeped in, Uggug’s stupid face being just visible 
behind him 

“It IS a beautiful arrangcmcntl” the Vice-Warden was 
saying with enthusiasm “You sec, my precious one, that 
there arc fifteen houses in Green Street, before you turn 
into West Street.” 

"Fifteen housesl Is it possible? ’ my Lady replied “I 
thought u was fourteen*” And, so intent were they on 
this interesting question, that neither of them even looked 
up till the Professor, leading Uggug by the hand, stood 
close before them 

My Lady was the first to notice their approach “Why, 
here’s the Professor!” she cxcbimcd m her blandest tones. 
“And my precious child too! Arc lessons over?" 

“A strange thing has happenedl” the Professor began 
in a trembling tone. “His Exalted Fatness” (this ivas one 
of Uggug’s many titles) “tells me he has just seen, in 
this very room, a Dancmg-Bcar and a Court-Jestcrl” 

The Vice Warden and his wife shook with ncll-actcd 
merriment. 

“Not in this room, darling!" said the fond mother. 
“We’ve been sitting here this hour or more, reading — ,” 
here she referred to the book lying on her lap, “ — reading 
the — the City-Dircctory ” 

“Let me feel your pube, my boy!" said the anxious 
father “Now put out your tongue. Ah, I thought sol 
He’s a hide feverish. Professor, and has had a bad dream 
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Put Him to bed at once, and pvc him a cooling draught.’ 

“I ain’t been drcamingl” his Exalted Fatness remon- 
strated, as^ihc Professor led him asvay. 

“Bad grammar, Sir!” his father remarked with some 
sternness. “Kindly attend to that little matter. Professor, 
as soon as you have corrected the feverishness. And, by 
the way, Profcssorl” (The Professor left his distinguished 
pupil standing at the door, and meekly returned.) “There 
is a rumour afloat, that the people wish to elect an — in 
point of fact, an — you understand that I mean an — ’’ 

“Not another Professor!" the poor old man exclaimed 
in horror. 

“No! Certainly not!” the Vice-Warden eagerly explain- 
ed. “Merely an Etftperor, you understand.” 

“An Emperor!" cried the astonished Professor, holding 
his head between his hands, as if he expected It to come 
to pieces with the shock. “What wll the Warden — " 

“Why, the Warden will most likely be the ne>v Em- 
perorl” my Lady explained. “Where could we find a 
better? Unless, perhaps — ” she gbneed at her husband. 

“Where, indeed!” the Professor fervently responded, 
quite failing to take the hint. 

The Vice-Warden resumed the thread of his discourse. 
“The reason I mentioned it. Professor, U’as to ask you to 
be so kind as to preside at the Election. You sec it would 
make the thing respectable — no suspicion of anything 
underhand — ” 

“I fear I ca’n’t, your Excellency!” the old man faltered. 
"What mil the Warden — ” 

“True, true!” the Vice-Warden interrupted. “Your posi- 
tion, as Court-Professor, makes it awk%vard, I admit. 
Well, well! Then the Election shall be held mthout you.” 

“Better so, than if it iverc held within meJ” the Pro- 
fessor murmured svith a bewildered air, as if he hardly 
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W what he was saying “Bed, I think your Highness 
u ^ coohng-draught? And he wandered dream 
ily back to where Uggug sulkily awaited him 

o owed them out of the room, and down the pas 
sage, the Professor murmuring to himself, all the time, 
as a Kind of aid to his feeble memory, “C, C, C, Couch, 
Cooling Draught. Correct Grammar, till, in turning a 
<»rner, e rnet Sylvie and Bruno, so suddenly that the 
^ U SO of his fat pupil, who instandy 


Chapter X 
The Other Professor 

gr^Mr.?. 

inuTn them ^ ■h' Prt>fessor asked, beam 

ever got from him” 

sai’d'?,lhT'irn° Gardener for us, Sylvie 

him’ into the hall ™"° 

'Th!/! «ff"„I!„d"o'us,'n„“";j° 

Lion were ra„e* me„) 8“"' ^he 

eaid“vU?nrx?„usTj^0“re4n'“'i’ 

is the Gardener If, ,„o„’ im«„am ’ “ " t 

animals confused together A^d " 

It in their eige h«fV. I ones very liable to do 

It in their case-bolh having raouihs. you know—" 
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‘Doos 00 always confuses two animals together?" 
Bruno asked. 

“Pretty often, I'm afraid,” d\c Professor candidly con- 
fessed. “Now, for instance^ there's the rabbit-hutch and 
the hall-dock." The Professor pointed them out. “One 
gets a little confused with them — both having doors, you 
know. Now, only yesterday — would you believe it? — I 
put some lettuces into the clock, and tried to wnd up 
the rabbit!” 

‘Did the rabbit go, after 00 wounded it up?" said 
Bruno. 

The Professor clasped his hands on the top of his head, 
and groaned. "Go? I should think it did go! Why, it’s 
gone! Aad where ever ids gaae fo— that’s what J cj’/tV 
find out! I've done my best — I’ve read all the article 
‘Rabbit’ in the great dictionary — Come ini” 

“Only the tailor, Sir, with your little bill,” said a meek 
voice outside the door. 

“Ah, well, I can soon settle hit business,” the Profes- 
sor said to the children, “if you’ll just wait a minute. How 
much is it, this year, my man?” The tailor had come in 
while he was speaking. 

“Well, it’s been a doubling so many years, )-ou see,” 
the tailor replied, a little gruffly, “and I think I'd like the 
money now. It’s two thousand pound, it isl” 

“Oh, that’s nothing!" the Professor carelessly remarked, 
feeling in his pocket, as if he always carried at least that 
amount about with him. "But svouldn’t you lilcc to wait 
just another year, and make it /oar thousand? Just think 
how rich you’d bel Why, you might be a fCiag, if you 
likcdl” 

“I don’t know as I’d care about being a Ahng,” the man 
said thoughtfully. “But it dew sound a powerful sight o’ 
money! Well, I think I’ll svail — " 
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“Of course you mill” said the Professor. "There’s good 
sense in you, I sec Good-day to you, my mani” 

Will you ever have to pay him that four thousand 
pounds? Sylvie asked as the door closed on the depart 
mg creditor 

^y child!" the Professor replied emphatically 
Hell go on doubling it, till he dies You sec it’s always 
worth while waiting another year, to get twice as much 
money! And now what would you like to do, my little 
friends? Shall I take you to seethe Other Professor? This 
would be an excellent opportunity for a visit, he said to 
himself, glanang at his watch ‘ he generally takes a short 
rest— of fourteen minutes and a half— about this time’ 

Bruno hastily went round to Sylvie, who was standing 
at the other side of the Professor, and put his hand into 
hers wed like to go," he said doubtfully “only 

please let s go all together It’s best to be on the safe side, 
00 know! 

‘ Why, you talk as if you ware SylmI e-idaimed the 


'I know I did,” Bruno replied very humbly "I quite 
fotgotted I wasn’t Sylvie Only I fought he might be 
rarver fierce! * ^ 

The Professor laughed a jolly laugh ’Oh, he’s quite 
tame he said ‘He never bites He’s only a htde— a little 
dreamy you know " He took hold of Bruno’s other hand, 
a u / down a long passage I had never 

there was anything remarkable 
in at was constantly coming on new rooms and pas 
sages in that mysterious Palace, and very seldom sue 
re^ed in finding the old ones again 
„.y,, of the passage the Professor stopped 

said, poinung to the solid wall 
We ca n t get in through ’ Bruno exclaimed 
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Sylvie said nothing, till she had carefully examined 
whether the wall opened any%vhcxe. Then she laughed 
merrily. “You’re playing us a trick, you dear old thing!” 
she said. “There’s no door here!” 

“There isn’t any door to the room,” said the Professor. 
“We shall have to climb in at the window.’’ 

So we went into the garden, and soon found the wn- 
dow of the Other Professor’s room. It was a ground-floor 
window, and stood invitingly open: the Professor first 
lifted the' two children in, and then he and I climbed in 
after them. 

The Other Professor was seated at a table, with a large 
book open before him, on which his forehead was rest- 
ing: he had clasped his arms round the book, and was 
snoring heavily. “He usually reads like that,” the Profes- 
sor remarked, “when the book’s very interesting: and then 
sometimes it’s very difficult to get him to attend!” 

This seemed to be one of the difficult times: the Pro- 
fessor lifted him up, once or twice, and shook him violent- 
ly: but he always returned to his book the moment he 
was let go of, and showed by his heavy breathing that 
the book ^vas as interesting as ever. 

“How dreamy he is!" the Professor exclaimed. “He 
must have got to,a very interesting part of the book!” And 
he rained quite a show’cr of thumps on the Other Pro- 
fessor’s back, shouting “Hoy! Hoy!" all the time. “Isn’t it 
wonilerjttl that he should be so dreamy?” he said to 
Bruno. 

“If he’s always as sleepy as that,” Bruno remarked, “a 
course he’s dreamy!” 

“But what are we to do?” said the Professor.” You sec 
he's quite %\T3ppcd up in the bookJ" 

“Suppose oo shuts the book?” Bruno suggested. 

■ "That’s it!” cried the delighted Professor. “Of course 
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that 11 do It!” And he shut up the book so quickly that 
he caught the Ocher Professor’s nose between the leaves, 
and gave it a severe pmch. 

The Other Professor instantly rose to his feet, and car- 
ried the book away to the end of the room, where he put 
It back in Its place in the book-case “I’ve been reading 
for eighteen hours and three-quarters,” he said, “and now 
I shall rest for fourteen minutes and a half Is the Lec- 
ture all ready?” 

Very nearly," the Professor humbly replied “I shall 
ask you to give me a hint or two— there will be a few 
little difficulties — ” 

^ And a Banquet, I think you said?” 

Oh, yes! The Banquet comes first, of course Pcoplt 
never enjoy Abstract Science, you know, when they're 
ravenous with hunger And then there’s the Fancy-Dress- 
Ball Oh, there’ll be lots of entertainment!” 

“Where will the Ball come m?" said the Other Pro- 
cessor 

I thin\ It had better a>me at the beginning of the 
Bar^uet— It brings people together so nicely, you know ” 

Yes, that s the right order First the Meeting then the 
ating then the Treating — for I’m sure any Lecture yoii 
pvc us will be a treat!” said the Other Professor, whd 
had been standing with his back to us all this time, oc 
cupymg himself in taking the books out, one by one, and 
turning them upside-down An easel, with a black board 
on It, stood near him and, every time that he turned a 
book upside-down, he made a mark on the board with a 
piece of chalk 

And as to the ‘Pig Tale’ — which you have so kindly 
promised to give us—” the Professor went on, thought 
u y rubbing his chm * I thmk that had better come ^ 
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the end o£ the Banquet: then people can listen to it 
quietly.” 

“Shall I sing k?” the Other Professor asked, svith a 
smile of delight, 

“If you «n,” the Professor replied, cautiously. 

“Let me try’," said the Other Professor, seating himself 
at the pianoforte. “For the sake of argument, let us as- 
sume that it begins on A flat." And he struck the note in 
question. “La, la, la! 1 think that’s svithin an octave of 
it." He struck the note again, and appealed to Bruno, 
who \vas standing at his side. “Did 1 sing it like that, my 
child?” 

"No, 00 didn’t,” Bruno replied with great decision. “It 
were more like a duck." 

“Single notes arc apt to have that effect,” the Ocher 
Professor said with a sigh. “Let me try a whole verse. 

There was a Pig. that sat alone. 

Betide a mined Pumg. 

By day and night he made his mean: 

It uvuld hat-e stirred a heart of stone 

To see him uTing his hoofs and groan. 

Because he could not jump. 

Would you call that a tunc. Professor?" he asked, when 
he had finished. 

The Professor considered a little. "Well," he said at 
last, “some of the notes arc the same as olhen— >and some 
arc difl’erent — but I should hardly call it a tttncT 

“Let me try it a bit by myself," said the Other Profes- 
sor. And he l)cgan touching the notes here and there, 
and humming to himself like an angry bluebottle. 

“How do y ou like his singing?" the Professor c'l the 
children in a low s-oicc. 
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^ It^ isn t very beautiful” Sylvie said, hesitatingly 
Its very extremely ugly!” Bruno said, without any 
hesitation at all 

„ extremes are bad,” the Professor said, very gravdy. 
For instance, Sobriety is a very good thing, when prac- 
tised tn moderation but even Sobriety, when carried to 
an extreme^ has its disadvantages ” 

What are its disadvantages? * was the question that 
mind — and, as usual, Bruno asked it for me 
What are its lizard bandages?” 

“Well, this IS one of them,” said the Professor “When a 
mans tipsy (thats one extreme, you know), he secs one 
thing or two But, when hc*s extremely sober (that’s the 
ot er extreme), he secs two things as one It’s equally in- 
convenient, whichever happens ” 

Syl^^^^ ‘inconvenient’ mean?” Bruno whispered to 

The difference between ‘convenient’ and ‘inconven- 
ient IS best explained by an example,” said the Other Pro- 
tessor, who had overheard the question "If you’ll just 
in ^ over any Poem that contains the two words — such 


The Professor put his hands over his cars, with a look of 
nismay^ 1« him begin a Poem;' he said to 

never docs! ' 

I c ever begin a Poem and not leave off again?” 
oylvic enquired 


Three umes,” said the Professor 
Bruno raised himself on uptoc, nil his lips were on a 
level with Sylvie’s ear “What became of them three 
* ui 'vhispcrcd “Is he saying them all nou ?” 
“T’lr* Sylvie. ‘ The Other Professor is speaking!” 

say it very quick,” murmured the Other Professor, 
wi owncast eyes, and melancholy voice, ^vhlch con- 
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trastcd oddly with his face, as he had forgotten to leave ofl 
smiling. (“At least it wasn’t esaedy a smile,” as Sylvie said 
afterwards: “it looked as if his mouth was made that 
shape.’’) 

“Go on then,” said the Professor. "WAat must be must 

ber 

“Remember that!’’ Sylvie whispered to Bruno. “It’s a 
very good rule for wheoev^ you hurt j’oursel/.” 

“And it’s a very good rule for whenever I make a 
noise," said the saucy little fellow. “So you remember if 
loo, Miss!” 

“Whatever do you mean?” said Sylvie, trying to frown, 
a thing she never managed particularly well. 

“Oftens and oftens,” said Bruno, “haven’t 00 told mt 
‘There mustn’t be so much noise, Bruno!’ when I’ve told- 
cd 00 ‘There must!’ Why, there isn’t no rules at all about 
‘There mustn’t’! But oo never belies'cs me!” 

“As if any one could belies'e you, you wicked wicked 
boy!” said Sylvie. The words were severe enough, but I 
am of opinion that, when you are really anxious to im- 
press a criminal wnih a sense of his guilt, you ought not to 
pronounce the sentence with your lips quite close to his 
check— since a kiss at the end of if. however accidental, 
weakens the cfTcct terribly. 


CftAPTER XI 
Peter and Paul 

“A s I was saying," the Other Professor resumed, "if youll 
;u 5 r ihhk <?» er any Poem, that ctmiMas the nords—such 
as 



362 SYLVIE AKD BRUNO 

‘Peter ts poor* said noble Paul, 

‘And I have always been his friend 
And, though my means to give are small. 

At least I can afford to lend 
How few, tn this cold age of greed. 

Do good, except on selfish groundsl 
But I can feel for Peters need 
And 1 WILL LEND HIM FIFTY POUNDS’ 


How great was Peter's joy to find 
His friend tn such a genial vetnl 
How cheerfully the bond he signed. 

To pay the money bac^ agatnl 
‘We afn't’ said Paul 'be too prease 
‘Tis best to fix the very day 
So, a {earned jnend i adtnee 
I ve made it Noon, the Fourth of May ' 

‘But this it Apnll’ Peter said 
‘The First of April at I thtn^ 

Five little weeh,t will soon be fled 
One scarcely will have time to win^t 
Give me a year to speculate — 

To buy and sell — to drive a trade — * 
Satd Paul ‘I cannot change the date 
On May the Fourth u must be paid ‘ 


‘Well wellt said Peter, with a sigh 
'Hand me the cash, and I tvtll go 
I ll form a JointStoe\ Company 
And turn an honest pound or to' 

I m grteied' satd Paul, 'to seem unwind 
The money shall of course be lent 
But for a It ee\ or ttt o / find 
It Hill not be eomement' 



3^3 


PETER AND PAUL 
So, by tvee\, poor Peter came \ 
And turned in heatriness away; 

For still the answer teas the same, 

7 cannot manage it to-day.' 

And now the April showers were dry — 
The five short wee\s were nearly spent — 
Yet still he got the old reply, 

'It is not quite eoni'enientV 

The Fourth arrived, and punctual Paul 
Came, with his legal friend, at noon, 

7 thought It best,’ said he, 'to call: 

One cannot settle things too soon' 

Poor Peter shuddered in despair: 

Hh fiowing lo<\s he wildly tore: 

And very soon hit yellow hair 
JVas ly'ng all about the floor. 

The legal friend was standing by. 

With sudden pUy half unmanned: 

The tear-drop trembled in kts eye. 

The signed agreement in his hand: 

But tvhen at length the legal soul 
Resumed its customary force, 

'The haw! he said, 'tve ea’n't control: 

Pay, or the Law must ta\e its courteV 

Said Paul 'How bitterly I rue 

That fatal morning when / called! 
Consider, Peter, what you do! 

You tvon’t be richer when you’re bald/ 
Thinly you, by rending atrls away. 

To ma\e your difficultiet less? 

Forbear this violence, / pray: 

You do but add to my distressV 



364 


SYLVIE AND BRUNO 
‘Not willingly would I inflict,’ 

Said Feter, 'an that noble heart 
One needless pang. Yet why so strict? 

Is this to act a friendly pan? 
However legal it may be 

To pay what never has been lent. 
This style of business seems to me 
Extremely inconvenientl 


'No Nobleness of soul have I, 

Li\e some that tn this 'Age are found! 
{Paul blushed in sheer humility. 

And cast his eyes upon the ground.) 
'This debt will simply swallow all, 

And make my life a life of woe!" 

'Nay, nay, my Peter!" answered Paul. 

'You must not rail on Fortune so^ 

'You have enough to eat and dnnk,: 

You are respected in the world. 

And at the barber's, as I think, 

You often get your tvhiskers curled. 
Though Nobleness you ca'n't attain — 

To any very great extent — 

The path of Honesty is plain, < 

However inconvenient!’ 

‘ 'Tts true,' said Peter, 'Vm alive', 

I keep my station m the world: 

Once in the wee\ I just fontnt'C ' 

To get my whiskers oiled and curled. 
But my assets are very low. 

My little income's overspent: 

To Oft cop'.iel. yott 

Is always ineonvenientV 



3 % 


PETER AND PAUL 
‘But pay your debts!' cried honest Paul. 

'My gentle Peter, pay your debts! 

M'hat matter if it stvallou’S all 
That you describe as your "assets" ? 

Already you're an hour behind: 

Yet Generosity is best. 

It pinches me — bitt neter mind! 

I WILL NOT CHARGE YOU /NTERESTP 

‘How good! How great!" poor Peter cried. 

"Yet I must sell my Sunday ttig — 

The scarf-pin that has been my pride — 

My grand piano— and my pig!’ 

Full soon his property too{^ wings: 

And daily, as each treasure went. 

He sighed to find the state of things 
Crow lest and lest convenient. 

Weel^s grew to months, and months so }ears: 

Peter was worn to i\in and bone: 

And once he eten said, ti'Uh tears, 

'Remember, Paul, that promised hoanV 
Said Paul 'I’ll lend }au. when / can. 

All the spare money / have got — 

Ah, Peter, you're a happy manl 
Yours is an enviable loti 

'I'm getting stout, as you may see: 

It is but seldom I am well: 

1 cannot feel my ancient glee' 

In listening to the dinnerdrelt: 

But you, you gambol liJ^r a boy. 

Your figure is so spare and light: 

The dinner-heirs a note of joy 
To such a healthy appetiteP 
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Sasd Peter 7 am tt ell ati are 
Mwe IS a stale of happiness 
And yet how gladly could / spare 
Some of the comforts I possessl 
What you call healthy appetite 
I feel as Hungers sat age tooth 
And, u hen no dinner is in sight. 

The dinner bell’s a sound of ruth! 

’No scare-crow would accept this coat 
Such boots as these you seldom see. 
Ah, Paul, a single fite pound note 
Would mal^e another man of me!’ 
Said Paul 'It fills me with surprise 
To hear you tal^ in such a tone 
I fear you scarcely realise 

The blessings that are all your own! 

'You're safe from being overfed 
You're sweetly picturesque in rags 
You neter hnow the aching head 
That comes along with money bags 
And you hate time to cultivate 
That best of qualities Content — 

For which you’ll find your present state 
Remarkably convenient!’ 


Said Peter 'Though I cannot sound 
The depths of such a man as you. 
Yet in your character lie found 
An inconsistency or two 
You seem to haie long years to spare 
When there's a promise to fulfil 
And yet how punctual you tvere 
In calling with that little bill! 
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"One ca’n't 6e too JeKberate" 

Said Paul, "in parting with one's pelf. 
With billf, as you eorrectly state. 

I’m punctuality itself. 

A man may surely claim his dues: 

Bat, when there’s money to be lent, 

A man must be aHowed to choose 
Such times as are convenientV 


It chanced one day, as Peter sat 
Gnawing a crust — hit usual meal — 

Paul bustled in to hac-e a chat. 

And grasped his hand with friendly zeal. 
7 ^neu’,’ said he, "your frugal ways: 

So, that I might not wound your pride 
By banging strangers tn to gase. 

I've left my legA fnend outside! 

"You well remember, / am sure. 

When first your wealth began to go, 

And people sneered at one to poor, 

I never used my Peter so! 

And when you'd lost your little all. 

And found yourself a thing despised, 

1 need not ash^ you to recall 
How tenJcAy / sympathised! 

"Then the advice I’ve poured on you. 

So full of wisdom and of wit: 

All given gratis, though ‘tis true 
I might have faiAy charged for it! 

But I refrain from mentioning 
Full many a deed / might relate — 

For boasting is a l^ind of thing 
That I parttcuiaAy hate 
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‘Ijow vast the total sum appears 
Of all the }{tndnesses I ve done. 

From Childhood's half forgotten years 
Down to that Loan of April One! 

That Fifty Pounds! You Uttle guessed 
How deep it drained my slender store 
But there’s a heart wtthm this breast, 

And 1 WILL LEND YOU FIFTY MORE!’ 

’Not so/ ivas Peiei’s mtld reply, 

Hu cheel^s all wet with grateful tears 
’No man recalls so well as I, 

You) services in bygone years 
And this new offer / admit. 

Is very very h^mdly meant— 

Still to avail myself of it 

Would not be quite convenient!’ 

“You’ll see m a moment what the difference is Wtween 
‘convenient’ and ‘inconvenient’ You quite understand it 
now, don’t you he added, looking kindly at Bruno, who 
was silting, at Sylvie’s side, on the floor 
“Yes,” said Bruno, very quietly Such a short speech was 
very unusual, for him but just then he seemed, i fancied, 
a little exhausted In fact, he climbed up into Sylvie’s lap 
as he spoke, and rested his head against her shoulder, 
“What a many verses it wasi” he whispered 
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A Musical Gardener 

The Other Professor regarded him with some anxiety. 
“The smaller animal ought to go to bed at once,” he said 
with an air of authority. 

“Why at once?" said the Professor. 

“Because he ca’n’t go at twice,” said the Other Pro- 
fessor. 

The Professor gently clapped his hands. “Isn't he won- 
derfiiU" he said to Sylvie. “Ndx>dy else could have 
thought of the reason, so quick. Why, of course he ca’n’t 
go at iwicel It would hurt him to be divided.” 

This rcmarl' woke up Bruno, suddenly and completely. 
“I don’t want to be divided" he said decisively. 

“It does very well on a diagram" said the Other Pro- 
fessor. “I could show it you in a minute, only the chalk’s a 
little blunt.” ' ‘ 

“Take care!” Sylvie anxiously exclaimed, as he began, 
rather clumsily, to point it. “You’ll cm your finger off, if 
you hold the knife so!” 

“If oo cuts it off, will oo give it to me, please?” Bruno 
thoughtfully added. 

“It’s like this,” said the Other Professor, hastily drawing 
a long line upon the black board, and marking the letters 
"B," at the t^vo ends, and "C" in the middle; “let me 
explain it to you. If AB were to be divided into two parts 
at C— ” 

“It would be drownded,” Bruno pronounced confi- 
dently. 

The Other Professor gasped, would be drown- 

ded?” 

3 ^ 
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“Why the bumble bec» of course!” said Bruno “And the 
two bits would sink down m the seal” 

H«e the PcoCessQc latccfcrcd, as the Other Professor 
was evidently too rnuch puzzled to go on with his dia- 
gram 

“When I said it would hurt htra» I was merely referring 
to the action of the nerves — ” 

The Other Professor brightened up m a moment “The 
action of the nerves,” he began eagerly, “is curiously slow 
in some people I had a friend, once, that if you burnt him 
with a red hot poker, it would take years and years before 
he felt It!” 

“And if you only pmched him?” queried Sylvie 
“Then it would take ever so much longer, of course In 
fact, I doubt if the man himself would ever feel it, at all* 
His grandchildren might” 

“I wouldn’t like to be the grandchild of a pinched 
grandfather, would you, Mister Sir^” Bruno whispered 
“It might come just when you wanted to be happy!” 

That would be awkward, I admitted, taking it quite as 
a matter of course that he had so suddenly caught sight of 
me “But don't you always want to be happy, Bruno? ’ 
“Not always,” Bruno said thoughtfully. “Someumes, 
when Vs too happy, 1 wants to be a little miserable Then 
I just tell Sylvie about it, oo know, and Sylvie sets me 
some lessons Then it’s all tight ’ 

“I’m sorry you don’t like lessons,’ I said “You should 
copy Sylvie Shes always as busy as the day is long* ’ 
“Well, so am IS ’ said Bruno 

“No, no!’ Sylvie corrected him "You're as busy as the 
day is short^ ’ 

‘Well, what’s the difference^” Bruno asked ‘Mister 
Sir, isn’t the day as short as it’s long^ I mean, isn’t it the 
fame length?” 
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iNevcr having considered the question in this light, I 
suggested that they had better ask the Professor; and they 
ran off in a moment to appeal to their old friend. The 
Professor left off polishing his spectacles to consider. *‘My 
dears,” he said after a minute, “the day is the same length 
as anything that is the same length as it." And he resumed 
his never-ending task of polishing. 

The children returned, slowly and thoughtfully, to re- 
port his answer, “hn’t he wise?” Sylvie asked in an awe- 
struck whisper. “If / was as wise as that, I should have a 
head-ache all day long. I l(now I shouldl” 

“You appear to be talking to somebody — that isn’t 
here," the Professor said, turning round to the children. 
“Who is it?” 

Bruno looked puzzled. “I never talks to nobody when 
he isn’t here!” he replied. “It isn't good manners. Oo 
should always wale till he comes, before do talks to him!” 

< The Professor looked anxiously in my direction, and 
seemed to look through and through me without seeing 
me. “Then who arc you talking to?” he said. "There isn’t 
anybody here, you know, except the Other Professor — and 
he isn’t here!” he added wildly, turning round and round 
like a teetotum. "Childrcnl Help to look for himl QuickI 
He’s got lost againl” 

The children were on their feel in a moment. 

‘ “Where shall we look ?” said Sylvie. 

“Anywhere!” shouted the excited Professor. "Only be 
quick about it!” And he began trotting round and round 
the room, lifting up the chairs, and shaking them. 

Bruno took a very small book out of the bookcase, 
opened it, and shook it in imiMtion of the Professor, “He 
isn’t here," he said. 

“He ca'nV be there, Brunol" Sylvie said indignantly. 
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“Course he ca’n’tl" said Bruno. “I should have shocked 
him out, »f hc‘d been in there!” 

“Has he cNcr been lost before?” Sylvie enquired, turn- 
ing up a corner o£ the hearth-rug, and peeping under it. 

"Once before,” said the Professor; “he once lost himself 
in a wood — 

“And couldn’t he find his-sclf again?” said Bruno. 
“Why didn’t he shout ^ He’d be sure to hear his-sclf, 
’cause he couldn’t be far off, oo know.” ^ 

“Let’s try shouting,” said the Professor. 

“What shall we shout?” said Sylvie. 

“On second thoughts, don't shout,” the Professor re- 
plied. “The Vice-Warden might hear you. He’s getting 
awfully strict!” 

This reminded the poor children of all the troubles, 
about which they had come to their old friend. Bruno sat 
down on the floor and began crying. “He tt so cruel!” he 
sobbed. “And he lets Uggug take away all my toys! And 
such horrid meals!” ‘ 

“What did you have for dinner to-day?” said the Pro- 
fessor. 

“A little piece of a dead crow,” was Bruno’s mournful 
reply. 

“He means rook-pic,” Sylvie explained. 

“It were a dead crow,” Bruno persisted. “And there 
were a apple pudding — ^and Uggug ate it all — ^and I got 
nuffin but a crust! And I asked for a orange — and— didn’t 
get itl” And the poor little fellow buried his face in Syl- 
vie’s lap, who kept gently stroking his hair, as she went 
on. “It’s all true, Professor dear! They do treat my darling 
Bruno very badly’ And they’re not kind to me either,” 
she added m a lower ton^ as if that were a thing of much 
less importance ' 

The Professor got out a large red silk handkerchief, and 
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wiped his eyes. “I wish I could help you, dear children!” 
he said, “But what can I do?” 

“We know the way to Fairyland — where Father’s gone 
— quite well,” said Sylvie; “if only the Gardener would let 
us out.” 

Won't he open the door for you?” said the Professor. 

“Not for Its” saidBylvic: ‘Ijut I'm sure he ss’ould for 
you. Do come and ask him. Professor dear!” 

“I’ll come this minute!” said the Professor. 

Bruno sat up and dried his eyes. ‘'Isn't he kind, Mister 
Sir?" 

“He is indeed" said I. But the Professor took no notice 
of my remark. He had put on a beautiful cap with a long 
tassel, and was selecting one of the Other Professor’s svalk- 
ing' sticks, from a stand in the corner of the room. "A 
thick stick in one’s hand makes people respectful,” he tvas 
wying to himself. “Come along, dear children!” And ■we 
all went out into the garden together. 

“I shall address him, first of all," the Professor c-tplained 
as %ve went along, “with a few pbyful remarks on the 
weather. 1 shall then question him about the Other Pro- 
fessor. This will have a double advantage. First, it will 
open the convcrsatio.i (you can’t even drink a bottle of 
wine without opening it first); and secondly, if he’s seen 
the Other Professor, wc shall find him that uniy: and, if he 
hasn’t, wc sha’n’t.” 

On our way, we passed the target, at which Uggug had 
been made to shoot during the Ambassador’s visit. 

“See!” said the Professor, pointing out a hole in the 
middle of the buIl’s-cyc. “His Imperial Fatness had only 
one shot at it; and he went in Just here!" 

Bruno carefully c-xamlncd the hole. “Couldn’t go in 
there" he whispered to me. "He arc loo fat!" 

Wc had no sort of difficulty in finding the Gardener. 
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Though he was hidden from us by some trees, that harsh 
voice of his served to direct us; and, as we drew nearer, 
the words of his song became more and more plainly 
audible — 


*'He thought he saw an Albatross 
That fluttered round the lamp 
He looked again, and found it uas 
A Penny Postage-Stamp 
*You’d best be getting home,’ he said 
’The mghtt are very dampi’” 

“Would It be afraid of catching cold?" said Bruno 
“If It got very damp," Sylvie suggested, “it might stick 
to something, you know" 

“And that somefin would have to go by the post, what 
ever it was'” Bruno eagerly exclaimed "Suppose it was a 
cowl Wouldn’t It be dreadful for the other things!” 

“And all these things happened to hint” said the Pro- 
fessor ‘ That’s what makes the song so interesting ” 

“He must have had a very curious bfe,” said Sylvie 
“You may say that!” the Professor heartily rejoined 
“Of course she mayl” cried Bruno 
By this time we had come up to the Gardener, who v. as 
standing on one leg, as usual, and busily employed m 
watering a bed of flowers with an empty watering<an 
It hasn t got no water in it!" Bruno explained to him, 
pulling his sleeve to attract his attenuon 

It s lighter to hold,” said the Gardener “A lot of water 
in It makes one s arms ache ” And he went on with his 
work, smgmg softly to himself 

The nights are very damp ! ' 

In digging things out of the ground — ^which you prob- 
ably do now and then,” the Professor begin in a loud 
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voice; “in making things into heaps — which no doubt 
you often do; and in kicking things about with one heel— 
which you seem never to leave off doing; have you ever 
happened to notice another Professor, something like me, 
but difTcrent?” 

“Ncvcrl'* shouted the Gardener, so loudly and violently 
that \vc all drew back in alarm. “There ain’t such a 
thing 1” 

“We will try a less c-xciiing topic,” the Professor mildly 
remarked to the children. “You were asking — ” 

“We asked him to let us through the garden-door,” said 
Sylvie: “but he wouldn’t: but perhaps he would for your 

The Professor put the request, very humbly and cour- 
teously. 

“I wouldn’t mind letting you out,” said the Gardener, 
“But I mustn’t open the door for children. D'you think 
I’d disobey the Rules? Not for one-ond-sixpcnccl" 

The Professor cautiously produced a couple of shillings. 

“That’ll do it!” the Gardener shouted, as he hurled the 
watering-can across the flowcr-bcd, and produced a hand- 
ful of keys — one large one, and a number of small ones. 

“But look here. Professor dear!” whispered Sylvie. “He 
needn’t open the door for us, at all. We can go out with 
you.” 

“True, dear childl” the Professor thankfully replied, as 
he replaced the coins in his pocket. “That saves two shill- 
ings!” And he took the children’s hands, that they might 
all go out together when the door %vas opened. This, how- 
ever, did not seem a very likely event, though the Garden- 
er patiently tried all the small keys, over and over again. 

- At last the Professor ventured on a gende suggestion. 
“Why not try the large one? I have often observed that a 
door unlocks much more nicely with its own key.” 

The very first trial of the large key proved a success; the 



37^ SYLVIE AND BRUNO 

Gardener opened the door, and held out his hand for the 

money 

The Professor shook his head “You are acting by Rule,” 
he explained, “m opening the door for me And now it’s 
open, we are going out by Riile~thc Rule of T hree ” 
The Gardener looked puzzled, and let us go out, but, 
as he locked the door behind us, we heard him singing 
thoughtfully to himself 

"He thought he saw a Garden Door 
That opened with a l(ey 
He lool(ed again, and found it was 
A Double Rule of Three 
‘And all Its mystery! he said, 

Ts flear as day to me^ " 

“I shall now return,” said the Professor, when we had 
walked a few yards “you see, it’s impossible to read here, 
for all my books arc m the house ” 

But the children still kept fast hold of his hands "Do 
come with us!” Sylvie entreated with tears in her eyes 
“Well, well!” said the good natured old man ‘ Perhaps 
ril come after you, some day soon But I must go back, 
now You sec I left off at a comma, and it’s so awkward 
not knowing how the sentence hnishcsl Besides, you’ve 
got to go through Dogland first, and I'm always a little 
nervous about dogs But it’ll be quite easy to come, as soon 
as 1 VC completed my new invenuon — for carrying one’s* 
relf, you know It wants just a little more working out.” 

“Won’t that be very tiring, to carry yourself? ’ Sylvie 
enquired 

Well, no, my child You sec, whatever fatigue one in- 
curs by carrying, one saves by betng earned! Good bye 
dears! Good-bye, Sir!” he added to my intense surprise, 
giving my hand an aficettonate squeeze. 
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“Good-bye Professor!” I replied: but my voice sounded 
strange and far away, and the children took not the slight- 
est notice of our farewell. Evidently they neither saw me 
nor heard me, as, with their arms lovingly twined round 
each other, they marched boldly on. 


Chapter XHI 
A Visit to Dogland 

“There’s a house, away there to the left,” said Sylvie 
after we had walked what seemed to me about fifty miles. 
“Let’s go and ask for a night’s lodging.” 

"It looks a very comfabic house," Bruno said, as we 
turned into the road leading up to it. “I doos hope the 
Dogs will be kind to us, 1 w $0 tired and hungryl" 

A Mastiff, dressed in a scarlet collar, and carrying a 
musket, was pacing up and down, like a sentinel, in front 
of the entrance. He started, on catching sight of the chil- 
dren, and came forwards to meet them, keeping his mus- 
ket pointed straight at Bruno, who stood quite still, 
though he turned pale and kept light hold of Sylvie’s 
hand, while the Sentinel walked solemnly round and 
round them, and looked at them from all points of view. 

“Oobooh, hooh boohooyahl” He yowled at last. “Woo- 
bah yaliwah oobooh! Bow wahbah woobooyah? Bow 
wow?” he asked Bruno, severely. 

' Of course Bruno understood all this, easily enough. All 
Fairies understand Doggee — that is. Dog-language. But, 
as you may find it a little difficult, just at first, I had bet- 
ter put it into English for you. “Humans, I verily believe! 
'A couple of stray Humans! What Dog do you belong to? 
What do you want?” 
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* Wc don’t belong to a Dog! ’ Bruno began, m Doggcc. 
("Peoples n««rr belongs to Dogs!" he whispered to S>1 

MC ) 

But SyKic hastily checked him, for fear of hurung the 
MastifTs feelings ‘Please, wc want a little food, and a 
night s lodging— if there s room in the house,’ she added 
timidly Sjlvie spoke Doggcc very prettily but I think it’s 
almost better, for you, to give the conversation in Eng 
lish 

‘ The haute, indcetl! ' growled the Sentinel ‘ Have you 
neser seen a Palace in your life? Come along with me! 
His Majesty must settle wliat’s to be done with you ” 
Tlicy follow cd liim through the entrance hall downs 
long passage, and into a mignificcni Saloon, around 
which were grouped dogs of all sons and sires. Twt) 
splendid Blood hounds were solemnly sitting up, one on 
each side of the crown-bearer Two or three Bull-dogs-' 
whom I guessexl to be the Body-Guard of the King— were 
wailing in grim silence m fact the only % oiccs at all plain* 
ly audible w ere those of two little docs w ho hail mounted 
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. Before doing this, the Sentinel turned to the children, 
and said “Give me your names." 

“We’d rather not!” Bruno exclaimed, pulling Sylvie 
ats’ay from the door. “We want them ourselves. Come 
back, Sylvie! Come quick!" 

“Nonsense!” said Sylvie very decidedly: and gave their 
names in Doggee. 

Then the Sentinel scratched violently at the door, and 
gave a yell that made Bruno shiver from head to foot. 

“Hooyah wahl" said a deep voice inside. (That’s Dog- 
gee for “Come in!”) 

“It’s the King himself!” the Mastiff whispered in an 
awestruck tone, “Take off your tvigs, and lay them hum- 
bly at his paws.” (What tve should call “at his jeet.") 

Sylvie was just going to explain, very politely, that real- 
ly they couldn’t perform that ceremony, because their 
tvjgs Vitjuldn’i come off, when the door of the Royal Ken- 
nel opened, and an enormous Newfoundland Dog put 
his head out. “Bow wow?” was his first question. 

‘‘When His Majesty speaks to you,” the Sentinel hastily 
whispered to Bruno, “you should prick up your earsl” 

, Bruno looked doubtfully at Sylvie. 'Td rather not, 
please,” he said. “It would hurt,” 

“It doesn’t hurt a bit!” the Sentinel said with some in- 
dignation. “Look! It’s like this!” And he pricked up his 
cars like two railway signals. 

Sylvie gently expbined matters. “I’m afraid we ca’n’t 
manage it," she said in a low voice. “I’m very sorry: but 
our cars haven’t got the right—” she wanted to say “ma- 
chinery” in Doggee: but she had forgotten the word, and 
could only think of “sccam-enginc.” 

The Sentinel repeated Sylw’s explanation to the King. 

; “Can’t prick up their cars without a steam-engine!” His 
Majesty exclaimed. “They must be curious creatures! I 
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must have a lo6k at them!" And he came out of his Ken- 
nel, and walked solemnly up to the children. 

What \vds the amazement — not to say the horror— of 
the whole assembly, when Sylvie actually patted Hit Ma- 
jesty on the head, while Bruno seized his long cars and 
pretended to tie them together under hts chin! 

The Sentinel groaned aloud: a beautiful Greyhound— 
who appeared to be one of the Ladies in Waiting — fainted 
away: and all the other Courtiers hastily drew back, and 
left plenty of room for the huge Newfoundland to spring 
upon the audacious strangers, and tear them limb from 
hmh. ' ' 

r Only — he didn’t. On the contrary his Majesty actually 
smiled — so far as a Dog can smile — and (the otlicr Dogs 
couldn’t believe their eyes, but it was true, all the same) 
his Majesty wagged hit tail! 

“Yahl Hooh hahwooh!” (that is “Well! 1 neverl”) was 
the universal ‘cry, 

Hvs Majesty looked round him severely, and gave a 
slight growl, which produced instant silence. “Conduct 
my friends to the banqucting-halU" he said, laying such an 
emphasis on "my friends" that several of the dogs rolled 
over helplessly on their backs and began to lick Bruno s 
feet. 

A procession was formed, but I only ventured to follow 
as far as the door of the banqueting-haU, so furious was 
the uproai^ of barking dogs within. So I sat down by the 
King, who seemed to have gone to sleep, and waited till 
the children returned to say good-night, when His Ma- 
Jes'y got up and shook himself. ’ ■’ 

“Time for bedl" he said with a sleepy yawn. “The at- 
tendants 'will show you your room," hc'added, aside, to 
Sylvie and Bruno. “Bring lights*”'And, With a dignified 
air, he held out his paw for them to kiss 
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But the children were evidently not well practised in 
Court-manners. Sylvie simply stroked the great paw: 
Bruno hugged it: the Master of Ceremonies looked 
shocked. 

All this time Dog-waiters, in splendid livery, were run- 
ning up with lighted candles: but, as fast as they put them 
upon the table, other tvaiters ran a^vay with them, so that 
there never seemed to be one for me, though the Master 
kept nudging me with his elbow, and repeating “I ca’n’t 
let you sleep here! You’re not in bed, you know!” 

I made a great effort, and just succeeded in getting out 
the words “I kno\v I'm not. I’m in an arm-chair.” 

"Well, forty winks will do you no harm,” the Master 
said, and left me. I could scarcely hear his words: and no 
wnder: he was leaning over the side of a ship, that was 
miles away from the pier on -which I stood. The ship 
passed over the horizon, and I sank back into the arm- 
chair. 

The ne-xt thing I remember is that it was morning: 
breakfast was just over: Sylvie was lifting Bruno down 
from a high chair, and saying to a Spaniel, who was re- 
garding them with a most benevolent smile, “Yes, thank 
you, we’ve had a very nice breakfast. Haven’t we, 
Bruno?” 

“There was too many bones in the — " Bruno began, but 
Sylvie frowned at him, and laid her finger on her lips, for, 
at this moment, the travelers were waited on by a very 
dignified officer, the Head-Growler, whose duty it was, 
first to conduct them to the King to bid him farewell, and 
then to escort them to the boundary of Dogland. The 
great, Newfoundland received them most affably, but, 
instead of saying “good-bye,” he startled the Head-Growl- 
er into giving three sayage growls, by announcing that he 
would escort them himself. 
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“It IS a most unusual proceeding, jour Majesty!" the 
Head Growler exclaimed, almost choking with vexation 
at being set aside, for he had put on his best Court suit, 
made entirely of cat skins, for the occasion 

I shall escort them myself,” his Majesty repeated, gent* 
ly but firmly, laying aside the Rojat robes, and changing 
his crown for a small coronet, “and you may stay at 
home " 

I arc glad! * Bruno whispered to Sjlvic, when they had 
got well out of hearing ‘ He were so welly cross! ’ And he 
not only patted their Royal escort, but even hugged him 
round the neck in the exuberance of his delight 
His^ Majesty calmly w-agged the Royal tail ' It’s quite a 
relief, he said, “getting away from that Palace now and 
then! Royal Dogs have a dull life of it, 1 can tell you! 
Would you mind ’ (this to Sylvie, m a low voice, and 
looking a hide shy and embarrassed) "would you mind 
the trouble of just throwing that stick for me to fetch ^ ’ 
Sylvie was too much astonished to do anything for a 
moment it sounded such a monstrous impossibility that a 
King should wish to run after a stick But Bnmo wai 
equal to the occasion, and with a glad shout of ‘ Hi then' 
Fetch It, good Doggie!" he hurled it over a clump of bush 
« The next moment the Monarch of Dogland had 
bounded over the bushes, and picked up the stick, and 
came gallopmg back to the children with it in his mouth 
Bruno took it from him with great decision ‘ Beg for it'” 
he insisted, and His Majesty begged "Paw!” commanded 
Sylvie, and His Majesty gave his paw In short, the sol 
emn ceremony of escorting the travelers to the boundaries 
of^pogland became one long Uproarious game of play) 

«A IS busmcssl ’ the Dog King said at last. 

And I must go back to mine I couldn t come any fur- 
ther, he added, consultmg a dog watch, which hung on a 
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chain round his neck, “not even if there were a Cat in 
sight!” 

They took an affectionate farewell of His Majesty, and 
trudged on. 

“That were a dear dogl” Bruno exclaimed. “Has we to 
go far, Sylvie? I's tired!” 

“Not much further, darling!" Sylvie gently replied. 
“Do you see that shining, just beyond those trees? I’m 
almost ture it’s the gate of Fairybnd! I know it’s all gold- 
en — Father told me so — ^and so bright, so bright!" she 
went on dreamily. 

“It dazzles!” said Bruno, shading his eyes with one lit- 
tle hand, while the other clung tightly to Sylvie’s hand, as 
if he were half-alarmed at her strange manner. 

For the child moved on as if walking in her sleep, her 
large eyes gazing into the far distance, and her breath 
coming and going in quick pantiogs of eager delight. 1 
knew, by some mysterious mental light, that a great 
change was taking place in my sweet little friend (for 
juch 1 loved to think her) and that she was passing from 
the condition of a mere Oudand Sprite into the true Fairy- 
nature, 

Upon Bruno the change came later: but it was com- 
pleted in both before they reached the golden gate, 
through which I knc%v it s^-ould be impossible for me to 
follow. I could but stand outside, and take a last look at 
the two sweet children, ere they disappeared within, and 
the golden gate closed with a bang. 

'And with such a bang! “It never will shut like any 
other cupboard-door,” Arthur explained. “There’s somc- 
thbg wrong wth the hinge. Howxver, here’s the cake 
and wine. And you’ve had your forty winks. So )’ou real- 
ly rnttst get off to bed, old man! You’re fit for nothing 
rise. Witness my hand, Arthur Forester, MJ5.” 
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By this lime I was wide awake again “Not quite jel!" 
I pleaded “Really I’m not sleepy now And it isn’t mid- 
night yet ’’ 

“Well, I did want to say another word to you,” Arthur 
replied in a relenting tone, as he supplied me with the 
supper he had prescribed “Only I thought you were too 
sleepy for it to-night" 

We took our midnight meal almost in silence, for an 
unusual nervousness seemed to have seized on my old 
friend 

' What kind of a night is it>” he asked, rising and un 
drawing the window-curtains, apparently to change the 
subject for a minute I followed him to the window, and 
we stood together, looking out, m silence 
* When I first spoke to you about— * Arthur began, 
after a long and embarrassing silence, ' that is, when uc 
first talked about her— for I think it was you that intro- 
duced the subject— my own position in life forbade me to 
do more than worship her from a distance and I was 
turning over plans for leaving this place finally, and set- 
tling somewhere out of all chance of meeting her again 
That seemed to be my only chance of usefulness in life ’ 
“Would that have been wise?” I said ‘ To leave your 
self no hope at all?” 

There was no hope to leave,” Arthur firmly replied, 
though his eyes glittered with tears as he gazed upwards 
into the midnight sky, from which one solitary star, the 
glorious ‘ Vega, blazed out in fitful splendour through 
Ae dnv ng clouds ‘ She was like that star to me — bright, 
beauuful, and pure, but out of reach, out of reach! 

He drew the curtains again, and wc returned to our 
places by the fireside 

‘ What I wanted to tell you was this, he resumed “I 
heard this evemng from my solicitor I can’t go into the 
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details of the business, but the upshot is that my worldly 
wealth is much more than 1 thought, and I am (or shall 
soon be) in a position to offer marriage, tvithout imprud* 
cnee, to any lady, even if she brought nothing. I doubt if 
there would be anything on her side; the Earl is poor, I 
believe. But I should have enough for both, even if health 
failed.” 

“I wish you all happiness in your married life!” I cried. 
"Shall you speak to the Earl to-morrow?" 

“Not yet awhile,” said Arthur. “He is very friendly, but 
I dare not think he means more than that, as yet. And as 
for — as for Lady Muriel, try as 1 may, I cannot read her 
feelings towards me. If there is love, she is hiding it! No, I 
must wait, I must wait!" 

_ I did not like to press any further advice on my friend, 
whose judgment, I felt, was so much more sober and 
thoughtful than my own; and we parted without more 
words on the subject that had now absorbed his thoughts, 
nay, his very life. 

The next morning a letter from my solicitor arrived, 
sununoning me to town on im{X>rtant business. 


Chapter XIV 

( Fairy-Sylvic 

For a full month the business, for which I had returned 
to London, detained mc'therc; and even then it was only 
the urgent advice of my physician that induced me to 
leave it unfinished and pay another visit to Elveston. 

Arthur had written once or wicc during the month; 
but in none of his letters was there any mention of Lady 
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Muriel Still, I did not augur ill from his silence* to me it 
looked like the natural action of a lover, who, even while 
his heart was singing “She is mincl”, would fear to paint 
his happiness in the cold phrases of a written letter, but 
would wait to tell it by word of mouth ‘ Yes,' I though^ 
I am to hear his song of triumph from his own lipsl ’ 
The night I arrived we had much to say on other mat* 
ters and, tired with the journey, I went to bed early, leav- 
ing the happy secret still untold Next day, however, as 
we chatted on over the remains of luncheon, I ventured to 
put the momentous question “Well, old friend, you have 
told me nothing of Lady Muriel— nor when the happy 
day IS to be?” 

The^ happy day,” Arthur said, looking unexpectedly 
m the dim future We need to know— or, 
rather, she needs to know me better I know her sweet na- 
ture, thoroughly, by this time But I dare not speak till I 
I sure that my love is returned ” 

Don’t wait too longl ’ I said gaily "Faint heart never 
won fair ladyl" 

It IS faint heart’ perhaps But really I dare not speak 
just yet’ 

But meanwhile,” I pleaded, "you are running a risk 
that perhaps you have not thought of Some other man—” 

No said Arthur firmly ‘She is heart whole I am 
sure of that Yet, if she loves another better than me, so be 
itl I will not spoil her happiness The secret shall die with 
"’y first— and my only love!’ 

That IS all very beautiful sentiment:’ I said, "but it is 
not practical It is not like you 

He either feart Jus fate too much. 

Or his desert IS small 

Who dares not put n to the touch. ^ 

To win or lose it all’ ' 



‘ FAIRY-SYLVIE 387 

“I ^are not ask the question whether there is another?" 
he said passionately. "It iivould break my heart to know 
itl” ■ ' 

“Yet is it svise to leave it unasked? You must not waste 
your life upon an *if’l" * 

“I tell you I dare not!” ' ‘ 

“May I find it out for you?” I asked, with the freedom 
of an old friend. * 

“No, no!” he replied with a pained look. "I entreat you 
to say nothing. Let it'wait." ' ' 

“As you please,” I said: and judged it best to say no 
more just then. “But this evening,” 1 thought, “I will call 
On the Earl. I may be able to see how the land lies, with- 
out so much as saying a word!” 

' It was a very hot afternoon — loo hot to go for a walk 
or do anything— or else it wouldn't have happened, I be- 
lieve. 

' In the first place, I want to know— dear Child who 
reads this!— why Fairies should always be teaching ns to 
do our duty, and lecturing us when wc go wrong, and we 
should never teach Mem anything? You can’t mean to 
say that Fairies are never greedy, or selfish, or cross, oi 
deceitful, because that would be nonsense, you know- 
Well then, don’t you think they might be all the better for 
a little lecturing and punishing nosv and then? 

I really don’t see why it shouldn’t be tried, and I’m al- 
most sure that, if you could only catch a Fairy, and put it 
in the corner, and give it nothing but bread and ivater for 
i day or two, you’d find it quite an improved character— 
it would take down its conceit a little, at all events. 

The next question is, what is the best lime for seeing 
Fairies? I believe 1 can tell you all about that. 

' 'The first rule is, that it must be a t’cry hot day— that ^ve 
may consider as settled; and you must be just a little 



3^8 SYLVIE AND BRONO 

sleepy— but not too sleep) to keep your eyes open, mmtl 
Well, and you ought to feel i little— what one may call 
"fairyish" — the Scotch call it ' eerie/ and perhaps that’s a 
prettier word, if you don’t knots uhat it means, I’m 
afraid I can hardly explain it, you must wait till you meet 
a Fairy, and then you’ll know 

And the last rule is, that the crickets should not be 
chirping 1 can’t stop to explain that you must take it on 
trust for the present 

So, if all these things happen together, you have a good 
chance of seeing a Fairy— or at least a much better chance 
than if they didn’t 

The first thing I noticed, as I went lardy along through 
an open place m the wood, was a large hectic lying strug 
ghng on Its back, and 1 went down upon one knee to help 
the poor dung to its feet again In some things, you know , 
you ca’n’t be quite sure what an insect would like for in- 
stance, I never could quite settle, supposing I were a moth, 
whether 1 would rather be kept out of the candle, or be 
allowed to fly straight m and get burnt — or again, sup- 
posing I were a spider, 1 m not sure if I should be qinte 
pleased to have my web torn down, and the fly let loose— 
but I feel quite certain that, if I ^vcrc a beetle and had 
rolled over on my back, I should always be glad to be 
helped up again 

as I >vas saying, I had gone down upon one knee 
and was just reaching out a little suck to turn the Beetle 
over, when I saw a sight that made me draw back hastily 
and hold my breath, for fear of making any noise and 
frightening the little creature away 
Not that she looked as if she would be easily frightened 
she seemed so good and gentle that I m sure she would 
never expect that any one could wish to hurt her She was 



' FAIRY-SYLVIE 389 

only a few inches high, and was dressed in green, so that 
you really would hardly have noticed her among the long 
grass; and she was so delicate and graceful that she quite 
seemed to belong to the place, almost as if she were one of 
the flowers. I may tell you, besides, that she had no tvings 
(I don't believe in Fairies with svings), and that she had 
quantities of long brown hair and large earnest brown 
eyes, and then I shall have done all I can to give you an 
idea of her. 

Sylvie (I found out her name afieiwards) had knell 
down, just as I was doing, to hdp the Bcede; but it need- 
ed more than a little stick for her to get it on its legs 
again; It was as much as she could do, with both arms, to 
roll the hea\7 thing over; and all the while she was talk- 
ing to it, half scolding and half comforting, as a nurse 
might do with a child that had fallen down. 

“There, there! You needo’tcry somuch about it. You're 
not killed yet— though if you were, you couldn’t cry, you 
know, and $0 it’s a general rule against crying, my dear! 
And how did you come to tumble over? But I can sec well 
enough how it sv'as — I needn’t ask you that— walking over 
sand-pits with your chin in the air, as usual. Of course if 
you go among sand-pits like that, j'ou must expect to 
tumble. You should look." 

The Beetle murmured something that sounded like “I 
did look,” and Sylvie went on again. 

“But I know you didn’t! You ncs'er do! You alu-ays 
walk with your chin up — you’re so dreadfully conceited. 
Well, let's see how many legs are broken this time. W’hy, 
none of them, I declare! And wbai’s the good of having 
six legs, my dear, if you can only kick them all about in 
the air when you tumble? Legs are meant to walk with, 
you know. Now don’t begin putting out your wings yet; 
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IVe more to say Go to the frog that lives behind that but- 
tercup— give him my compliments — Sylvie’s compliments 
— can )ou say ‘compliments’?’* 

The Beetle tried and, 1 suppose, succeeded 
Yes, that’s right And tell him he’s to give you some of 
that salve I left with him yesterday. And you’d better get 
him to rub it in for you He’s got rather cold hands, but 
you mustn’t mind that ” 

I think the Beetle must have shuddered at this idea, for 
Sylvie went on in a graver tone ‘ Now you needn’t pre- 
tend to be so particular as all that, as if you were too grand 
to be rubbed by a frog The fact is, you ought to be very 
much obliged to him Suppose you could get nobody but 
a toad to do it, how would you like that? ’ 

There was a little pause, and then -Sylvie added “No'V 
you may go Be a good beetle, and don’t keep your chin 
m the air ” And then began one of those performances of 
humming, and whizzing, and restless banging about, such 
as a beetle indulges in when it has decided on flying, but 
hasn c quite made up its mind which way to go At last, 
m one of its awkward zig zags, it managed to fly right 
into my face, and, by the time I had recovered from the 
shock, the little Fairy \yas gone. 

I looked about in all directions for the little creature, 
but there was no trace of her— and my "eerie” feeling was 
quite gone off, and the crickets were chirping agam mer- 
rily — so I knew she was really gone 
And now I’ve got time to tell you the rule about the 
crickets They always leave off chirping when a Fairy goes 
°y because a Fairy’s a kind of queen over them, I sup- 
pose— at all events it’s a much grander thing than a crick- 
et-so whenever you’re walking out, and the crickets sud- 
denly leave off chirping, you may be sure that they see a 
Fairy 
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' I %valkcd on sadly enough, you may be sure. However, I 
comforted myself with thinking "It's been a very wonder- 
ful afternoon, so far. I’ll just go quietly on and look about 
me, and I shouldn’t tvondcr if I tvcrc to come across an- 
other Fairy somewhere.” 

' Peering about in thb way, 1 happened to nodec a plant 
with rounded leaves, and with queer little holes cut in the 
middle of several of them. “Ah, the icafeutter bed” I 
carelessly remarked — you know 1 am very learned in Nat- 
ural History (for instance, I can always tell kittens from 
chickens at one glance) — and 1 was passing on, when a 
sudden thought made me stoop down and examine the 
leaves. 

Then a litde thrill of delight ran through me — for I 
noticed that the holes were all arranged so as to form let- 
ters; there were three leaves side by side, with "B,” “B,” 
and “U" marked on them, and after some search I found 
hvo more, which contained an “N” and an “O.” 

And then, all in a moment, a flash of inner light seemed 
to illumine a part of my life that had all but faded into 
oblivion— the strange visions I had experienced during 
my journey to Elveston: and <wth a thrill of delight I 
thought “Those visions are destined to be linked with my 
waking iifel” 

By this time the “ceric” feeling had come back again, 
and I suddenly observed that no crickets were chirping, so 
I felt quite sure that “Bruno” was somewhere vciy’ near. 

And SO indeed he was— so near that I had very nearly 
svalked over him without seeing him; which would have 
been dreadful, always supposing that Fairies can be 
ss'alkcd over — my own belief is that they are something of 
the nature of Will-o’-ihe-Wisps; and there’s no silking 
over t/iem. 

Think of any pretty little boy you know, with rosy 
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cheeks, large dark eyes, and tangled brown hair, and then 
fancy him made small enough to go comfortably into a 
colTee<up, and vou’ll have a very fair idea of him 

What’s your name, htdc one?” I began, in as soft a 
voice as I could manage And, by the way, why is it we 
always begin by asking little children their names ? Is it 
because we fancy a name will help to make them a little 
bigger? You never thought of asking a real large man his 
name, now, did you ? But, however that may be, I felt it 
quite necessary to know hts name; so, as he didn’t answer 
my question, I asked it again a litde louder “What’s your 
name, my htde man?” 

What s oors ?” he said, wthout looking up 
I told him my name quite gently, for he was much too 
small to be angry with 

Duke of Anything?” he asked, just looking at me for 
a moment, and then going on with his work. 

Not Duke at all,” I said, a little ashamed of having to 
confess it 

“Oo’re big enough to be two Dukes,” said the htde 
creature “I suppose oo’rc Sir Something, then?” 

Oj I said, feeling more and more ashamed “I 
haven c got anv tide ” 

The Fairy seemed to think that m that case I really 
^vasn’t worth the trouble of talking to, for he quietly went 
and tearing the flowers to pieces 
After a few minutes I tried again "Please tell me what 
your name is ” 

Bruno, the little fellow answered, very readily ‘ Why 
didn t on say ‘please’ before?" 

Thats something like what wc used to be taught m 
ihc- nursery, I thought to myself, looking back through 
the long years (about a hundred of them, since you asl 
the question), to the time when I was a litdc child And 
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here an idea came into my head, and I asked him “Aren’t 
you one of the Fairies that teach children to be good?” 

' “Well, we have to do that sometimes,” said Bruno, “and 
a dreadful bother it is.” As he said this, he savagely tore a 
heartsease in two, and trampled on the pieces. 

“What are you doing there, Bruno?" I said. 

“Spoiling Sylvie’s garden,” was all the answcr-Brimo 
would give at first. But, as he svent on tearing up the 
flowers, he muttered to himself “The nasty cross thing — 
wouldn’t let me go and play this morning — said I must 
finish my lessons first — lessons, indeed! I'll vex her finely, 
though!” 

“Oh, Bruno, you shouldn’t do that!” I cried. “Don't you 
know that’s revenge? And revenge is a wicked, cruel, 
dangerous thing!” • ' 

• “River-edge?” said Bruno. “What a funny word! I sup- 
pose oo call it cruel and dangerous ’cause, if oo u*ent^ 
loo far and tumbleded in, oo’d get dro\vndcd." 

“No, not fiver-edge,” !• explained: “revenge” (saying 
the word very slowly). Bui 1 couldn’t help thinking that 
Bruno’s explanation did very well for either word. 

“Ohl” said Bruno, opening his eyes very wide, but with- 
out trying to repeat the uord. 

“Cjomc! Try to pronounce it, Bruno!" I said, cheerfully. 
“Re-venge, re-venge.” •• 

But Bruno only tossed bis little head, and said he 
couldn’t; that his mouth w^isn’i the right shape for words 
of that kind. And the more I laughed, the more sulky the 
little fellow got about it. 

“Well, ncN’cr mind, my lUtlc man!" I said. “Shall I 
help you with that job?” 

“Yes, please,” Bruno said, quite pacified. “Only I wiss I 
could think of somefin to vex her more than this. Oo 
don’t know how hard it is to make her angry!"- 
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Now listen to me, Bruno, and I’ll teach you quite a 
splendid kind of revenge!” 

Somefin that’ll vex her finely?” he asked with gleam- 
ing eyes 

Something that will vex her finely First, wc’ll get up 
all the weeds in her garden See, there arc a good many at 
this end — quite hiding the flowers” 

“But that won’t vex her!” saia Bruno 
After that, I said, without notiang the remark, “we’ll 
water this highest bed — up here You see it’s getting quite 
dry and dusty ” 

Bruno looked at me inquisitively, but he said nothing 
this time. 

Then after that," I went on, “the walks want sweeping 
a bit, and I think you might cut down that tall nettle — 
It s so close to the garden that it’s quite m the way—” • 
What IS 00 talking about?” Bruno impatiently inter- 
rupted me “All that won’t vex her a bitl” 

“Won’t It?” I said, innocently “Then, after that, sup- 
pose we put in some of these coloured pebbles— just to 
mark the divisions between the different kinds of flowers, 
you know That 11 have a very pretty effect " 

Bruno turned round and had another good stare at me 
At last there came an odd little twinkle into his eyes, and 
he said, with quite a new meaning m his voice, "That’ll 
o y t s put cm in ro^vs — all the red together, and 
all the blue together” 

• That’ll do capitally,” I said; “and then-what kind of 
How ers docs Sylvie like best 

Bruno had to put his thumb m his mouth and consider 
a before he could answer "Violets,” he said, at last 
brook-’’* ° of violets down by the 

Oh, lets fetch cm! ’ cried Bruno, giving a hide skip 
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into the air. “Here! Catch hold of my hand, and I’ll help 
00 along. The grass is rather thick down that way.” 

I couldn’t help laughing at his having so entirely for- 
gotten -what a big creature he was talking to. "No, not yet, 
Bruno,” I said: “we must consider what’s the right thing 
to do first. You see weVe got quite a business before us.” 

“Yes, let’s consider,” said Bruno, putting his thumb into 
his mouth again, and sitting doxvn upon a dead mouse. 

' “What do you keep that mouse for?" I said. “You 
should cither bury it, or dsc throw it into die brock.” 

’ “Why, it’sr to measure with!” cried Bruno. “Hew ever 
would 00 do a garden wdthout one? We make each bed 
three mouses and a half long, and two mouses wde.” 

I stopped him, as he was dragging it off by the tail to 
show me how it \vas used, for I was half afraid the “eerie” 
feeling might go off before we had finished the garden, 
ind in that case I should see no more of him or Sylvie, "f 
think the best %vay will be for yon to weed the beds, while 
/ sort out these pdibles, ready to mark the walks mth.” 

' “That’s it!” cried Bruno. “And I’ll tell 00 about the 
caterpillars u’hile wc work.” 

“Ah, let’s hear about the caterpillars,” I said as I drew 
the pebbles together inloa heap and began dividing them 
into colours. 

■ And Bruno went on m a low, rapid tone, more as if he 
were talking to himself. “Yesterday 1 saw tsro little cater- 
pillars, W’hen I was sitting by the brook, just where 00 go 
into the wood. They were quite green, and they had 
low eyes, and they didn’t sec me. And one of them had 
got a moth’s iving to carry— a great bromi moth’s wing, 

00 know, all dry, with feathers. So he couldn’t u’ant it to 
cat, 1 should think — perhaps he meant to make a cloak for 
the winter?” 

“Perhaps,” I said, for Bruno had twisted up the last 
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word into a son of question, and ^vas looking at me for an 

answer 

One word was quite enough for the little fellow, and he 
went on merrily. “Well, and so he didn't want the other 
caterpillar to sec the moth's wing, oo know — so what 
must he do but try to carry it with all his left legs, and he 
tried to walk on the other set Of niurse he toppled over 
after that ” 

After what?” I said, catching at the last word, for, to 
tell the truth, I hadn’t been attending much 

He toppled over,” Bruno repeated, very gravely, "and 
if oo ever saw a caterpillar topple over, oo'd know it’s a 
welly serious thing, and not sit grinning like that — and I 
sha'n’t tell oo no morel” 

^ Indeed and indeed, Bruno, I didn't mean to grin See, 
I’m quite grave again now.” 

But Bruno only folded his arms, and said “Don’t tell 
me I see a htde twinkle in one of oor eyes— just like the 
moon " 

“Why do you think I’m like the moon, Bruno?" I 
asked 

Oor face is large and round like the moon,” Bruno an- 
swered, looking at me thoughtfully "It doesn’t shine 
quite so bright— but it’s more cleaner” 

I couldn’t help smiling at this “You know I sometimes 
wash my face, Bruno The moon never docs that " 

Oh, doesn’t she though!” cried Bruno, and he leant 
orwar s and added in a solemn whisper, “The moon’s 
face gets dirtier and dirtier every night, till it's black all 
across And then, when it's ditty all over— to— " (he 
passed his hand across his own rosy checks as he spoke) 
•^then she washes it ” 

^ Then it s all clean again, isn’t it?" 

“Not all in a moment,' said Bruno “What a deal of 
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teaching 00 wants! She washes it little by little— only she 
begins at the other edge, 00 know. 

By this time he was sitting quietly on the dead mouse 
with his arms folded, and the weeding wasn’t getting on a 
bit: so 1 had to say “Work first, pleasure afterwards: no 
more talking till that bed’s finish^.” 


Chapter XV 
Bruno’s Revenge 

After that wc had a few minutes of silence, while I 
sorted out the pebbles, and amused myself tvith watching 
Bruno’s plan of gardening. It tvas quite a ne»v plan to me; 
he always measured each bed before he weeded it, as if he 
was afraid the weeding would make it shrink; and once, 
when it came out longer than he wished, he set to stork to 
thump the mouse with his little fist, crying out “There 
nowl It's all gone wrong again! Why don’t 00 keep oor 
tail straight when I tell ool’’ 

"rn teli you what I’ll do,” Bruno said in a half-whisper, 
as wc worked. “Oo like Fairies, don’t 00?" 

“Yes,” I said; “of coarse I do, or I shouldn’t have come 
here. I should have gone to some place tvhcrc there arc no 
Fairies.” 

Bruno laughed contemptuously. “Why, 00 might as 
well say oo’d go to some place where there wasn’t any alf 
— supposing 00 didn't like airl” 

This was a rather difficult idea to grasp. I tried a 
change of subject. "YouVe nearly the first Fairy I ever 
saw. Haveyow ever seen any people besides me^” 
“Plcntyl” said Bruno. “We sec ’em when \ve walk in 
the road." 
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But they ca’n’t sec you How is it they never tread on 
you?” j 

Ca n t tread on us,” said Bruno, looking amused at my 
Ignorance ‘ Why, suppose oo're svalking, here — so — ” 
(making little marks on the ground) “and suppose there’s 
a Fairy that s me — walking here. Very well then, oo put 
one foot here, and one foot here, and so oo doesn’t tread 
on the Fairy ” 

This was all very well as an explanation, but it didn’t 
convince me “Why shouldn’t I put one foot on the 
Fairy?” I asked 

I t know why** the little fellow said in a thought- 
I tone But I knoiv oo wotddn't Nobody never walked 
on the top of a Fairy Now I’ll tell oo what I’ll do, as 
core so fond of Fairies I’ll get oo an invitation to the 
^airyKings dinnerparty I know one of the head- 
waiters ” 


I couldn’t help laughing at this idea “Do the waiters 
mvitc the guests?" I asked 

down'* Bruno said "But to wait at 
tabic Oo d like that, wouldn’t oo? To hand about plates, 
and so on r ' 

Well, but that’s not so nice as sming at the table, is it?” 

Ut course it isn't,” Btuno said, in a tune as i£ he rather 
pi le ^ my Ignorance, but if oo’re not even Sir Anything, 
DO ca n t expect to be allowed to sit at the table, oo hnow.” 

I said as mecUy as I could, that I didn’t expect it, but 
i was y way of going to a dinner party that I real- 
ly enjoyed And Bruno tossed his head, and said, in a rath- 
oflended tone, that I might do as I plcased-there ivere 
many he knew that would give their ears to go 
yourself, Bruno?” 

They invited me once, last week,” Bruno said, very 
grave y t T,vas to ^vash up the soup-plates — no, the 
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checsc-plates I mean — that was grand enough. And I 
waited at table. And I didn’t hardly make only mis- 
take.” ’ 

“What was it?” I said. “You needn't mind telling me!' 

“Only bringing scissors to cut the beef with,” Bruno 
said carelessly. “But the grandest thing of all was, I 
fetched the King a glass of ciderl” 

“That wai grand!” I said, biting my lip to keep myself 
from laughing. 

' “Wasn’t it?” said Bruno, very earnestly. “Oo know it 
isn’t every one that’s had such an honour as that!" 

This set me thinking of the various queer things we 
call "an honour” in this world, but which, after all, have- 
n’t a bit more honour in them than what Bruno enjoyed, 
when he took the King a glass of cider. 

. I don’t know how long I might not have dreamed on in 
this way, if Bruno hadn’t suddenly roused me. “Oh come 
here quickl” he cried, in a state of the wildest excitement. 
“Catch hold of his other horn! I can’t hold him more than 
a minute!” 

, He was struggling desperately with a great snail, cling- 
ing to one of its horns, and nearly breaking his poor little 
back in his efforts to drag it over a blade of grass. 

I saw we should have no more gardening if I let this 
sort of thing go on, so I quietly took the snail away, and 
put it on a bank where he couldn’t reach it. “We’ll hunt 
it afterwards, Bruno,” I said, “if yxiu really want to catch 
it. But what’s the use of it when you’ve got it?” 

“What’s the use of a fox when oo’ve got it?” said Bruno. 

‘1 know oo big things hunt foxes.” 

I tried to think of some good reason why “big things” 
should hum foxes, and he should not hunt snails, but none 
came into my head : so 1 said at last, "Well, I suppose one’s 
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as good as the other. I’ll go snad hunting myself some 
day ” 

“I should think oo wouldn’t be so silly,” said Bruno, “as 
to go snail hunting by oorsclf. Why, oo’d never get the 
snail along, if oo hadn’t somebody to hold on to his other 
horni” 


Of course I sha n’t go alone*' I said, quite gravely “By 
the way, is that the best kind to hunt, or do you recom- 
mend the ones without shells?” 

Oh, no, we never hunt the ones without shells,” Bruno 
said, with a little shudder at the thought of it “They’re al- 
ways so cross about it, and then, if oo tumbles over them, 
they’re ever so suckyl” 

nearly finished the garden I had 
fetched sorne violets, and Bruno tvas just helping me to 
puMn the last, when he suddenly stopped and said ‘Tm 

welf”*^ ^ “J can go on without you, quite 


Bruno needed no second invitation* he at once began 
arranging the dead mouse as a kind of sofa "And I’ll sing 

^ very much ” 

Which song will oo choose?” Bruno said, as he drag- 
ged the mouse into a place where he could get a good view 

of me T.ng,..ng,,mg-.sd.cn.cest” 

Iherc was no resisting such a strong hint as this how- 
a moment, and then 

sa.d Wel^ 1 1.U ;T.ng, ung, ,.„g.- best of oil • 

tu "^^*1 “ Sood jud^ of music,’ Brunosaid, 

“Ho'v many harebells would oo 
n e put his thumb into his mouth to help roc 
to consider 

As there was only one cluster of hare bells unhm easy 
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reach, 1 said ver^’, gravely that I thought one would do 
this time, and I picked it and gave it to him, Bruno ran 
his hand once or twice up and down the flowers, like a 
musician trying an instrument, producing a most deli- 
cious delicate tinkling as he did so. I had never heard 
flower-music before — I don’t think one can, unless one’s 
in the “eerie” state — and I don’t know quite how to give 
you an idea of what it was like, except by saying that it 
sounded like a peal of bells a thousand miles off. When he 
had satisfied himself that the flowers \vcrc in tune, he 
■seated himself on the dead mouse (he never seemed real- 
ly comfortable anywhere else), and, looking pp at me 
with a merry twinkle jn his eyes, he began. By the way, 
the tune was rather a curious one, and you might like to 
try it yourself, so here are the notes. 



"Rise, oh, rise! The daylight dies: 

The awls are hooting, ting, ting, ting! 

Wa^e, oh, wa\el Beside the la^e 
The elves are fluting, ting, ttng, ting! 
Welcoming our Fasry King, 

We sing, sing, sing." 

• He sang the first four lines briskly and merrily, making 
the hare-bells chime in lime with the music; but the last 
two he sang quite slowly and gently, and merely waved 
the flowers backw’ards and fonivards. Then he left off to 
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explain. “The Fairy-Kmg is Oberon, and he li\cs across 

the lake — and sometimes he comes m a Iiitlc boat— and 

we go and meet him — ^and then \vc sing this song, you 

know.” 

‘And then you go and dmc with him^” I said, mis- 
chievously. 

“Oo shouldn’t talk,” Bruno hastily said- “it interrupts 
the song so ” 

I said I wouldn’t do it again. 

“I never talk myself when I’m singing,” he went on 
very gravely: “so oo shouldn’t cither." Then he tuned 
the hare-bells once more, and sang — 

"Hear, oh, heart From far and near 
The music stealing, ting, ting, tingl 
Fairy bells adotvn the dells 
Are merrily pealing, ting, ting, tingl 
Welcoming our Fairy King, 

We ring, ring, nng 

"See, oh, seel On every tree 

What lamps are shining, ting, ting, ting! 

They are eyes of fiery flies 
To light our dining, ting, ting, tingl 

Welcoming our Fairy King 

They swing, swing, swing 

"Haste, oh, haste, to tahe and taste 

"The dainties waiting, ting, ting, ting! 

Honey-dew is stored- 

^ush, Bruno!” I interrupted m a warning whisper. 
Shes comingl” 

Bruno checked his song, and, as she slowly made her 
way through the long grass, he suddenly rushed out hcad- 
ong at her like a httle bull, shouUng “Look the other 
wayl Look the other wayl” 
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“1 was helped a h«,** Bruno began, with a merry little 
Hugh at her surprise “\Vc‘\c been at it all the afternoon 
•—1 thought oo‘tl like—" and here the poor little fellow's 
lip began to qun cr, and all in a moment he burst out cry- 
ing, and running up to SjKic he flung his arms passion- 
ately round her neck, and hid his face on her shoulder 
There was a little quixer in Sylvie’s voice too, as she 
whispered “Why, what’s the matter, darling?” and tried 
to lift up his head and kiss him 
But Bruno only clung to her, sobbing, and wouldn’t be 
comforted till he had confessed ”1 tried — to spoil oor gar- 
den — first — but I’ll nexer — never — " and then came an- 
other burst of tears, xvhich drowned the r«t of the sen- 
tence At last he got out the words “I liked— putting m 
the flowers— for 00 , Sylvie— and 1 never was so happy be- 
fore ” And the rosy little face came up at last to be kissed, 
all wet with tears as it was 

Sylvie was crying too by this time, and she said nothing 
but “Bruno, dcarl” and “/ never was so happy before,” 
though xvhy these two children who had never been so 
happy before should both be crying was a mystery to we 
I felt very happy too, but of course I didn’t cry “big 
things” never do, you know— we leave all that to the 
Fames Only I think it must have been raining a little just 
then, for I found a drop or two on my cheeks 
After that they xxcnl through the whole garden again, 
flower by flower, as if n were a long sentence they were 
spelling out, xvith kisses for commas, and a great hug by 
way of a full stop when they got to the end 

Doos 00 know, that xras my river-edge, Sylvie^’ 
Bruno solemnly began 

Sylvie laughed merrily ‘ What i/o you mean ? she said 
And she pushed back her heavy brown hair with both 
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should find them ready for a cup of tea and a quiet chat. 

Lady Muriel and her father gave me a delightfully 
%varm welcome They were not of the folk we meet m 
fashionable drawing rooms — who conceal all such feel- 
ings as they may chance to possess beneath the impene- 
trable mask of a conventional placidity “The Man with 
the Iron Mask ‘ was, no doubt, a rarity and a marvel m his 
own age in modern London no one would turn his head 
to give him a second lookl No, these were real people 
When they lool^ed pleased, it meant that they were pleas- 
ed and wjien Lady Muriel said, with a bright smile, * I’m 
i/ery glad to see you again!’ , I knew that it was true 
Still I did not venture to disobey the injunctions — crazy 
•as I felt them to be— of the love sick young Doctor, by so 
much as alluding to his existence and it was only after 
they had given me full details of a projected picnic, to 
which they invited me, that Lady Muriel exclaimed, al 
most as an after thought, “and do, if you can, bring Doc- 
tor Forester with you! Im sure a day m the country 
would do him good I m afraid he studies too much—" 

It was "on the tip of my tongue” to quote the words 
His only books arc woman’s looksl ’ but I checked my- 
self just in time — with something of the feeling of one 
who has crossed a street, and has been all but run over by 
a passing * Hansom 

and 1 think he has too lonely a life,’’ she went on, 
■with a gentle earnestness that left no room whatever to 
suspect a double meaning * Do get hun to cornel And 
don t forget the day, Tuesday week We can drive you 
over It would be a pity to go by rail — there is so much 
pretty scenery on the road And our open carnage just 
holds four ’ 

Oh, / ll persuade him to cornel ’ I said with confidence 
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Words fad me to describe the beamy of the little group 
— couched on a patch of moss, on the trunk of the fallen 
tree, that met my eager gaze Sylvie reclining with her el- 
bow buried m the moss, and her rosy cheek resting in the 
palm of her hand, and Bruno stretched at her feet with his 
head m her lap 

“Too waggly?” was all I could say in so sudden an 
emergency. 

“I’m not particular,” Bruno said, carelessly “but I 
like straight animals best—” 

“But you like a dog when it wags its tail,” Sylvie inter- 
rupted * You \now you do, Bninof” 

*But there's more of a dog, isn’t there, Mister Sir?” 
Bruno appealed to me “Yok wouldn't like to have a dog 
if It hadn’t got nufiin but a head and a tail^” 

I admitted that a dog of that kind would be unintercst- 
mg 

“There isn't such a dog as that,” Sylvie thoughtfully re 
marked 

“But there would be,” cried Bruno, “if the Professor 
shortened it up for us* ' 

“Shortened it up ? ’ I said “Thai’s something new How 
does he do it?” 

‘ He’s got a curious machine — Sylvie was beginning to 
explain 

“A ti>elly curious machine,” Bruno broke in, not at ah 
Willing to have the story thus taken out of his mooth, 
and if OQ puts in — somefinoruwer — at one end, oo know 
— and he turns the handle — and it comes out at the uwer 
end, oh, ever so short! ’ 

“As short as short!” Sylvie echoed 
‘ And one day — when we was in Outland, oo know — 
before we came to Fairyland — ^mc and Sylvie took him a 
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big Crocodile. And he shortened it up for us. And it did 
look so funny! And it kept looking round, and saying 
‘wherever is the rest of me got to?’ And then its eyes look- 
ed unhappy — ” 

“Not both its eyes,” Sylvie interrupted. 

“Course not!” said the hide fellow. “Only the eye that 
couldn't sec wherever the rest of it had got to. But the eye 
that could see wherever — 

“How short was the crocodile?” 1 asked, as the story 
tvas getting a litdc complicated. 

“Half as short again as when w'C caught it— so long," 
said Bruno, spending out his arms to their full stretch. 

I tried to calculate what this would come to, but it was 
too hard for me. Please make it out for me, dear Child 
who reads this! 

“But you didn’t leave the poor thing so short as that, did 
>ou?" 

“Well, no. Sylvie and me took it back again and we got 
it stretched to—to— how much was It, Sylvje?” 

“Two dmes and a half, and a hide bit more,” said Syl« 
vie. 

“It W'ouldn’t like that better than the other way, I’m 
afraid?” 

“Oh, but it did though!" Bruno put in eagerly. “It were 
proud of its new tail! Oo never saw a Crocodile so proud! 
^Vhy, it could go round and tvalk on the top of its tad, 
and along its back, all the way to iu headi” 

“Not quite all the way,” said Sylvie. “It couldn't, you 
know.” 

“Ah, but it did, oncel” Bruno cried triumphanUy. “Oo 
weren’t looking— but / watched it. And it walked on 
tippicty-toc, so as it wouldn't wake itself, ’cause it thought 
it were asleep. And it got both its paws on its tail. And it 
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■walked and it walked all the way along its back. And it 
walked and it walked on its forehead And it walked a 
tiny little way down its nosci There nowl” 

This was a good deal worse than the last puzzle Please, 
dear Child, help again I 

I don’t believe no Crocodile never walked along its 
own forehead!” Sylvie cried, too much excited by the con- 
troversy to limit the number of her negatives 

Oo don’t know the why it did it*” Bruno scorn- 
fully retorted ”It had a welly good reason I heard it say 
*Why shouldn't I walk on my own forehead?’ So a course 
at did, oo know!” 

If thats a good reason, Bruno,” I said, “why shouldn’t 
^ott get up that tree?” 

Shall, in a minute,” said Bruno “ soon as we’ve done 
talking Only two peoples ea'n’t talk comfably togevver, 
when one s getting up a tree, and the other isn't!" 

It appeared to me that a conversation would scarcely be 
ramfablc” while trees were being climbed, even if both 
the peoples" were doing it but it was evidently danger 
ous to oppose any theory of Bruno’s, so 1 thought it best to 
let the quesaon drop, and to ask for an account of the 
machine that made things longer 
This Umc Bruno avas at a loss, and left it to Sylvie “It’s 
like a mangle,’ she said* “if things are put in, they get 
squoze — ” 

^ Squcczclcdl" Bruno interrupted. 

Yes Sylvie accepted the correction, but did not at* 
tempt to pronounce the word, which was evidently new to 
cr They get ^likc that— and they come out, oh, ever so 
Jong! ’ 

3gam, "Sylvie and me wnted— ’’ 
Wrote!” Sjlvie whispered 
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?Well, we tiToted a Nursery-Song, and the Professor 
mangled it longer for us. It were *T<here was a Uttli hlan. 
And he had a liltle gun. And the bullets — * ” 

“I know the rest,” I interrupted. “But would you say it 
long — mean the way that it came out of the mangle?” 

“We’ll get the Professor to sing it for you,” said Syhic. 
“It Would spoil it to say it.” 

“I would like to meet the Professor,” I said. “And I 
would like to take you all wath me, to see some friends of 
minci that live near here. Would you like to come?" 

“I don’t think the Professor would like to come,” said 
Sylvie. “He’s very shy. But we’d like it very much. Only 
sve’d better not come this size, you know.” 

The difficulty had occurred to me already; and I had 
felt that perhaps there would be a slight awkwardness in 
introducing two such tiny friends into Society. “What size 
will you be?” I enquired. 

“We’d better come as— common ehi}dren“ Sylvie 
thoughtfully replied. “Thai’s the easiest size to manage.” 

“Could you come to-day?” I said, thinking “then sw 
could have you at the picnic!” 

Sylvie considered a little. "Not to-day," she replied. “We 
haven’t got the things ready. Wc’U come on — ^Tuesday- 
next, if you like. And now, really, Bruno, you must come 
and do your lessons.” 

“I wiss 00 wouldn’t say ’really Bruno!’ " the little fel- 
low pleaded, with pouting lips that made him look pret- 
tier than O'er. “It always shows there’s something horrid 
coming! And I won’t kiss you, if you're $0 unkind.” 

“Ah, but you have kiss^ me!” Sylvie exclaimed in 
merry triumph. 

“Well then. III wnkiss you!” And he ihresv his arms 
round her neck for this novel, but apparently not very 
painful, operation. 
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"It’s very like l^isshg!" Sylvie remarked, as soon as her 
lips were again free for speech. 

"Oo don’t know nttffin about it! It were just the cori' 
Bruno replied with much severity, as he marched 

away. 

Sylvie turned her laughing face to me. "Shall we come 
on Tuesday?” she said. 

“Very well," I said: “let it be Tuesday next. But where 
is the Professor? Did he come with you to Fairyland?" 

"No," said Sylvie. "But he promised he'd come and see 
us, some d.'iy. He’s getting his Lecture ready. So he has to 
Slay at home." 

"At home?" I said dreamily, not feeling quite sure what 
she had said. 

"Yes, Sir. His Lordship and Lady Muriel ere at home. 
Please to walk this way," 


Chapter XVII 
The Three Badgers 

Still more dreamily I found myself following this im- 
perious voice into a room where the Earl, hts daughter, 
and Arthur, were seated. “So you’re come et last^" said 
Lady Muriel, m a tone of playful reproach. 

I was delayed, I stammered. Though xvhat it was that 
had delayed me I should have been puzzled to explain I 
Luckily no questions were asked. 

The carriage ivas ordered round, the hamper, contain- 
ing our contribution to the Picnic, was duly stowed away, 
and'we set forth. ^ 

There was no need for me to maintain the conversation. 
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“I ca’n’t remember who it was that said ul” I faltered 
‘ Nor where I heard Jtl“ 

‘ Whoever It was, 1 hope we shall meet him at the Pic- 
nic!" said I-ady Muriel “It*s a far more interesting ques- 
tion than 'Isn't this a picturesque ruin?‘ 'Aren't those au- 
tumn lints lovely^’ I shall have to answer those two ques- 
tions ten times, at least, this afternooni” 

‘That’s one of the miseries of Socictyl" said Arthur. 
"Why ca’n’t people let one enjoy the beauties of Nature 
w ithout having to say so every minute? Why should Life 
be one long Oitechism? ’ 

‘ It’s just as bad at a picture gallery," the Earl remarked 
‘ I went to the RA last May, with a conceited young ar- 
tist and he rfirf torment me! I wouldn't have minded his 
criticizing the pictures htntself but I had to agree with 
him— or else to argue the point, which would have been 
worse!” 

“It was depreciatory cnucism, of course?' said Arthur. 
“I don’t see the 'of course’ at all ’’ 

‘ Why, did you ever know a conceited man dare to 
prew a picture^ The one thing he dreads (next to not be- 
ing noticed) is to be proved fallible' If you once praise a 
picture, your character for infallibility hangs by a thread 
Suppose It’s a figure picture, and you venture to say 
‘draws well ’ Somebody measures it, and finds one of the 
proportions an eighth of an inch wrong Yo« arc disposed 
of as a critic! Did you say he draws well?' your friends 
enquire sarcastically, while you hang your head and 
blush No The only safe course, if any one says ‘draws 
well,’ is to shrug your shoulders 'Draws well?’ you repeat 
thoughtfully ‘Draws well? Humphl’ That’s the way to 
'oecome a gictiX umeV 

Thus airily chatting, after a pleasant drive through a 
few miles of beautiful scenery, we reached the rendezvous 
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— a ruined castle — where the rest of the picnic-party were 
already assembled. We spent an hour or tsvo in sauntering 
about the ruins: gathering at last, by common consent 
into a few random groups, seated on the side of a mound, 
which commanded a good vicsv of the old casde and its 
surroundings. 

The momentary* silence, that ensued, was promptly tak- 
en possession of— or, more corratJy, taken into custody 
■ — by a Voice; a \*oicc so smooth, so monotonous, so 
sonorous, that one felt, with a shudder, that any other con- 
versation was precluded, and that, unless some desperate 
remedy were adopted, we were fated to listen to a Lec- 
ture, of which no man could foresee the cndl 

The Speaker was a broadly-built man, whose large, flat; 
pale face uras bounded on the North by a fringe of hair. 
On the East and West by a fringe of whisker, and on the 
South by a fringe of beard— the whole consu'rutmg a uni- 
form halo of stubbly white)'-brown brisUes. His features 
Were so entirely destitute of expression that I could nor 
hdp saying to m)'5el£ — helplessly, as if in the clutches of 
a night-mare — ■“the)’ arc only penciled in: no final touches 
as yet!” And he had a way of ending every sentence with 
a sudden smile, which spread like a ripple over that s’ast 
blank surface, and was gone in a moment, leaving behind 
it such absolute solemnity that I felt impelled to murmur 
“it was not he: it was somebody else that smiled!” 

“Do you observe?” (such was the phrase with which 
the WTctch began each sentence) “Do you obscrs-c the 
way in w-hich that broken arch, at the very top of the ruin, 
stands out against the dear sky? It is placcdVxJrt/y right: 
and there is exactly enough of it. A Utde more, or a litdc 
less, and all would be utterly spralcdl” 

“Oh gifted architcctl" murmured Arthur, tnaudibly to 
all but Lady Muriel and mysdf. “Foreseeing the exaa ef- 
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feet his uork would liavc, when jn rums, centuries after 

his death!" 

“And do )ou obscr\e, where those trees slope down the 
hill,” (indicating them with a sweep of the hand, and 
with all the patronising air of the man who has himself 
arranged the landscape), “how the mists rising from the 
river fill up exactly those intervals where we need indis 
tinctncss, for artistic clTeci^ Here, in the foreground, a 
few clear touches are not amiss but a iae^-ground with' 
out mist, you kiiowl It is simply barbarous! Yes, we need 
indistinctness!" 

The orator looked so pointedly at me as he uttered these 
words, that 1 felt bound to reply, by murmuring some- 
thing to the cfTcct that I hardly felt the need myself^t^^ 
that I enjoyed looking at a thing, better, when I could 
tee It. 

“Quite so!” the great man sharply took me up ‘ From 
yo:ir point of view, that is correctly put But for any one 
who has a soul for Art, such a view is preposterous No 
tare is one thing Art is another. Nature shows us the 
world as it ts But Art—CkS a Latin author tells us — Art, 
you know — the words have escaped my memory — ” 

"Ars est celare Naturam” Arthur interposed with a de- 
lightful promptitude 

“Quite so!” the orator replied with an air of relief “I 
thank youl Ars est celare Naturam — ^but that isn’t it.” 
And, for a few peaceful moments, the orator brooded, 
frowningly, over the quotaUon The welcome opportunity 
was seized, and another voice struck into the silence 
“What a lovely old rum it is!" cried a young lady m 
spectacles, the very embodiment of the March of Mind, 
looking at Lady Muriel, as the proper recipient of 
really original remarks “And don’t you admire those au 
tumn tints on the trees? / do, tntenselyl" 
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Lady Muriel shot a meaning glance at me; but replied 
with admirable gravity. "Oh yes indeed, indeed! So true!” 

"And isn’t it strange,” said the young lady, passing ^ith 
startling suddenness from Sentiment to Science, “that the 
mere impact of certain coloured rays upon the Retina 
should give us such e.xquisiic pleasure?” 

“You have studied Physiology, then?” a certain young 
Doctor courteously enquired. 

“Oh, yes! Isn’t it a street Science?” 

. Arthur slightly smiled. “It seems a paradox, does it 
not,” he \vcnl on, “that the image formed on the Retina 
should be inverted?” 

“It IS puzzling,” she candidly admitted. “Why is it we 
do not See things upside-down?” 

• “You have never heard the Theory, then, that the 
Brain also is inverted?” 

“No indeed! What a teautijul fact! But how is it 
proued?" 

"Thus!’ replied Arthur, with all the gravity of ten 
Professors rolled into one. “What we call the vertex of 
the Brain is really its base: and what we call its base is 
really its vertex: it is simply a question of nomenclature." 

This last polysyllable settled the matter. “How truly 
delightful!” the fair Scientist exclaimed with enthusiasm. 

“I shall ask our Physiological Lecturer why he nc%*er gave 
us that exquisite 'Hicory!” 

“I’d give something to be present ^vhen the question 
is-askcdl” Anhur whispered to me, as, at a signal from 
Lady Muriel, we moved on to where the hampers had 
been collected, and devoted our$cl>TS to the more sub~ 
stantial business of the day. 

We “waited" on ourselves, as the modem barbarism 
(combining two good things in such a way as to secure 
the 'discomforts of both and the advantages of neither) 
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of having a picnic with servants to tvait upon you, had 
not yet reached this out-of ihc-way region — and of course 
the gentlemen did not even take their places until the 
ladies had been duly provided tvtih all imaginable crea- 
ture<omforis Then I supplied myself with a plate of 
something solid and a glass of something fluid, and found 
a place next to I^dy Muriel i 

It had been left vacant— apparently, for Arthur, as a 
distinguished stranger: but he had turned shy, and had 
placed himself next to the young lady in spectacles, whose 
high rasping voice had already cast loose upoh Society 
such ominous phrases as “Man is a bundle of Qualities!”, 
■“the Objective is only attainable through the Subjectivcl”. 
Arthur was bearing it bravely* but several faces wore a 
look of alarm, and I thought it high umc to start some 
less metaphysical topic, 

"In my nursery days,” I began, “when the weather 
didn't suit for an out-of-doors picnic, we were allowed 
to have a peculiar kind, that we enjoyed hugely The 
table cloth was laid tinder the table, instead of upon it 
we sat round it on the’floor and I believe we really en 
joyed that extremely uncomfortable kind of dinner more 
than we ever did the orthodox arrangcmcntl" 

‘Tve no doubt of it,” Lady Muriel replied “There’s 
nothing a well regulated child hates so much as regu- 
larity I believe a really healthy boy would thoroughly 
enjoy Greek Grammar — if only he might stand on his 
head to learn itl And your carpet-dinner certainly spared 
you one feature of a picnic, which is to me its chief 
drawback ” 

“The chance of a shower?” I suggested. 

No, the chance — or rather the certainty — of live things 
occurring in combination wth one’s food^ Spiders are my 
bugbear Now tny father has no sympathy with that 
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sentiment— Acf/ff you, dear?” For the Earl had caught the 
■word and turned to Jisten. 

“To each his sufferings, all arc men,” he replied in the 
sweet sad tones that seemed natitral to him: “each has his 
pet aversion.” 

“But you’ll never guess hisV' Lady Muriel said, with 
that delicate silvery laugh that was music to my cars. 

I declined to attempt the impossible. 

“He doesn’t like snaJ^es/" she said, in a stage whisper. 
“Now, isn’t that an ‘unreasonable aversion.^ Fancy not 
liking such a dear, coaxiogly, cUngi/igly affectionate crea- 
ture as a snakel” ' 

“Not like jna\es!'' I exclaimed. *'Js such a thing pos- 
sible?" 

“No, he doesn't like them," she repeated-with a pretty 
mock-gravity. “He’s not afraid of them, you know. But 
he doesn’t U\e them. He says they’re too wagglyl" 

I was more startled than I liked to show. There was 
something so uncanny in this echo of the very tvords I 
had so lately heard from that little forest-sprite, that it 
was only by a great effort I succeeded in saying, carelessly, 
“Let us banish so unpleasant a topic. Won’t you sing us 
something, Lady Muriel? I kno^v you do sing without 
music.” 

• “The only songs I know — without music — arc desper- 
ately sentimental, I’m afraldl Arc your tears all ready?” 

"Quite readyl Quite radyl” came from all sides, and 
Lady Muriel — not being one of those lady-singers who 
think it de rigsseur to decline to sing till they have been 
petitioned three or four times, and have pleaded failure 
of memory, loss of voice, and other conclusive reasons 
for silence — began at once: — 

"There he three Badgers an a mossy stone, 

' ' Beside a dar\ and covered tvay: 
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'Each dreams himself a monarch on his throne. 
And so they stay and stay — • 

Though their old Father languishes alone. 
They stay, and stay, and stay. 


There be three Herrings loitering around, 
Longing to shaie that mossy seat: 

'» ‘‘"e ii’hM she has found 
That ma\es Life seem so sweet. 

Thus, with a grating and uncertain sound. 

They bleat, and bleat, and bleat. 


“The Mother-Hernns, on the salt sea wave, 
houghl vainly for her_absent ones: 

The Ftnher-Badger, muhtng in a cave, 
blme^ad oM-Retum,tny sonsl , . 

You shall have burn; he shrteked, ',/ you'll behavel 
iM, pwflf, and buns, and bunsl’ 


‘itl'il "‘i W gone astray? 

My daughters left me whtle I slept.' 

Yes'm the Badge, satd: 'tt's as you say.' 
They should be better kept ' 

pool parents talked the time away. 

and wept, and wept." 


“The Herrings’ Soi 
anuvver tune. Sylvie,” he said. “And I ca’nf sing 
not wizout oo plays it for mel” 

tliM '’“'‘''f “P"" =■ tiny tnushroor 

plavcd nn th instrument in the world, an 

And such the notes of an orgal 

musicl ’ ■' Such teenytin 

Bruno held his head 


on one side, and listened very 
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gravely for a few momems until he had caught the mel- 
ody. Then the sweet childish voice rang out once more: — 

"Oh, dear beyond our dearest dreams, 

' Fairer than all that fairest seems! 

To feast the rosy hours away, \ 

To revel in a roundelay! 

How blest ufould be 
A life so free — 

Iptvergis-Puddirtg to consume, 

* And drin\ the subtle Aszigoaml 

"And if, in other days and hours, 
hitd other flu0s and other flowers, 

The choice were given me how to dine — 

'Name what thou wilt: it shall be thinel’ 

Oh, then I see 
The life for me—^ 
tpwergit-Puddtng to consume. 

And drink, the subtle Azsigoom!" 

“Oo may leave off playing now, Sylvie. I can do the 
uvver tunc much better wizout a compliment,” 

. "He means ‘svithout accompaniment,”' Sylvie whis- 
pered, smiling at my puzzled look; and she pretended 
to shut up the stops of the organ. 

"The Badgers did not care to tal^ to Fish: 

. They did not dote on Herrings' songs: 

, They never had experienced the drsh 

To which that name belongs: 

'And oh, to pweh their tails,' (this was their uish.) 

‘With tongs, yea, tongs, and tongs!' " 

I ought to mention that he marked the parenthesis, 
in the air, with his finger. It seemed to me a very good 
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plan You know there’s no sound to represent it — any 
more than there is for a question 
Suppose you have said to your friend “You are better 
tOKlay, and that you Avant him to understand that you 
arc asking him a question, what can be simpler than 
just to make a m the air with your finger? He would 
understand you in a momenti ^ 

“ 'And are not these the Ftsh.* the Eldest sighed, 

^ Whose Mother dwells beneath the foam?’ 

They arc the Ftshl' the Second one replied 
And they have left thetr homeV 
Oh mehed Fish’ the youngest Badger cried, 

'To roam, yea, roam, and roaml’ 

Gently the Badgers trotted to the shore — 

The sandy shore that fringed the bay 
Each in his mouth a living Herring bore— 

Those aged ones waxed gay 
Clear rang their voices through the ocean’s roar, 

'Hooray, hooray, hoorayV " 

So they all got safe home again,” Bruno said, after 
waiting a minute to see if / had anything to say he evi- 
remark ought to be made And I 
couldn’t help wishing there were some such rule in So- 
ciety, at the conclusion of a song-that the singer herself 
should say the right thing, and not leave it to the audi- 
ence Suppose a young kdy has just been warbling (“with 
a grating and uncertain sound ) Shelley’s exquisite lync 
arise from dreams of thee” how much nicer it would 
be, instead of your having to say “Oh, thank, you, thank. 
youl for the young lady herself to remark, as she draws 
on her gloves, while the impassioned words “Oh, press 
tt to thine own. or xt will break, at last!” are still ringing 
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in your cars, “ — but she wouldn’t do it, you know. So it 
did break at last.” 

“And I f^neiv it \N'ouldr she added quiedy, as I started 
at the sudden crash of broken glass. “You’ve been holding 
it sideways for the last minute, and letting all the cham- 
pagne run out! Were you asleep, I wonder? I’m so sorry 
my singing has such a narcotic cScctl” 


Chapter XVTII 

Queer Street, Number Forty 

Lady Muriel was the speaker- And, for the moment, 
that was the only fact I could clearly realise. But how 
she came to be there— and how / came to be there— and 
how the glass of champagne came to be there— all these 
were questions which I felt it better to think out in 
silence, and not commit myself to any statement till I 
understood things a litUe more clearly. 

“First accumulate a mass of Facts: and Men construct 
a Theory.” That, I believe, is the true Sdentic Method. I 
sat up, rubbed my eyes, and began to accumulate Facts. 

A smooth grassy slope, bounded, at the upper end, by 
venerable ruins half buried in ivy, at the lower, by a 
stream seen through arching trees — a dozen gaily-dressed 
people, seated in little groups here and there— some open 
hampers — the debris of a picnic — such were the Facts 
accumulated by the Scientific Researcher. And now, \vhat 
deep, far-reaching TAeory was he to construct from them? 
The Researcher found himself at fault. Yet stay! One 
Fact, bad escaped bw nottce. Wbde all the. test wece 
grouped in t^vos and in threes, Arthur was alone: while 
all tongues were ulking, hu was silent: while all faces 
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were gi), /its was gloomy and despondent. Here was a 
Fact indeed! The Rcscardicr felt that a Theory must be 
constructed without delay. 

Lady Muriel had just risen and left the party. Could 
that be the cause of his despondency? The Theory hardly 
rose to the dignity of a Working Hypothesis Clearly 
more Facts were needed 

The Researcher looked round him once more: and now 
the Facts accumulated m such bewildering profusion, that 
the Theory was lost among them For Lady Muriel had 
gone to meet a strange gentleman, just visible in the dis 
wnce and now she was returning with him, both of 
them talking eagerly and joyfully, like old friends who 
have been long parted and now she was moving from 
growp. introducing the new hero of the hour* 
and he, young, tall, and handsome, moved gracefully at 
her side, with the erect bearing and firm tread of a 
soldier Verily, the Theory looked gloomy for Arthurl 
His eye caught mine, and he crossed to me 

^ He IS very handsome,” I said 
Abominably handsome*” muttered Arthur then 
smiled at his own bitter words 'Tucky no one heard me 
but you* 


“Doctor forester,” said Lady Muncl, who had just 
jome us, let me introduce to you my cousin Enc Lin 
don—Captam Linden, I should say” 

Arthur shook off his ill temper instantly and com- 
gctely, as he rose and gave the young soldier his hartd 
ave ear of you, he said “I’m very glad to make 
(he acquamtance of Lady Mund’s cousin " 

Yes, that’s all I'm disunguishcd for, as yet' ’ said Eric 
(so we smn got to call him) with a winning smile “And 
1 doubt, glancing at Lady Murid, ".£ it even amounts to 
a goodKionduct badgcl But it’s something to begin with " 
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“You must come to my father, Eric,”- said Lady Muriel. 
“I think he’s wandering among the ruins.” And the pair 
moved on. 

v-The gloomy look returned to Arthur’s face: and I 
could see it was only to distract hts thoughts that he took 
his place at the side of the meuphysical young lady, and 
resumed their interrupted discussion. 

“Talking of Herbert Spencer,” he began, “do you really 
find no laical difficulty in regarding Nature as a process 
of involution, passing from definite coherent homo- 
geneity to indefinite incoherent heterogeneity?” 

Amused as I was at the ingenious jumble he had made 
of Spencer’s words, I kept as grave a face as I could. 

“No physical difficulty,” she confidently replied: “but 
I haven’t studied Logic much. Would you state the diffi- 
culty?” 

"Well,” said Arthur, “do you accept it as self-evident? 
Is it as obvious, for instance, as that ’things that are 
greater than the same are greater than one another’?” 

“To my mind,” she modestly replied, “it seems quite 
us obvious. I grasp both truths by intuition. But other 
minds may need some logical— I forget the technical 
terms.” 

“For a complete logical argument,” Arthur began with 
admirable solemnity, “we need two prim Misses ” 

“Of course!” she interrupted. “I remember that ^vord 
now. And they produce — ?” 
i “A Delusion,” said Arthur. 

“Ye — cs?” she said dubiously. “I don't seem to remem- 
ber that so well. But what is the argument called?” 

“A Sillygism.” 

“Ah, yes! I remember nmv. But I don’t need a Silly- 
gism, you know, to prove that mathematical axiom you 
mentioned.” 
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' “Nor to prove that ‘all angles arc cquil', I suppose?” 

"Why, of course not! One takes such a simple truth as 
that for grantcdl" 

Here I ventured to interpose, and to offer her a plate 
of strawberries and cream I felt really uneasy at the 
thought that she might detect the trick, and I contrived, 
unpcrccivcd by her, to shake my head reprovingly it the 
pseudo-philosopher Equally unperccived by her, Arthur 
slightly raised his shoulders, and spread his hands abroad, 
us who should say "What else can I say to her^” and 
moved away leaving her to discuss her strawberries by 
"involution," or any other way she preferred 
By this time the carnages, that were to convey the 
revelers to their respective homes, had begun to assemble 
outside the Castle grounds* and it became evident— now 
that Lady Muriel s cousin had joined our party— that the 
problem, how to convey five people to Elveston, with a 
carriage that would only hold four, must somehow be 
solved 

The Honorable Eric Lindon, who was at this moment 
walking up and down with Lady Muriel, might have 
solved It at once, no doubt, by announcing his intention of 
returning on foot Of tins solution there did not seem to 
be the very smallest probability 
The next best solution, it seemed to me, was that I 
should walk home and this I at once proposed 

You re sure you don’t mind^” said the Earl "I’m 
afraid the carnage won’t take us all, and I don’t like 
to suggest to Eric to desert his cousin so soon ’ 

"So far from minding jt," I said, "I should prefer it 
It will give me time to sketch this beauuful old rum ’ 

‘ I’ll keep you company,’ Arthur suddenly said And, 
in answer to what I suppose was a look of surprise on my 
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face, he said in a low voic^ “I really wnuld rather. 1 shall 
be quite de trap in the carriage!” 

“1 think m walk too,” said the £arl. “You'll have to 
be content with Eric as your escort,” he added, to Lady 
Muriel, who had joined us while he was speaking. 

‘ You must be as entertaining as Cerberus — ^‘threc gen- 
tlemen rolled into one—” Lady Muriel said to her com- 
panion. “It ntU be a grand military exploitl” 

“A sort of Forlorn Hope?” the Captain modesdy sug- 
gested. 

“^'ou do pay prett)' complimentsl" laughed his fair 
cousin. “Good day to juu, gentlemen three — or rather 
deserters three!” And the two young folk entered the car* 
rbgc and were driven away- 

“How long will your sketch take?" said A^rthur, 

“Well," I said, “I should like an hour for it. Don’t you 
think you had belter go without me? HI return by train. 

I know there's one in about an hour’s time.” 

“Perhaps that tvould be best," said the ^rl. "The Sta- 
tion is quite close." 

So 1 was left to my own devices, and soon found a 
comfortable scat, at the foot of a tree, from which I had 
a good riew of the ruins. 

“It is a very drowsy day,” I said to myself, idly turn- 
ing over the leaves of the sketch-book to find a blank 
page. “Why, I thought you were a mile off by this time!" 
For, to my surprise, the two w-alkers wTre back again. 

“I came back to remind you,” Arthur said, “that the 
trains go every ten minutes—" 

“Nonsense!” I said. “It isn’t the Metropolitan Railway!” 

“It is the MctrotxiUtan Railway,” the Earl insisted. 
“This is a part of Kensington.” 

' “^Vhy do you talk wdih your eyes shut?” said Arthur. 
"Wake up!" 
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“I thmk Ji’s the heat that makes me so dro^\sy,” I said, 
hoping, but not feeling quite sure, that I was talking 
sense “Am I awake now?” 

‘1 thmk no/,” the Earl judicially pronounced “What 
do you think, Doctor? He’s only got one eye open!” 

And hes snoring like anything!" cried Druno “Do 
wake up, you dear old thing!” And he and Sylvie set to 
work, rolling the heavy head from side to side, as if its 
connection with the shoulders was a matter of no sort of 
importance 

And at last the Professor opened his eyes, and sat up, 
blinking at us with eyes of utter bewilderment “Would 
you have the kindness to mention,” he said, addressing 
me with his usual old fashioned courtesy, “whereabouts 
we are just now— and who we arc, beginning with me?" 

I thought It best to begin with the children “This is 
Sylvie, Sir, and this is Bruno” 


^j»y*** ^ know them well enough!” the old man mur- 
mured ‘It’s myself I'm most anxious about And perhaps 
you 11 be good enough to mention, at the same ume, how 
I got here? ’ 

i< ^ harder problem occurs to me,” I ventured to say 
and that is, how you’re to get back again " 

True, true! ’ the Professor replied “That’s the Prob- 
lem, no doubt Viewed as a Problem, outside of oneself, 
It IS a most interesting one Viewed as a portion of one’s 
own lography, it js, I must admit, very distressing!” H® 
groaned, but instantly added, with a chucUe, “As to 
mentioned that I am—” 

“Oo’re the Praftssorl ’ Bruno shouted in his ear “Didn’t 
oo know that? Oo’vc come from Outlaadl And it’s ever 
SO far away from herd’ 

The Professor leapt to his feet with the agility of a 
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boy. “Then there’s no lime to lose!" he exclaimed anx* 
iously. “I’ll just ask this guileless peasant, with bis brace 
of buckets that contain (apparently) water, if he’ll be so 
kind as to direct us. Guileless peasant!” he proceeded in 
a louder voice. “Would you tell us the way to Outland?" 

The guileless peasant turned with a sheepish grin. 
“Hey?" was all he said. 

“The — way — to— Outlandl" the Professor repeated. 

• The guileless pe3S.int set down his buckets and con- 
sidered. “Ah, dunnot— " 

“I ought to mention," the Professor hastily put in, “that 
whatever you say will be used in evidence against you.” 

The guileless peasant instantly resumed his buckets. 
"Then ah says nowt!" he answered briskly, and walked 
away at a great pace. 

The children gazed sadly at the rapidly vanishing fig- 
ure, “He goes very quick!" the Professor said with a sigh. 
“But I \7iow that was the right thing to say. I’ve studied 
your English Laws. However, let’s ask this ne.TC man 
that’s coming. He is not guileless, and he is not a peasant 
—but I don’t know that either point is of vital impor- 
tance.” 

It svas, in fact, the Honourable Eric Lindon, svho had 
apparently fulfilled his task of cscorUng Lady Muriel 
home, and was now strolling leisurely up and down the 
road outside the house, enjoying a solitary cigar. 

“Might I trouble you. Sir, to tell us the nearest way to 
Outland!” Oddity as he svas, in outward appearance, the 
Professor was, in that essential nature which no outward 
disguise could conceal, a thorough gentleman. 

• 'And, as such, Eric Lindon accepted him instantly. He 
took the cigar from his nKHJth, and delicately shook off 
the ash, while he considered. “The name sounds strange 
to me," he said. “I doubt if I can help you.” 



430 SYLVIE AND BRUNO ' 

It IS not very far from Fairyland," the Professor sug- 
gested 

Eric Lmdon’s eye brows were slightly raised at these 
words, and an amused smile, which he courteously tried 
to repress, flitted across his handsome face “A trifle 
crackedl" he muttered to himself “But what a jolly old 
patriarch it isl” Then he turned to the children “And 
ca’n’t you help him, little folk?" he said, with a gentle- 
ness of tone that seemed to win their hearts at once. 

Surely you know all about it? 

*How many miles to Babylon? 

Three score miles and ten 
Can I get there by candlelight? 

Yes, and bac\ again!’" 

To my surprise, Bruno ran iorwards to him, as if he 
were some old friend of theirs, seized the disengaged 
hand and hung on to it with both of his own and there 
stood this tall dignified officer in the middle of the road, 
gravely swinging a litde boy to and fro, while Sylvie stood 
ready to push him, exactly as if a real swing had sud 
denly been provided for their pastime 

We don t want to get to Babylon, oo knoiv!” Bruno 
explained as he swung 

And it isn t candlelight it’s daylight! ' Sylvie added, 
giving the swing a push of extra vigour, which nearly 
took the whole machine off its balance. 

y t IS time It was clear to me that Eric Lmdon was 
"'y presence Even the Professor and 
the ^ildrM seemed to have lost sight of me - and I stood 
in c midst of the group, as unamcerncdly as a ghost, 
scemg but unseen 

^ How perfectly isochronous! ’ the Professor exclaimed 
wi enthusiasm He had his natch in his hand, and 'vas 
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carefully counting Bruno’s oscillations. “He measures 
time quite as accurately as a penduluml” 

“Yet even pendulums,” the good-natured young soldier 
observed, as he carefully relcasttl his hand from Bruno's 
grasp, “arc not a joy for evert Come, that’s enough for 
one bout, little manl Next time we meet, you shall have 
another. Meanwhile you’d better take this old gentleman 
to Queer Street, Number—” 

"tVe'U find it!” cried Bruno eagerly, as they dragged 
the Professor away. 

‘*\Ve arc much indebted to youf" the Professor said, 
looking over his shoulder. 

“Don’t mcmion itl” replied the officer, raising his hat 
as a parting salute. 

"IPAfl/ number did you sayl” the Professor called from 
the distance. 

The officer made a trumpet of his two hands. “Forty!” 
he shouted in stentorian tones. “And not piano, by any 
means!” he added to himself. “It’s a mad wrld, my mas- 
ters, a mad world!” He lit another dgar, and strolled on 
towards his hotel. 

“What a lovely evening!” I said, joining him as he 
passed me- 

“Lovely indeed,” he said. “Where did yon come from? 
Dropped from the clouds?” 

“I’m strolling your svay,” 1 said; and no further cx- 
planauon seemed necessary. 

“Have a cigar?” 

“Thanksrl’m not a smoker." 

“Is there a Lunatic Asylum near here?” 

"Not that I know of." 

“Thought there might he. Met a lunatic jusr now. 
Queer old fish as ever I sawl" 

And so, in friendly chat, sve took our homeward svaysi 
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and wished each other “good night” at the door of his 
hotel 

Left to myself, I felt the “eerie” feeling rush over me 
again, and saw, standing at the door of Number Forty, 
the three figures I knew so well 
^^Then its the wrong house?” Bruno was saying 
No, no! It’s the right 'house” the Professor cheerfully 
replied but it’s the wrong street That’s where we’ve 
made our mistake! Our best plan, now will be to-” 

, It was over The street was empty Commonplace life 
was around me, and the “eerie’ feelmg had fled 


Chapter XIX 
How toMakcaPhhzz 

communmuon 

with the Hall, as Arthur was evidently fearful that we 
might wear out our welcome' , but when, on Sunday 
morning, we were setting out for church, I gladly agreed 
to his proposal to go round and enquire after the Earl, 
Who was said to be unwell 

Erie, who was strolling m the garden, gave us a good 

MSl'atrnee’ 

you coming with us to church? ' I enquired 

actlv-Zn m T’ ''' ““"“"''y mphed ' It's not-ex 
—for the n ^ hnow It s an excellent insutution 

-for the foor 'When I'm with my own folk, I go, ,ust 

nreachers ^ strung out a sermon Country- 

preachers arc always so dulll ’ 
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'• Arthur u’as silent till we were out of hearing. (Then he 
said to himself, almost inaudibly, "Where two or three 
ere gathered together in my name, there am I in the 
midst of them" 

“Yes,” I assented: “no doubt that is the principle on 
which church-going rests.” 

“And when he does go,” -he continued (our thoughts 
ran so much together, that our conversation svas often 
slightly elliptical), “I suppose he repeats the words 7 be^ 
Ueve in the Commttnion of Saints ? 

But by this time we had reached the little church, mto 
which a goodly stream of worshipers, consisting mainly 
of fishermen and their families, was flowing. 

The service ^^•ould have been pronounced by any mod- 
ern JESthciic religionist — or religious xsthete, which is it? 
■—to be crude and cold: to me, coming fresh from the 
e\*cr-advancing developments of a London church under 
a soi-disant “Catholic" Rector, it was unspeakably re- 
freshing. 

There was no theatrical procession of demure little 
choristers, trying their best not to simper under the ad- 
miring gaze of the congregation: the people’s share m the 
service ws uken by the people themselves, unaided, 
cept that a few good voices, judiciously posted here and 
there among them, kept the singing from going too far 
astray. ^ . , 

- There w'as no murdering of the noble music; contained 
in the Bible and the Liturgy, by its recital m a dead 
monotone, with no more expression that a mechanical 
’ talking-doll. 

■ No, the prayers were prayed, the lessons were 
and-best o£ all— the sermon svas talked; and I found 
m>'self xepeating. as we left the church, the words of 
Jacob, when he "atval^ed oat of his sleep." ‘ Surely the 
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Lord is in this place! This is none other but the house of 
God, and this ts the gate of heaven' ” ' 

"Yes," said Arthur, apparently in answer to my 
thoughts, “those ‘high’ services are fast becoming pure 
Formalism. Mol-e and more the people arc beginning to 
regard them as ‘performances,* in which they only ‘as- 
sist’ in the French sense. And it is specially bad for the 
little boys. They’d be much less self-conscious as pan- 
tomime-fairies. With all that dressing-up, and stagy-en- 
trances and exits, and being always en evidence, no 
tvonder if they’re eaten up with vanity, the blatant little 
coxcombs!” 

When we passed the Hall on our return, we found the 
Earl and Lady Muriel sitting out m the garden. Eric 
had gone for a stroll. 

Wc joined them, and the conversation soon turned on 
the sermon we had just heard, the subject 'of which was 
“selfishness." . ^ 

"What a change has come over our pulpits,” Arthur 
remarked, “since the time when Paley gave that utterly 
selfish definition of virtue, 'the doing good to man!(ind, 
in obedience to the will of God, and for the sake of ever' 
lasting happiness'!” ' 

Lady Muriel looked at him enquiringly, but she seemed 
to have learned by intuition, what years of experience 
had taught me, that die way to elicit Arthur’s deepest 
thoughts was neither to assent nor dissent, but simply to 
listen. I 

At that time," he went on, “a great tidal wave of 
selfishness was sweeping over human thought. Right and 
Wrong had somehow been transformed into Gain and 
Loss, and Religion had become a sort of commeraal 
transaction We may be thankful that our preachers are 
beginning to lake a nobler view of life." t 
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“But is it not taught again and again in the Bible?" J 
ventured to ask. 

“Not in the Bibl^ as a whole!' said Arthur. “In the 
Old Testament^ no doubt, rewards and punishments are 
constandy appealed to as motives for action. That teach- 
ing is best for children, and the Israelites seem to have 
been, mentally, utter children. We guide our children 
thus, at first: but we appeal, as soon as possible, to their 
innate sense of Right and Wrong: and, wben that stage 
is safely past, we appeal to the highest motive of all, the 
desire for likeness to, and union with, the Supreme Good. 
I think you will find that to be the teaching of the Bible, 
as a whole, beginning wath 'that thy days may be lon^ 
in the land,' and ending with 'be ye perfect, even as yottr 
Father which is in heaven it perfect! " 

We were silent for awhile, and then Arthur wxnt off 
on another tack. “Look at the literature of Hjinns, now. 
How cankered it is, through and through, with selfish- 
nessl There are few human compositions more utterly 
degraded than some modern Hymns!” 

1 quoted the stanza. 

"WhaSever, Lord, tve lend to Thee. 

Repaid a thousandfold jhsll be. 

Then gladly ivill tve pee to Thee, 

Giver of alll" 

“Yes,” he said grimly: “that is the typical stanza. And 
the wry last charily-scrmon I heard was infected with it. 
After giving many good reasons for charity, the preacher 
WDUnd up with 'and, for all jtm gi\e, )ou wall be repaid 
a thousandfold!’ Oh, the uitcr meanness of such a mouse, 
to be put before men svho do know what self-sacrifice 
is, who can appreciate generosity and heroism! Talk of 
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Original Stn! ’ he went on with increasing bitterness 
“Can you have a stronger proof of the Original Good 
ness there must be in this nation, than the fact that Re 
ligion has been preached to us, as a commercial specula- 
tion, for a century, and that we still believe in a God^” 

“It couldn’t have gone on so long," Lady Muriel mus- 
ingly remarked, "if the Opposition hadn’t been practically 
silenced— put under what the French call la clSture Sure- 
ly in any lecture hall, or in private society, such teaching 
would soon have been hooted down?” 

“I trust so,’ said Arthur “and, though I don’t want 
to sec ‘brawling in church’ legahsed, I must say that our 
preachers enjoy an enormous privilege — which they iH 
deserve, and which they misuse terribly Wc put our man 
into a pulpit, and we virtually tell him ‘Now, you may 
stand there and talk to us for half an hour We won’t 
interrupt you by so much as a tvord' You shall have it 
all your own way!’ And what does he give us in return^ 
Shallow twaddle, that, if it were addressed to you over a 
dinner table, you would think ‘Docs the man take me for 
a jooV? ” 

The return of Eric from his walk checked the tide of 
Arthur s eloquence, and, after a few minutes’ talk on 
more conventional topics, we took our leave Lady Muriel 
walked with us to the gate “You have given me much to 
think about,” she said earnestly, as she gave Arthur her 
hand I m so glad you came in!” And her words brought 
a real glow of pleasure into that pale worn face of his 

On the Tuesday, as Arthur did not seem equal to more 
\TOlking, I took a long stroll by myself, having stipulated 
that he was not to give the whole day to his books, but 
ws to meet me at the Hall at about tea umc On my way 
back, I passed the Station just as the afternoon tram came 
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rrndc The servant paused, doubtful!} glancing from her 
charge to me, and then back again to the child “Would 
you like It, dear^” she askwl her. But no such doubt ap* 
peared to cross the child's mind: she lifted her arms eager- 
ly to be taken up “Plcasel” was all she said, while a faint 
smile flickered on the weary little face. I took her up with 
scrupulous care, and her little arm was at once clasped 
trustfully round my neck. 

She was a tcry liglit weight— so light, m fact, that the 
ridiculous idea crossed my mind that it was rather easier 
going up, with her in my arms, than it would have been 
without her and, when we reached the road abosc, with 
its carl ruts and loose stones — all formidable obstacles for 
a lame child— I found that I had said “I’d better carry 
her over this rough place,” before I had formed any men- 
tal connection between its roughness and my gentle hide 
burden “Indeed it’s troubling you too much, Sirl" the 
maid exclaimed “She can walk very well on the flat" 
But the arm, that was twined about my neck, clung just 
an atom more closely at the suggesuon, and decided me 
to say “She’s no weight, really I’ll carry her a little fur- 
ther I’m going your way” 

The nurse raised no further objection* and the next 
speaker was a ragged little boy, with bare feet, and k 
broom over his shoulder, who ran across the road, and 
pretended to sweep the perfectly dry road in front of us 

Give us a ’ap’ny!” the litdc urchin pleaded, with a broad 
grin on his dirty face 

“Don t give him a ’ap’ny!" said the little lady in my 
arms The ri’orrfj sounded harsh but the /one was gentle 
ness Itself “He’s an tdle little boy! ’ And she laughed a 
laugh of such silvery sweetness as I had never yet heard 
from any lips but Sylvie’s To my astonishment, the boy 
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actually joined in the laugh, as if there were some subtle 
sympathy between them, as he ran away down the road 
and vanished through a gap in the hedge. 

But he was back in a few moments, having discarded 
his broom and provided himself, from some mysterious 
source, with an exquisite bouquet of flowers. “Buy a posy, 
buy a posyl Only a ’ap’nyl” he chanted, with the melan- 
choly drawl of a professional beggar. 

"Don't buy itJ” tras Her hfaj'csty’s edict as she looked 
down, with a lofty scorn that seemed curiously mixed 
with tender interest, on the ragged creature at her feet. 

But this time I turned rebel, and ignored the royal 
commands. Such lovely flowers, and of forms so entirely 
new to me, were not to be abandoned at the bidding of 
any little maid, however imperious. I bought the bouquet; 
and the little boy, after popping the halfpenny into his 
mouth, turned head<ver-heels, as if to ascertain whether 
the human mouth is really adapted to serve as a money- 
box. 

^Vith wonder, that increased evxry moment, I turned 
over the flowers, and examined them one by One; there 
was not a single one among them that 1 could remember 
having ever seen before. At last I turned to the nurse- 
maid. “D<i these flowers grow mid about here.* I never 
saw—” but the speech died away on my lips. The nursc- 
m.iid had v-anishcdf 

“You can put me down, note, if you like,” Sylvie quiet- 
ly remarked. 

I obeyed in silence, and could only ask myself 'is this 
a dream?", on finding Sylvie and Bruno walking one on 
either side of me, and clinging to my hands with the 
ready confidence of childhood. 

“You’re larger than when I saw you last!" I began. 



44° SYLVIE AND BRUNO 

“Really I think we ought to be introduced again! There’s 
so much of )ou that I never met before, you know” 
“Very well!” Sylvie merrily replied ‘This is Bruno 
It doesn’t take long He’s only got one name!" 

‘ There’s another name to me* ’ Bruno protested, with 
a reproachful look at the Mistress of the Ceremonies. 
“And It’s — 'Esquire'l ' 

‘ Oh, of course I forgot,’ said Sylvic “Bruno— 
Esquire! 

‘ And did )ou come here to meet me, my children?” I 
enquired 

‘You know I said wed come on Tuesdaj,’ Sylvie ex- 
plained “Are we the proper size for common children^ ’ 
"Quite the right size for ehtldren^' I replied, (adding 
mentally ‘ though not common children, by any means! ’) 
But what became of the nursemaid^ ’ 

‘ It are gone^ ’ Bruno solemnly replied 
Then it wasn’t solid, like SyKie and you^” 

No Oo couldn’t touch it, oo know If oo w'alked ct 
u, oo’d go right froo’ 

I quite expected you’d find it out, once,’’ said Sylvie 
Bruno ran it against a telegraph post, by accident And 
it went m two ha!\cs But you were looking the other 
way ” 

I felt that I had indeed missed on opportunity to wit- 
ness such an cseni as a nursemaid going “in two haKcs" 
docs not occur twice in a life timcl 
^ '^ben did oo guess n were Sylvie?” Bruno enquired 
“I didn't guess it, till it uas Sylvie,” 1 said ‘But how' 
did you manage the nursemaid?” 

"Bruro managed it,’ said Sylvie. “It's called a Phlizz ** 
“And how do you make a Phlizz. Bruno-'" 

“The Professor icachcd me how,’ said Bruno “Pirst 
oo ukes a lot of air—” 
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'■ ‘‘Oh, Brtinof'\ Sylvie interposed. “The Professor said 
you weren’t to tell!” 

> “But who did her voice?” 1 asked. 

“Indeed it’s troubling you too much, Sir! She can walk 
very well on the flat.” 

Bruno laughed merrily as I turned hastily from side 
to side, looking in all directions for the speaker. “That 
were me!” he gleefully proclaimed, in his own voice. 

“She can indeed walk very well on the flat,” 1 said. 
"And I think I was the Flat." 

By this time we were near the Hall. “This is where my 
friends live,” I said. “Will you come in and have some 
tea with them?” 

Bruno gave a htde {ump of joy: and Sylvie said “Yes, 
please. You’d like some tea, Bruno, wouldn’t you? He 
hasn’t tasted tea" she eaplaioed to me, “since we left Out* 
land.” 

“And f^a/ ivcren’t good leal” said Bruno. “It were so 
welly weakl” 


Chapter XX 
Light Come, Light Go 

Lady Muriel’s smile of welcome could not quite con- 
ceal the look of surprise with which she regarded my 
new companions. 

I presented them in due form. “This is Sylvte, I^dy 
hluricl. And this is Bruno” 

“Any surname? ” she enquired, her eyes twnklin^ 
with fun. 

“No," 1 said gravely. “No surname.” 
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She laughed, evidently dunking I snul it in fun; and 
stooped to kiss the children — i salute to which Bruno 
submitted with reluctance Sylvia returned it with in- 
terest 

While she and Arthur (who had arrived before me) 
supplied the children with tea and cake, 1 tried to engage 
the Earl m conversation hut he was restless and <iisirait, 
and w c made little progress At last, by a sudden question, 
he betrayed the cause of his disquiet 
"Would you let me look at those flowers you have in 
your hand? ’ 

"Willinglyl I said, handing him the bouquet Botany 
was, I knew, a favourite study of his and these flowers 
were to me so entirely new and mysterious, that I was 
really curious to see what a botanist would say of them 
They did not dimmish his disquiet On the contrary, 
he became every moment mgre excited as he turned them 
over "These are all from Central Indial” he said, laying 
aside part of the bouquet ‘They arc rare, even there 
and I have never seen them m any other part of the 
world These two arc Mexican— T/u/ one—" (He rose 
hastily and earned it to the window, to examine it in a 
better light, the flush of excitement mounting to his very 
forehead) ‘‘—is, I am nearly surc-^ut I have a book of 
Indian Botany here—’ He took a volume from the 
book shelves, and turned the leaves with trembling fin 
gers Yes! Compare it with this picturcl It is the exact 
duplicate! This is the flower of the Upas-tre^ which 
usually grows only m the depths of forests, and the flower 
fades so quickly after being plucked, that it is scarcely 
possible to keep us form or colour even so far as the out- 
skirts of the forest! Yet this is m full bloom! Where did 
you get these flowers?’ he added with breathless eager 
ness 
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as he placed the song before her “And am 1 to do the 

lamenting? And uho for, if }ou please?” 

She played the air once or twice through, first in quick, 
and finally in slow, time; and then gave us the whole song 
with as much graceful case as if she had been familiar 
with It all her life — 

"He steps so lightly to the land. 

All in hit manly pnde 
He loused her chee^, he pressed her hand, 

Yet still she glanced aside 
"Too gay he seems/ she darkly dreams, 

‘Too gallant and too gay 
To thin\ of me^poor simple me— 

When he is far awayV 

*/ bring my Love this goodly pearl 
Across the seas/ he said 
‘A gem to dec\ the dearest girl 
That ever sailor u edV 
She clasps it tight her eyes are bright 
Her throbbing heart would say 
'He thought of me — he thought of me — 

When he was far awayV 

The ship has sailed into the West 
Her ocean bird is flown 
A dull dead pain is in her breast 
And she is wea\ and lone 
Yet there's a smile upon her face, 

A smile that seems to say 
'He ll thinks of me — hellthin\ of me — 

When he ts far aevayt 

'Though waters wide between us glide. 

Our lives are warm and near 
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No distance parts two faithful hearts — 

Two hearts that love so dear: 

And I wilt trttst my sailor-lad, 

Tor ever and a day, ^ 

To think, of me — to think ote — 

When he is far awayV ” 


The look of displeasure, ivhich had begun to come over 
Arthur’s face when the young Captain spoke of Love so 
lightly, faded away as the song proceeded, and he listened 
with evident delight. But his face darkened again tvhen 
Eric demurely remarked “Don’t you think 'my soldier- 
lad’ would have fitted the tunc just as wdll” 

“Why, so it n'ouldl’’ Lady Muriel gaily retorted. “Sol- 
diers, sailors, tinkers, tailors, what a lot of words would 
fit ini I think ‘my /mi^er-lad’ sounds best. Don’t you?" 

To spare my friend further pain, 1 rose to gOt just as 
the Earl was beginning to repeat his particularly embap 
rassing question about the flowers. 

“You have not yet'—’’ 

“Yes, I've had some tea, thank you!" I hastily inter- 
rupted him. “And notv we really must be going. Good 
evening. Lady Muriel!’’ And wc made our adieu:^ and 
escaped, while the Earl was still absorbed in examining 
the mysterious bouquet. 

Lady Muriel accompanied us to the door. “You couldn’t 
have given my father a more acceptable present!" she said, 
warmly. “He Is so passionately fond of Botany. I’m afraid 
I know nothing of the theory of it, but I keep his Hortus 
Sicats in order. I must get some sheets of blotting-paper, 
and dry these new treasures for him before they begin to 
fade.” 

‘'That won’t be no good at alll” said Bruno, who tvas 
waiting for us in the garden. 
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“Why won’t it?” said I. “You know I had to give the 
flowers, to stop questions.” 

“Yes, It ca’n’t be helped,” said Sylvie: “but they ivill be 
sorry when they find them gone!” 

“But how will they go?” 

“Well, I don’t know how. But they will go. The nose- 
gay was only a PA/izs, you know. Bruno made it up.” 

These hst words were in a whisper, as she evidendy 
did not wish Arthur to hear. But of this there seemed 
to be little risk* he hardly seemed to notice the children, 
but paced on, silent and abstracted; and when, at the en- 
trance to the wood, they bid us a hasty farewell and ran 
off, he seemed to wake out of a day-dream. 

The bouquet vanished, as Sylvie had predicted; and 
when, a day or two afterwards, Arthur and 1 once more 
visited the Hall, we found the l^r! and his daughter, 
with the old housekeeper, out m the garden, examining 
the fastenings of the drawing room window. 

“We are holding an Inquest,” Lady Muriel said, ad- 
vancing to meet us “and we admit you, as Accessories 
before the Fact, to tell us all you know about those 
flowers ” 

‘ The Accessories before the Fact decline to answer any 
questions,” I gravely replied “And they reserve their de- 
fence ” 

“Well then, turn Queen’s Evidence, pleasel The flowers 
have disappeared in the night,” she went on, turning to 
Arthur, “and we are quite sure no one in the house has 
meddled with them Somebody must have entered by the 
window — ” 

“But die fastenings have not been tampered with,” said 
the Earl 

“It must have been while you were dining, my Lady,” 
said the housekeeper. 
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“That was it,” said the Earl. “The thief must have seen 
you bring the flowers,” turning me, “and have noticed 
that you did not take them away. And he must have 
known their great value — they arc simply priceless!" he 
exclaimed, in sudden excitement. 

“And you never told us how you got them!” said Lady 
Muriel. 

“Some day,” I stammered, “I may be free to tell you. 
Just now, would j’ou excuse me?” 

The Earl looked disappointed, but kindly said “Very 
well, we will ask no questions.” 

“But we consider you a very bad Queen’s Evidence^” 
Lady Muriel added playfully, as we entered the arbour. 
“We pronounce you to be an accomplice; and we sen- 
tence you to solitary confinement, and to be fed on bread 
and— butter. Do you take sugar?” 

“It is disquieting, certainly,” she resumed, when all 
“creature-comforts” had been duly supplied, “to rind that 
the house has been entered by a thief— in this out-of-the- 
way place. If only the flou'crs had been eafables, one might 
have suspected a thief of quite another shape—” 

“You mean that universal explanation for all mysteri- 
ous disappearances, ‘the cat did it’?" said Arthur. 

"Yes,” she replied. “^Vhat a convenient thing it would 
be if all thieves had the same shape! It’s so confusing to 
have some of them quadrupeds and others bipeds!” 

“It has occurred to m^” said Arthur, “as a curious prob- 
lem in Teleology— the Sdcncc of Final Causes,” he added, 
in answer to an enquiring look from Lady Muriel. 

“And a Final Cause is — ?” 

“Well, suppose we say — the last of a senes of connected 
' events — each of the senes being the cause of the next — 
for whose sake the first event takes place.” 
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“But the last c^cIU ts practically an cOcct of the first, 
isn’t It? AnU yet you call it a cauic of itl” 

Arthur pondered a moment. “Tlic words arc rather 
confusing, I grant you,” he said “Will this do^ The last 
event IS an effect of the first: but the necessity for that 
cicnt IS a cause of the necessity for the first " 

“Tint seems clear enough,” said Lady Munch “Now* let 
us have the problem ’’ 

“It’s merely this What object can we imagine m the 
arrangement by which each different size (roughly 
speaking) of living creatures has its special shape? For 
instance, the human race has one kind of shape — ^bipeds 
Another set, ranging from the bon to the mouse, arc 
quadrupeds Go down a step or two further, and you 
come to insects wth six legs— hexapods— a beautiful 
name, is it not? But beauty, in our sense of the word, 
seems to diminish as we go down the creature becomes 
more— I won’t say ‘ugly’ of any of God’s creatures— more 
uncouth And, ivhcn we take the microscope, and go a 
few steps lower Still, we come upon animalcula., terribly 
uncouth, and with a terrible number of Icgsl" 

“The other alternative,” said the Earl, “would be a 
diminuendo series of repetitions of the same type Never 
mind the monotony of it let’s see how it would work 
in other ways Begin with the race of men, and the crea* 
tures they require let us say horses, catde, sheep, and 
dogs — we don’t exactly require frogs and spiders, do we, 
Muriel?” 

Lady Muriel shuddered perceptibly it was cvidenilv a 
painful subject ‘ We can dispense with them,” she said 
gravely 

“Well, then we’ll have a second race of men, half a- 
yard high — " 
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, “ — who \vould have one source of exquisite enjoyment, 
not possessed by ordinary men!’* Arthur interrupted. , 

• "What source?” said Ac Earl, ^ 

"Why, Ae grandeur of sccncryf Surely Ac grandeur 
of a moimtain, to me, depends on its size, relative to me? 
Double Ae height of Ac mountain, and of course it’s 
twice as grand. Halve my height, and you produce Ac 
same effect.” ^ > 

‘‘Happy, happy, happy Small!” Lady Muriel murmur- 
ed raptnrously. “None but Ae Short, none but Ac Short, 
none but Ac Short enjoy Ac Talll” 

"But let me go on,” said Ae Earl. “Well have a Aird 
race of men, five inAcs high; a fourA race, an inA 
high . 

‘‘They couldn’t eat common beef and mutton, I’m 
surcl" Lady Muriel interrupted. 

“True, my child, I was forgetting. Each set must have 
its own cattle and sheep.” 

“And its own vegetation,” I added. “What could a cow, 
an inch high, do wiA grass that \vaved for above its 
head?” 

“That is true. We must have a pasture within a pasture, 
so to speak. The common grass svnuld serve our InA- 
high cosvs as a green forest of palms, while round the 
root of caA tall stem would stretch a tiny carpet of micro- 
scopic grass. Ves, I think our scheme will work fairly 
well. And it would be very interesting, coming into con- 
tact with the races below us. What sweet little things the 
inA-high bull-dogs svould be! I doubt if even Manet 
rvDuId run aH'ayIrom oneof Aeml” 

“Don't )ou think we ought to have a crescendo senes, 
as well?” said Lady MuriA "Only fancy being a hundred 
yards highl One could use an elephant as a paper-v'^eight, 
and a crocodile as 3 pair of scissors!” 
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“And would you have races of different sizes communi- 
cate with one another?” I enquired “Would they make 
war on one another, for instance, or enter into treaties?” 

"War we must exclude, I think When you could crush 
a whole nation with one blow of your fist, you couldn’t 
conduct war on equal terms But anything, involving a 
collision of minds only, would be possible in our ideal 
world — for of course wc must allow mental powers to 
all, irrespective of size Perhaps the fairest rule would be 
that, the smaller the race, the greater should be its intel- 
lectual development!” 

“Do you mean to say,’ said Lady Muriel, ‘that these 
manikins of an inch high are to argue with me? ’ 
“Surely, surely! said the Earl “An argument doesn't 
depend for us logical force on the size of the creature that 
utters itl 

She tossed her head indignantly ‘ I would not argue 
with any man less than six inches high! ’ she cried “I’d 
make him worf^l 

“What at^ said Arthur, listening to all this nonsense 
with an amused smile 

"Embroidery^ ' she readily replied “What lovely em- 
broidery they would do! ’ 

“Yet, if they did it wrong,’ I said, “you couldn’t argue 
the question I don’t know why but I agree that it 
couldn’t be done ” 

‘ The reason is,” said Lady Muriel, “one couldn’t sacri 
fice one’s dignity so far ’ 

“Of course one couldni! echoed Arthur "Any more 
than one could argue with a potato It would be alto- 
gether — excuse the ancient pun — infra dig I ’ 

“I doubt It,” said I “Even a pun doesn’t quite convince 
me” 
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“Well if that is not the reason,” said Lady Muriel, 
^‘what reason would you give?” 

I tried hard to understatidthc meaning of this ques- 
tion: but the persistent humming of the bees confused me, 
and there was a drotvsiness in the air that made every 
thought stop and go to sleep before it had got well 
thought out: so all I could say was “That must depend 
on the weight of the potato.” 

I felt the remark was not so sensible as I should have 
liked it to be. But Lady Muriel seemed to take it quite 
as a matter of course. "In that case — ” she began, but 
sudde^ily started, and turned away to listen. “Don’t you 
hear him?” she said. “He’s crying. We must go to him, 
somehow.” 

And I said to myself “That’s very strange! 1 quite 
thought it was Lady Mnnel talking to me. Why, it's 
Sylvte all the while!” And I made another great effort 
to say something that should have some meaning in it. 
“Is it about the potato?” 


Chapter XXI 
Through the Ivoiy Door 

“I don’t know,” said Sylvie. “Hush! I must think. I 
could go to him, by myself, well enough. But I ss-ant you 
to come loo.” 

"Let me go with you,” I pleaded. “I can walk as fast 
as you can, I’m sure." 

Sylvie laughed merrily. “What nonscnsel" she cried. 
“Why, you ca’n’t walk a bit! You’re lying quite fiat on 
your back! You don’t understand these things.” 

“I can walk as well as you can," I repeated. And I tried 
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my best to walk a few steps but the ground slipped away 
backwards, quite as fast as I could walk, so that I made 
no progress at all Sylvie laughed again. ' 

“There, I told you sol You’ve no idea how funny vop 
look, moving your feet about in the air, as if you were 
walking! Wait a bit I’ll ask the Professor what we’d bet- 
ter do ’’ And she knocked at his study door 
The door opened, and the Professor looked out 
“What’s that crying I heard )ust now?” he asked “Is it 
a human animal?” 

“It’s a boy,” Sylvie said 

“I’m afraid you’ve been teasing him?” 

“No, indeed I haven’t!” Sylvie said, very earnestly ‘ I 
never tease him!” 

“Well, I must ask the Other Professor about it " He 
went back into the study, and we heard bim whispering 
“small human animal— says she hasn’t been teasing him— 
the kind that’s called Boy — 

“Ask her tvMch Boy,” said a new voice The Professor 
came out again 

“Which Boy is it that you haven’t been teasing?’ 
Sylvie looked at me with twinkling eyes ‘ You dear 
old thing!” she exclaimed, standing on tiptoe to kiss him, 
while he gravely stooped to receive the salute “How vou 
do puzzle me! Why, there are several boys I haven’t been 
teasing' 

The Professor returned to his fnend and this time the 
voice said ‘ Tell her to bring them here — all of them!” 

“I ca’n’t, and I won’t!” Sylvie exclaimed, the moment 
he reappeared ‘ It’s Bruno that’s crying and he’s my 
brother and, please, we Both want to go he ca’n't walk, 
you know he’s — he’s dreaming, you know” (this m a 
whisper, for fear of hurting my feelings) “po lets go 
through the Ivory Door!” 
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.“ril ask him,” said the Professor, disappearing again. 
He returned directly. “He says you may. Follow me, and 
walk on tip-toe.” 

The difficulty with me would have been, just then, no: 
to walk on tip-toe. It seemed very hard to reach do^vn far 
enough to just touch the floor, as Sylvie led me through 
the study. 

The Professor went before us to unlock the Ivory 
Door. I had just time to glance at the Other Professor, 
who was sitting reading, with his back to us, before the 
Professor shot%’ed us out through the door, and locked it . 
behind us. Bruno w’as standing with his hands over his 
face, crying bitterly. , 

“What’s the matter, darling?” said Sylvie, tvith hef 
arms round his neck. 

“Hurled mine self welly mudi!” sobbed the poor little 
fellow. 

“I’m so sorr>’, darling! How ever did you manage to 
hurt yourself so?” 

“Course I managed ill” said Bruno, laughing through 
his tears. “Does 00 think nobody else but oo can’t manage 
things?” 

Matters tvcrc looking distinctly brighter, now Bruno 
had begun to argue. “Come, let’s hear all about itl" I 
said. 

“My foot took it into its head to slip — ” Bruno began. 

“A foot hasn’t got a head!" Sylvie put in, but all in 
vain. 

“I slipted dowTi the bank. And I tripled over a stone. 
And the stone Hurted my foot! And I trod on a Bee. And 
the Bee stinged my fingcrl” Poor Bruno sobbed again. 
The complete Vist ot woes was too much lor his lechngs. 
“And it knewed I didn’t mean to trod on itJ” he added, as 
the climax. 
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“That Bee should be ashamed of itsclfl" I said severely, 
and Sylvie hugged and kissed the wounded hero till all 
tears were dried. 

“My finger’s quite unsiung nowl” said Bruno. “Why 
doos there be stones? Mister Sir, doos oo know?” 

“They’re good for something" I said, “even if we don’t 
know what. What’s the good of dandelions, now^” 
“Dmdlcdums?" said Bruno “Oh, they're ever so pretty! 
And stones aren’t pretty, one bit Would oo like some 
dindledums, Mister Sir?” 

"Bruno'" Sylvie murmured reproachfully “You 
mustn’t say ‘Mister’ and ‘Sir,’ both at once! Remember 
what I told you!” , 

"You tellcd me I were to say ‘Mister’ when I spoked 
about him, and I were to say ‘Sir’ when 1 spoked to 
himl” 

"Well, you’re not doing both, you know." 

"Ah, but I is doing bofe, Miss Praticularl" Bruno ex- 
claimed triumphantly “I wishted to speak about the 
Gemplun — and I wishted to speak to the Gemplun. So a 
course I said ‘Mister Sir’!" 

“That’s all right, Bruno,” I said 
“Course It’s all right'” said Bruno “Sylvie just knows 
nuffin at all'" 

“There never was an impcrtincmcr boy!’’ said Sylvie, 
frowning till her bright eyes were nearly invisible 
“And there never was an ignorantcr girl!" retorted 
Bruno “Come along and pick some dindledums That's 
all she’s fit for'" he added m a very loud whisper to me. 

“But why do you say ‘Dindledums,’ Bruno? Dande 
lions IS the right word ’’ 

“It’s because he jumps about so," Sylvie said, laughing. 
“Yes, that’s it,” Bruno assented “Sylvie tells me the 
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“But what js the new Money Act?” 

The Professor brightened up again ^“The Emperor 
started the thing,” he said “He wanted to make every- 
body m Outland twice as rich as he was before — ^just to 
make the new Government popular Only there wasn’t 
nearly enough money m the Treasury to do it So / sug- 
gested that he might do it by doubling the value of every 
coin and bank note in Outland It’s the simplest thing 
possible I wonder nobody ever thought of it before^ And 
you never saw such universal joy The shops are full from 
morning to night Everybody’s buying everything!” 
“And how was the glorifying done?” 

A sudden gloom overcast the Professor’s jolly face. 
“They did it as I went home after the Election," he 
mournfully replied “It was kindly meant— but I didn’t 
bke It! They waved flags all round me till I was nearly 
blind and they rang bells till I was nearly deaf and they 
strewed the road so thick with flowers that I lost my 
way! And the poor old man sighed deeply 
‘ How far is it to Outland? ’ 1 asked, to change the 
subject 

"About five days’ march But one mutt go back — oc- 
casionally You see, as Court Professor, I have to be a/- 
ways in attendance on Prince Uggug The Empress 
would be very angry if I left him, even for an hour ’ 

“But surely, every time you come here, you arc absent 
ten days, at least? ' 

* Oh, more than that! the Professor exclaimed “A fort- 
night, sometimes But of course I keep a memorandum 
of the exact time when I started, so that I can put the 
Court time back to the very moment! 

“Excuse me,’ I said * I don’t understand ” 

Silently the Professor drew from his pocket a square 
gold watch, with six or eight hands, and held it out for 
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my inspection. “This,*’ he began; "is an Outlandish: 
Watch-’’ 

."“So I should have thought." • 

• “ — which has the 'pcculbr property that, instead ot 
its going with the time, the time goes with iu I trust" 
you understand me now?” • • 

“Hardly,” I said. 

' “Permit me to e-Nplatn. So long as it is let alone, it takes 
itfown course. Time has no effect upon it.” 

“I have known such watches," I remarked. 

'“It goes, of course, at the usual rate. Only the time has 
to go with it. Hence, if 1 move the hands, I change the 
time. To move them forwards, in advance of the true 
time, Is impossible: but I can move them as much as a' 
month 4ae^/t'tJf<//— that is the limit. And then you have’ 
the events all over again— with any alterations experience 
may suggest." 

"What a blessing such a tvatch would be," 1 thought, 
“in real life) To be able to unsay some heedless uwd— 
to undo some reckless dccdl Might 1 see the thing done?” 

“With pleasure!'' said the good natured Professor. 
“When I move this hand back to here," pointing out the 
place, “History goes back fiftwn minutes!” 

Trembling with excitement, I watched him push the 
hand round as he described. 

' “Hurled mine self welly muchl" 

Shrilly and suddenly the trards rang in my cars, and, 
more startled than 1 cared to show, I turned to look for 
the speaker. 

Yes! There was Bruno, standing with the tears run- 
ning down his cheeks, )ust as I had seen him a quarter 
oi an hour ago; and there ^vas Sylvie with her arms round 
his”neck! 

I had not the heart to make the dear little fellow go 
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through his troubles a second time, so hastily begged the 

Professor to push the hands rounds into their former 

position In a moment Sylvie and Bruno w ere gone again, 

and I could just see them in the far distance, picking 

“dindlcdums.” 

“Wonderful, indeed!” I exclaimed 
“It has another property, yet more wonderful,” said 
the Professor “You see this little peg? That is called the 
'Reversal Peg* If you push it in, the events of the next 
hour happen in the reverse order Do not try it now. I 
wll lend you the Watch for a few days, and you can 
amuse yourself with experiments” 

“Thank you very much! ’ I said as he gave me the 
Watch ‘*ril take the greatest care of it— why, here are 
the children again!" 

“We could only but find six dindlcdums,” said Bruno, 
putting them into my hands, " 'cause Sylvie said it were 
time to go back. And here’s a big blackberry for ootelfl 
We couldn’t only find but two^' 

“Thank you it’s very nice,” 1 said. And I suppose you 
ate the other, Bruno?” 

"No, I didn’t,” Bruno said, carelessly "Aren't they 
pretty dindledums, Mister Sir^” 

“Yes, very but what makes you limp so, my child?” 
“Mine foot’s come hurted again!” Bruno mournfully ^ 
replied And he sat down on the ground, and began 
nursing it 

The Professor held his head between his hands — an at- 
titude that I knew indicated distraction of mind “Better 
rest a minute,” he said “It may be better then — or it may 
be worse I't only 1 bad some oi my medicines bere'' Tm 
Court Physician, you know,” he added, aside to me 
“Shall I go and get you some blackberries, darling?” 
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Sylvie whispered, with her arms round his neck; and she 
kissed atvay a tear that was trickling down his check. 

Bruno brightened up in a moment. “That are a good 
plan!” he exclaimed. "I thinks my foot would come quite 
unhurted, if I eated a blackberry — two or three black- 
berries — six or seven blackberries — " 

Sylvie got up hastily. “I’d better go,” she said, aside to 
me, “before he gets into the double figures!" 

“Let me come and help you,” I said. “I can reach higher 
up than you can.” 

“Yes, please,” said Sylvie, putting her hand into mine: 
and we walked off together. 

“Bruno loves blackberries,” she said, as we paced slow- 
ly along by a tall hedge, that looked a promising place 
for them, "and it was so sweet of him to make me eat 
the only one!” 

"Oh, it was you that are it, then? Bruno didn’t scan to 
like to tell me about it.” 

“No; I saw that,” said Sylvie. “He’s always afraid of 
being praised. But he mat/e me eat it, really! I would 
much rather he— oh, what’s thai^” And she clung to my 
hand, half-frightened, as we came in sight of a hare, lying 
on its side with legs stretched out, just in the entrance to 
the wood. 

“It’s a Aare, my child. Perhaps it’s asleep.” 

“No, it isn’t asleep,” Sylvie said, timidly going nearer 
to look at it: "it’s eyes are open. Is it— is it — her voice 
dropped to an awe-struck whisper, “is it do you 

think?” 

“Yes, it’s quite dead,” I said, after stooping to examine 
it. “Poor thing! 1 think it’s been hunted to death. I know 
the harriers were out yesterday. But they haven’t touched 
it. Perhaps they caught sight of another, and left it to 
die of fright and exhaustion.” 
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“Huntetl to death^" Sylvie repeated to herself, very 
slowly and sidly “I thought hunting tvas a thing they 
played at— like a game liruno and I hunt snails but we 
never hurt them when we catch them!” 

“Sweet angell" 1 thought “How am I to get the idea 
of Sport into your innocent mind?" And as we stood, 
hand in hand, looking down at the dead hare, I tried to 
put the thing into such words as she could understand 
“You know what fierce wild beasts lions and tigers arc^” 
Sylvie nodded “Well, in some countries men have to kill 
them, to save their own lives, you know ’ 

“Yes,” said Sylvie ‘ if one tried to kill me, Bruno 
would kill if he could ” 

"Well, and so the men— the hunters— get to enjoy it, 
you know the running, and the fighting, and the shout- 
ing, and the danger " 

“Yes,’ said Sylvie “Bruno likes danger” 

“Well, but, in thu country, there aren’t any lions and 
tigers, loose so they hunt other creatures, you see” I 
hoped, but in vain, that this would satisfy her, and that 
she would ask no more questions 
‘ They hunt foxes,” Sylvie said, thoughtfully “And I 
think they \ill them, too Foxes are very fierce I daresay 
men don’t love them Arc hares fierce?’ 

“No,” I said “A hare is a sweet, gentle, timid animal — 
almost as gentle as a lamb ” 

“But, if men love hares, why — why — her voice quiv- 
ered, and her sweet eyes were brimming over with tears 
‘I’m afraid they don’t love them, dear child ’ 

“All children love them, Sylvie said ‘ All ladies love 
them” 

“I m afraid even ladies gp to hunt them, sometimes ” 
Sylvie shuddered * Oh, no, not ladies} she earnestly 
pleaded ‘ Not Lady Munell” 
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“Yes, ril come now,” she said Very reverently she 
kneeled down, and kissed the dead hare; then rose and 
gave me her hand, and we moved on in silence 
A child’s sorrow is violent, but short; and it was almost 
m her usual voice that she said, after a minute, ‘Oh 
stop, stop] Here arc some lovely blackberriesl” 

We filled our hands with fruit, and returned in all 
"haste to where the Professor and Bruno were seated on a 
bank, awaiting our return 

Just before we came within hearing-distance, Sylvie 
checked me “Please don’t tell Bruno about the hare!” 
she said 

“Very well, my child But why not^” 

Tears again glittered m those sweet eyes, and she turned 
her head away, so that I could scarcely hear her reply 
“He’s— heTvery fond of gentle creatures, you know And 
he'd — he’d be so sorry! I don’t want him to be made 
sorry ” 

“And your agony of sorrow is to count for nothing, 
then, sweet unselfish child!” I thought to myself. But no 
more was said till we had reached our friends, and Bruno 
was far too much engrossed, in the feast we had brought 
him, to take any notice of Sylvie’s unusually grave 
manner 

“I’m afraid it’s getting rather late, Professor?” I said 
“Yes, indeed,” said the Professor “I must take you all 
through the Ivory Door again You’ve stayed your full 
time ” 

“Mightn’t we stay a little longer! ’ pleaded Sylvie 
“Just one mmutcl” added Bruno 
But the Professor was unyielding “It’s a great privilege, 
coming through at all,’ he said “Wc must go now.” And 
we follow cd him obediently to the Ivory Door, which he 
, threw open, and signed to me to go through first 
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“You’re coming too, aren’t you?” I said to Sylvie. 

“Yes,” she said: “but you won’t see us after you’ve gone 
through.” 

“But suppose I wait for you outside?” I asked, as I 
stepped through the doorway. 

“In that case,” said Sylvie, “I think the potato would be 
quite justified in asking your weight. I can quite imagine 
a really superior kidney-potato declining to argue with 
any one under fifteen stone!’' 

With a great effort I recovered the thread of my 
thoughts- “We lapse very quickly into nonsense!" I said. 


• Chapter XXII 

Crossing the Lice 

“Let us lapse back again,” said Lady Muriel. "Take an* / 
other cup of tea? I hope that’s sound common sense?” 

“And all that strange adventure,” I thought, “has oc- 
cupied the space of a single comma in Lady Muriel’s 
speech! A single comma, for which grammarians tell us 
to ‘count one'!" (I felt no doubt that the Professor had 
kindly put back the time for me, to tbe exact point at 
which I had gone to sleep.) 

When a few' minutes afterwards, we left the house, Ar- 
thur’s first remark was certainly a strange one. “We’ve 
been there just twenty minutet” he said, “and I’ve done 
nothing but listen to you and Lady Muriel ulking: and 
yet, somehow, 1 feel exactly as if I had been talking with 
her for an hour at least!” 

And so he had been, I felt no doubt: only, as the time 
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had been put back to the beginning of the tctc i-tete he 
referred to, the whole of it had passed into oblivion, if not 
into nothingncssl But I valued my own reputation for 
sanity too highly to venture on explaining to htm what 
had happened 

For some cause, which I could not at the moment di- 
vine, Arthur was unusually grave and silent during our 
walk home It could not be connected with Erie Lindon, 
I thought, as he had for some days been away in London 
so that, having Lady Muriel almost “all to himself”— for 
7 was only too glad to hear those two conversing, to have 
any wish to intrude any remarks of my own — he 
theoretically, to have been specially radiant and contented 
with life “Can he have heard any bad news^” I said to 
myself And, almost as if he had read my thoughts, he 
spoke * 

"He will be here by the last train,” he said, in the tone 
of one who is continuing a conversauon rather than be- 
ginning one 

"Captain Lindon, do you mean^” 

"Yes — Captain Lindon,” said Arthur "I said ‘he,’ be- 
cause I fancied we were talking about him The Earl told 
roe he comes to night, though to morrow is the day when 
he will know about the Commission that he’s hoping for 
I wonder he doesn’t stay another day to hear the result, if 
he’s really so anxious about it as the Earl believes he is ” 

"He can have a telegram sent after him,” I said ‘ but 
It’s not very soldicr-hkc, runmng asvay from possible bad 
news!” 

‘ He’s a very good fellow,” said Arthur ' but I confess it 
would be good news for me, if he got his Commission, 
and his Marching Orders all at once! I wish him all happi- 
ness — with one exception Good night!” (We had reached 
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home by this lime.) “I’m not good company to-night — 
better be alone.” 

It was much the sam^ next day. Arthur declared he 
^vasn’t fit for Society, and I had to set forth alone for an 
afternoon-stroll. I.took the road to the Station, and, at the 
point where the road from the “Hall” joined it, I paused, 
seeing my friends -in the distance seemingly bound for 
the same goal. 

“Will you join us?” the Earl said, after I had exchanged 
greetings with him, and Lady Muriel, and Captain Lin- 
den. “This restless young man is expecting a telegram, 
and w are going to the Station to meet it.” 

“There is also a restless young woman in the case,” 
Lady Muriel added. 

"That goes without saying, my child,” said her father. 
“Women are always restless!” 

“For generous appreciation of all one's l>eft qualities,” 
his daughter impressively remarked, “there’s nothing to 
compare with a father, is there, Eric?” 

“Cousins are not ’in it,’ ” said Eric: and then somehow 
the conversation lapsed into two duologues, the younger 
folk taking the lead, and the two old men following with 
less eager steps. 

“And when are we to sec your little friends again?” said 
the Earl. “They are singularly attractive children.” 

“I shall be delighted to bring them, when I can," I said. 
“Bur I don’t know, myself, when I am likely to sec them 
again.” 

“I’m not going to question you,” said the Earl: “but 
there’s no harm m mentioning that Muriel is simply tor- 
mented with curiosity! We know most of the people 
about here, and she has been vainly trying to guess what 
house they can possibly be staying at." 
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"Some day I may be able to enlighten her. but just at 
present — ” 

"Thanks She must bear it ns best she can / tell her it’s 
a grand opportunity for practising patience But she hard- 
ly sees It from that point of vic\v. Why, there are the chil- 
dren!" 

So indeed they were wailing (for us, apparently) at a 
stile, which they could not h'lvc climbed over more than 
a few moments, as Lady Muriel and her cousin had pass- 
ed it without seeing them On catching sight of us, Bruno 
ran to meet us, and to exhibit to us, with much pride, the 
handle of a clasp-knife — the blade having been broken off 
—which he had picked up in the road 
"And what shall you use it for, Bruno?" I said 
"Don’t know,” Bruno carelessly replied* “must think ” 
“A child s first view of life,” the Earl remarked, with 
that s%vcet sad smile of his, "is that it is a period to be 
spent in accumulaung portable property That view gets 
modified as the years glide away” And he held out his 
hand to Sylvie, who had placed herself by me, looking a 
litdc shy of him 

But the gentle old man was not one with whom any 
child, human or fairy, could be shy for long, and she had 
very soon deserted my hand for his — Bruno alone remain- 
ing faithful to his first friend We overtook the other 
couple just as they reached the Station, and both Lady 
Muriel and Erie greeted the children as old friends — the 
latter with the words ‘ So you got to Babylon by candle- 
light, after all?” 

‘ Yes, and back again!” cried Bruno 

Lady Muriel looked from one to the other m blank as- 
tonishment ‘ What, yoM know them, Eric?’ she exclaim- 
ed “This mystery grows deeper every day!” 
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“Then wc must be somewhere in the Third Act,” said 
Eric. “You don’t expect the mystery to be cleared up dll 
the Fifth Act, do you?” 

“But it’s such a long drama!” was the plaintive reply. 
“Wc must have got to the Fifth Act by this time!” 

"Third Act, I assure you,” said the young soldier merci- 
lessly. “Scene, a railway-platform. Lights down. Enter 
Prince (in disguise, of course) and faithful Attcndant- 
This is the Prince — *' (taking Bruno’s hand) “and here 
stands his humble Servant! What is your Royal High- 
ness’s next command?” And he made a most courticr-Iike 
low bow to his puzzled little friend. 

“Oo’re not a Servant!” Bruno scornfully exclaimed. 
“Oo’rc a Gemplunl" 

"Servant, I assure your Royal Highness!" Eric respect- 
fully insisted. "Allow me to mention to your Royal High- 
ness my various situations — past, present, and future." 

"What did OQ begin wiz?” Bruno asked, beginning to 
enter into the jest. “Was 00 a shoe-black ?” 

“Lower than that, your Royal Highness! Years ago, I 
offered myself as a 5 /at'e— as a 'Confidential Slave,’ 1 
think it's called?” he asked, turning to Lady Muncl. 

But Lady Muriel heard him not: something had gone 
UTong with her glove, which entirely engrossed her atten- 
tion. •• ' 

“Did 00 get the place?” said Bruno. 

"Sad to say, your Royal Highness, I did not! So I had 
to take a situation as — as Waster, which I have now held 
for some years — haven’t 1 ?” He again glanced at Lady 
Muriel. 

'“Sylvie dear, do help me to button this glovcl" Lady 
Muriel whispered, hastily stooping do^vn, and failing to 
hear the question. 
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“And what will 00 be next? ' said Bruno 
“My next place will, I hope, be that of Groom And af- 
ter that — " 

“Don’t puzzle the child so!” Lady Muriel interrupted 
“What nonsense you talk!” 

“ — after that," Eric persisted, “I hope to obtain the sit- 
uation of Housekeeper, which — Fourth Act! ' he pro- 
claimed, with a sudden change of tone “Lights turned up 
Red lights Green lights Distant rumble heard Enter a 
passenger tram!" 

And m another minute the train drew up alongside of 
the platform, and a stream of passengers began to flow out 
from the booking office and waiting rooms ’ 

“Did you ever make real life into a drama?” said the 
Earl “Now just try I’ve often amused myself that way 
Consider this platform as our stage Good entrances and 
exits on both sides, you see Capital background scene 
real engine moving up and down All this bustle, and 
people passing to and fro, must have been most carefully 
rehearsed! How naturally they do itl With never a glance 
at the audience! And every grouping is quite fresh, you 
see No rcpcution^” 

It really was admirable, as soon as 1 began to enter into 
it from this point of view Even a porter passing, with a 
barrow piled with luggage, seemed so realistic that one 
was tempted to applaiii He was followed by an angry 
mother, with hot red face, dragging along two screaming 
children, and calling, to some one behind, ‘ John* Come 
on* ’ Enter, John, very meek, very silent, and loaded with 
parcels And he was followed, in his turn, by a frightened 
fittfe nursemaid, carrying a fat baby, also screaming All 
the children screamed 

“Capital byplay*’ said the old man aside “Did you no- 
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tice the nursemaid's look of terror? dt wzs simply per- 
feet!" 

“You have struck quite a new Vein,” I said. “To most 
of us Life and its pleasures seem like a mine that is nearly 
worked out.” 

“Worked outl” exclaimed the Earl. “For any one with 
true dramatic instincts, it is only the Overture that is end- 
ed! The real treat has yet to begin. You go to a theatre, 
and pay your ten shillings for a stall, and what do you get 
for your money? Perhaps it’s a dialogue between a couple 
of farmers — tmnatural in their overdone caricature of 
farmers’ dress — more unnatural in their constrained atti- 
tudes and gestures— most unnatural in their attempts at 
case and geniality in their talk. Go instead and take a seat 
in a third<]ass railsvay-carriagt; and you’ll get the same 
dialogue done to Me life! Front-seats— no orchestra to 
block the view— and nothing to payl” 

"Which reminds me,” said Eric. "There is nothing to 
pay on receiving a telegram! Shall we enquire for one?” 
And he and Lady Muriel strolled off in the direction of 
the Telegraph-Office. 

“I wonder if Shakespeare had that thought in his 
mind,” I said, “when he wrote ‘All the world’s a stage’?" 

The old man sighed. “And so it is," he said, “look at it 
as you wll. Life is indeed a drama; a drama with but fc%v 
encores — and no bouquets!" he added dreamily. “We 
spend one half of it in regretting the things we did in the 
other half!" 

“And the secret of enjoying it," he continued, resuming 
his cheerful tone, “is intensityV' 

“But not in the modem astbetic sense, I presume? Like 
the young lady, in Punch, who begins a conversauon wth 
‘Are you intense ?' " 
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“By no meansl” replied the Earl “What I mean is in 
tensity of thought — a concentrated attention We lose half 
the pleasure we might have in Life, by not really attend 
tng Take any instance you hke it doesn’t matter how 
trivial the pleasure may be — the principle is the same Sup 
pose A and B are reading the same second rate circular 
ing library novel A never troubles himself to master the 
relationships of the characters, on which perhaps all the 
interest of the story depends he ‘skips’ over all the de 
scriptions of scenery, and every passage that looks rather 
dull he doesn’t half attend to the passages he docs read 
he goes on reading— merely from want of resolution to 
find another occupation—for hours after he ought to have 
put the book aside and reaches the 'finis’ in a state of 
utter weariness and depression! B puts his whole soul 
into the thing— on the principle that 'whatever is worth 
doing is worth doing well he masters the genealogies he 
calls up pictures before his ‘minds eye’ as he reads about 
the scenery best of all, he resolutely shuts the bouk at the 
end of some chapter, while his interest is yet at its keenest, 
and turns to other subjects, so that, when next he allows 
himself an hour at it, it is like a hungry man situng down 
to dinner and, when the book is finished, he returns to 
the work of his daily life like ‘a giant refreshed I ’ 

' But suppose the book were really nothing to 

repay attention?” 

‘ Well, suppose it,” said the Earl * My theory meets that 
case, I assure youl A never finds out that it ts rubbish, but 
maunders on to the end, trying to believe he’s enjoying 
himself B quietly shuts the book, when he’s read a dozen 
pages ^nlks off to the Library, and changes it for a bet* 
tcrl I have yet another theory for adding to the enjoyment 
of Life — that IS, if I have not exhausted your patience? 

I m afraid jou find me a very garrulous old man * 
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“No indeed!" I exclaimed earnestly. And indeed I felt 
as if one could not easily tire of the sweet sadness of that 
gentle voice. 

“It is, that we should learn to take our pleasures quic\- 
ly, and our pains slowly." 

“But why? I should have put it the other svay, myself.” 

“By taking artificial pain — which can be as trivial as 
you please — slowly, the result is that, when real pain 
comes, however severe, all you need do is to let it go at its 
ordinary pace, and it’s over in a moment!” 

“Very true,” I said, “but how about the pleasure?" 

"\Vhy, by taking it quick, you can get so much more 
into life. It takes you three hours and a half to hear and 
enjoy an opera. Suppose / can take it in, and enjoy it, in 
half*an-hour. Why, I can enjoy seven operas, while you 
are listening to one!" 

“Always supposing you have an orchestra capable of 
playing them," I said. “And that orchestra has yet to be 
foundl" 

The old man smiled. "I have heard an air played," he 
said, “and by no means a short one— played right through, 
variations and all, in three seconds!" 

“When? And how?" I asked eagerly, with a half-notion 
that I was dreaming again. 

“It was done by a little musical-box,” he quietly replied. 
“After it had been wound up, the regulator, or something, 
broke, and it ran doum, as 1 said, in about three seconds. 
But it must have played all the notes, you know!" 

“Did you enjoy it?” i asked, with all the seventy of a 
cross-examining barrister. 

“No, 1 didn’tl" he candidly confessed. “But then, you 
knQvv.^ I hadn’t been trained to that kind of music!’’ 

“I should much like to try jt)ur plan," I said, and. as 
Sylvie and Bruno happened to run up to us at the mo- 
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mcnt, I left them to keep the Earl company, and strolled 
along the platform, making each person and event play 
Its part m an extempore drama for my especial benefit 
“What, IS the Earl tired of you already^’ I said, as the 
children ran past me 

“Nol” Svlvie replied with great emphasis ‘ He wants 
the evening paper So Bruno’s going to be a little news 
boyl” 

“Mind you charge a good price for itl” I called after 
them 

Returning up the platform, I came upon Sylvie alone 
* Well, child,’ I said, “where’s your little news boy? 
Couldn’t he get you an evening paper?” 

“He went to get one at the book stall at the other side,” 
said Sylvie, “and he’s coming across the line with it— oh, 
Bruno, you ought to cross by the bridge! ’ for the distant 
thud, thud, of the Express was already audible Sudden 
ly a look of horror came over her face “Oh, he’s fallen 
down on the rails! ’ she cried, and darted past me at a 
speed that quite defied the hasty effort I made to stop her 

But the wheezy old Station Master happened to be close 
behind me he wasn't good for much, poor old man, but 
he was good for this, and, before I could turn round, he 
had the child clasped m his arms, saved from the certain 
death she was rushing to So intent was I in watching this 
scene, that I hardly saw a flying figure in a light grey suit, 
who shot across from the back of the platform, and ^vas 
on the line in another second So far as one could take 
note of time in such a moment of horror, he had about ten 
clear seconds, before the Eigiress ^vould be upon hup. la 
which to cross the rails and to pick up Bruno Whether he 
did so or not it was quite impossible to guess the next 
thing one knew was that the Express had passed, and that, 
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whether for life or death, all was over. When the cloud of 
dust had cleared away, and the line was once more visible, 
we saw wth thankful hearts that the child and his de- 
liverer were safe. 

“All right!” Eric called to us dieerfully, as he rccrossed 
the line. “He’s more lightened than hurt!” 

He lifted the little fellow up into Lady Muriel’s arms, 
and mounted the platform as gaily as if nothing had hap- 
pened: but he was as pale as death, and leaned heavily on 
the arm I hastily offered him, fearing he was about to 
faint. “I’ll just — sit down a moment — " he said dreamily: 
“ — where’s Sylvie?” 

Sylvie ran to him, and Hung her arms round his neck, 
sobbing as if her heart would break. “Don’t do that, my 
darling!” Eric murmured, with a strange look in his eyes. 
“Nothing to cry about now, you know. But you very 
nearly got yourself killed for nothing!" 

“For Bruno!” the litde maiden sobbed. “And he tvould 
have done it for me. Wouldn’t you, Bruno?” 

“Course I would!” Bruno said, looking round tvith a 
bewildered air. 

Lady hluricl kissed him in silence as she put him down 
out of her arms. Then she beckoned Sylvie to come and 
take his hand, and signed to the children to go back to 
\shere the Earl was scatcd.“TeW him,” she whispered wth 
quivering lips, “tell him — ^all is tvelll” Then she turned to 
the hero of the day. “I thought it tvas death," she said. 
“Thank God, you arc safe! Did you see how near it was?” 

“I saw there was just time,” Eric said lightly. “A soldier 
must learn to carry his life in his hand, you know. I’m all 
right now. Shall go to the telegraph-office again? I 
datesay it’s cticcte by tlus ume.” 

I went to join the Earl and the children, and ue watted 
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— almost in silence, for no one seemed inclined to talk, 
and Bnmo was half-asleep on Sylvie’s lap— till the others 
joined us. No telegram had come. 

“I'll take a stroll with the children,” I said, feeling that 
we were a little de tropf “and I'll look in, in the course of 
the evening” 

“We must go back into the wood, now," Sylvie snid, .ns 
soon as we were out of hearing. “We ca’n’t stay this size 
any longer.” 

“Then you will be quite tiny Fames, again, next time 
we meet?” 

“Yes," said Sylvie* “but we’ll be children again some 
da> — if you’ll let us Bruno’s very anxious to see Lady 
Muriel again " 

"She are w<lly nice,” said Bruno 
“I shall be very glad to take you to see her again,” 1 snid 
“Hndn’t I better give you back the Professor's Watch ^ 
It’ll be too large for you to carry when you’re Fairies, vou 
know ” 

Bruno laughed merrily. I was glad to see he had quite 
recovered from the terrible scene he had gone through 
“Oh, no, it nvon’t*” he said “When we go small, tt'll gc 
small!” 

“And then it’ll go straight to the Professor," Sylvie add 
ed, “and you won’t be able to use it any more so you’d 
better use it all you can, now. We must go small when the 
sun sets Good bye!” 

“Good bye!” cried Bruno But their voices sounded very 
far awav, and, when J looked round, both children had 
disappeared 

“And It wants only two hours to sunset!" I said as I 
strolled on “I must make the best of my time!” 
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An Outlandish Watch 

As I entered the little town, 1 came upon two of the fish- 
ermen’s wives interchanging that last word ‘Svhich ne\'cr 
ts-as the last"; and it occurred to me, as an experiment 
with tthe Magic Watch, to wait till the little scene svas 
over, and then to “encore" it. 

“Well, good night t’ye! And ye winna forget to send 
us word when jour Martha writes?” 

“Nay, ah winna forget. An’ if she isn’t suited, she can 
but coom back. Good night I’ye!” 

A casual observer might have thought “and there ends 
the dialogue!" That casual observer would have been mis- 
taken. 

“Ah, she’ll like 'em, I'war’n’ ye! They’ll not treat her 
bad, yer may depend. They’re varry canny fowk. Good 
night!” 

“Ay, they arc thatl Good night!” 

“Good night! And yc’H send us word if she \vrites?” 

“Aye, ah will, yer may depend! Good night t’ye!” 

And at last they parted. I waited till they were some 
twenty yards apart, and then put the Watch a minute 
back. The instantaneous change was startling; the two 
figures seemed to flash back into their former places. 

“ — isn’t suited, she can but coom back. Good night 
t’ye!’’ one of them ^\'as saying: and so the whole dialogue 
was repeated, and, when they had parted for the second 
time, I let them go their several ^vays, and strolled on 
through the town. 

“But the real usefulncssofthu magic power,” I thought, 
“would be to undo some harm, some painful event, some 
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accident — I had not long to wan for an opportunity of 
testing this properly also of the Magic Watch, for, even as 
the thought passed through my mind, the accident I avas 
imagining occurred A light cart was standing at the door 
of the Great Millinery Depot of Elvcsion, laden with 
cardboard packing-cases, which the driver was carrying 
mto the shop, one b) one One of the eases had fallen into 
the street, but it scarcely seemed worth while to step for 
ward and pick it up, as the man would be back again in a 
moment Yet, m that moment, a young man riding a bi 
Cycle came sharp round the corner of the street and, in 
trying to avoid running over the box, upset his machine, 
and was thrown headlong against the wheel of the spring 
cart The driver ran out to his assistance, and he and I 
together raised the unfortunate cyclist and earned him in 
to the shop His head was cut and bleeding, and one 
knee seemed to be badly injured, and it was speedily 
settled that he had better be conveyed at once to the only 
Surgery in the place I helped them m emptying the cart, 
and placing u\ it some pillows for the wounded man to 
rest on and it was only when the driver had mounted to 
his place, and was starting for the Surgery, that I be 
thought me of the strange power I possessed of undoing 
all this harm 

Now is my time! I said to myself as I moved back the 
hand of the Watch and saw, almost without surprise this 
tune all things restored to the places they had occupied at 
the critical moment when I had first nouced the fallen 
packing-case 

Instantly I stepped out into the street picked up the 
box, and replaced it m the cart in the next moment the 
bicycle had spun round the corner passed the cart with 
out let or hindrance, and soon vanished m the distance 
m a cloud of dust 
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"Delightful power of magici” I thought. “How much 
of human suffering I have — not only relieved, but actually 
annihilated!” And, in a glow of conscious virtue, I stood 
watching the unloading of the cart, still holding the Ma- 
gic Watch open in my hand, as I was curious to see what 
would happen when we again reached the exact time at 
which I had put back the hand. 

The result was one that, if only I had considered the 
thing carefully, I might have foreseen ; as the hand of the 
Watch touched the mark, the spring-cart — which had 
driven off, and u'as by this time half-way dotvn the street, 
was back again at the door, and in the act of starting, 
while— oh woe for the golden dream of tvorld-wide 
benevolence that had dazzled my dreaming fancy!— the 
wounded youth was once more reclining on the heap of 
pillows, his pale face set rigidly in the hard lines that told 
of pain resolutely endured. 

“Oh mocking Magic Watch!” I said to myself, as I 
passed out of the litde town, and took the seaward road 
that led to my lodgings. "The ^>od I fancied I could do is 
vanished like a dream: the evil of this troublesome world 
is the only abiding rcalityl” 

And now I must record an experience so strange, that I 
think it only fair, before beginning to relate it, to release 
my much-enduring reader from any obligation he may 
feel to believe this part of my story. / u-ould not have be- 
lieved it, I freely confess, if I had not seen it with my own 
eyes: then why should I expect it of my reader, who, quite 
possibly, has never seen anything of the sort^ 

I was passing a pretty litde villa, which stood rather 
back from the road, in its own grounds, wth bright 'flow- 
er-beds in front — creepers tvandering over the ivalls and 
hanging in festoons about the bow-windoivs — an casy- 
chalr forgotten on the lawn, with a newspaper lying near 
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it — a small pug dog “couchant” before it, resolved to 
guard the treasure even at the sacrifice of hfe — and a front- 
door standing invitingly half-open “Here is my chance,” 
1 thought, “for testing the reverse action of the Magic 
Watch!’ I pressed the “reversal peg” and walked in In 
another house, the entrance of a stranger might cause sur- 
prise — perhaps anger, even going so far as to expel the said 
stranger with violence but here, I knew, nothing of the 
sort could happen The ordinary course of events — first, to 
think nothing about me, then, hearing my footsteps to 
look up and see me, and then to wonder what business I 
had there— would be reversed by the action of my Watch 
They would frit wonder who I was, then see me, then 
look down, and think no more about me And as to being 
expelled with violence, that event would necessarily come 
first in this case “So, if I can once get m,’ I said to myself, 
“all risk of expulsion will be over! 

The pug dog sac up, as a precautionary measure, as 1 
passed, but, as I took no notice of the treasure he nas 
guarding, he let me go by without even one remonstrant 
bark “He that takes my life, he seemed to be saying 
wheezily, to himself, “takes trash But he that takes the 
Pally Telegraph — ! But this awful contingency I did not 
face 

The party m the drawing room — I had walked straight 
in, you understand, without ringing the bell, or giving 
any notice of my approach — consisted of four laughing 
rosy children, of ages from about fourteen down to ten, 
who were, apparently, all coming towards the door (I 
found they Mere really walking baci{tivards')y while their 
mother, seated by the fire with some needlework on her 
lap, was saying, just as 1 entered the room, ‘ Now, girls, 
you may get your things on (or a avalk ’ 

To my utter astonishment — for I tvas not yet accustom- 
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and then cautiously conveying a cherry-stone from their 
lips to their plates? Well, something like that ssent on all 
through this ghastly— or shall wc say “ghostly"? — ban- 
quet An empty fork is raised to the lips there it receives 
a ncatly<ut piece of mutton, and swiftly conveys it to the 
plate, where it instantly attaches itself to the mutton al- 
ready there Soon one of the plates, furnished with a com- 
plete slice of mutton and two potatoes, was handed up to 
the presiding gentleman, who quietly replaced the slice on 
the joint, and the potatoes in the dish 
Their conversation was, if possible, more bewildering 
than their mode of dining It began by the youngest girl 
suddenly, and without provocation, addressing her eldest 
sister “Oh, you wtef^ed story lellerr’ she said 
I expected a sharp reply from the sister, bur, instead of 
;his, she turned laughingly to her father, and said, m a 
very loud stage whisper, “To be a bndc!” 

The father, m order to do Jiif part in a conversation that 
seemed only fit for lunatics, replied “Whisper it to me, 
dear ” 

But she didn’t whisper (these children never did any- 
thing they were told) she said, quite loud, “Of course 
notl Everybody knows what Dolly •wants!” 

And little Dolly shrugged her shoulders, and said, ivith 
a pretty pcttishness, ‘Now, Father, you’re not to teasel 
You know 1 don’t ivant to be bride’s maid to anybody^” 

‘ And Dolly’s to be the fourth,” was her father’s idiotic 
reply 

Here Number Three put in her oar. “Oh, it JS settled, 
Mother dear, really and truly! Mary told us all about it 
It’s to be next Tuesday four weeks — and three of her cou- 
sins arc coming to be bride’s maids — and — 

“She doesn’t forget it Minrue!" the Mother laughingly 
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replied.' “I do wish they'd get it sctde^i I don't like long 
engagements.” •' • . , • ’ i . .< 

And Minnie wound up the conversation— if so chaotic a 
scries of remarks deserves the name — with “Only think! 
We passed the Cedars this morning, just exaedy as Mary 
Davenant was standing at the gate, wishing good-bye to 
Mister — I forget his name. Of course we looked the other 
way.” 

By this time I was so hopelessly confused that I gave up 
listening, and followed the dinner down into the kitchen. 

But to you, O hypercritical reader, resolute to believe 
no item of this \veird adventure, what need to tell how the 
mutton svas placed on the spit, and slowly unroasted — 
how the potatoes were wrapped in their skins, and handed 
over to the gardener to be buried— how, when the mutton 
had at length attained to rawness, the fire, which had 
gradually changed from red-heat to a mere blaze, died 
down so suddenly that the cook had only just time to 
catch its last flicker on the end of a match — or how the 
maid, having taken the mutton off the spit, carried it 
(backwards, of course) out of the house, to meet the 
butcher, who was corning (also backwards) down the 
road? ‘ 

The longer I thought over this strange adventure, the 
more hopelessly tangled the mystery became; and it was a 
real relief to meet Arthur in the road, and get him to go 
with me up to the Hall, to learn what news the telegraph 
had brought. I told him, as ^ve went, what had happened 
at the Station, but as to my funher adventures I thought 
it best, for the present, to say nothing. 

The Earl was sitting alone when we entered. *‘I am glad 
you arc come in to keep me company,” he said. “Muriel is 
gone to bed — the c.tdtement of Aat terrible scene was too 
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much for her— and Eric has gone to the hotel to pack his 

things, to start for London by the early train." 

"Then the telegram has come?" I said. 

“Did you not hear? Oh, I had forgotten; it came in af- 
ter you left the Station. Yes, it’s all right: Erie has got his 
commission; and, now that he has arranged matters with 
Muriel, he has business in town that must be seen to at 
once." 

"What arrangement do you mean?" I asked with a 
sinking heart, as the thought of Arthur's crushed hopes 
came to my mind, “Do you mean that they arc engaged?" 

"They have been engaged — in a sense — for two years," 
the old man gently replied: “that is, he has had my pro- 
mise to consent to it, so soon as he could secure a perma- 
nent and settled line in life. I could never be happy with 
my child married to a man without an object to live for 
— without even an ob|cct to die for!” 

"I hope they will be happy,” a strange voice said. The 
speaker was evidently in the room, but I had not heard 
the door open, and I looked around m some astonishment. 
The Earl seemed to share my surprise. "Who spoke?" he 
exclaimed. / 

“It was I,” said Arthur, looking at us with a worn, hag- 
gard face, and eyes from which the light of life seemed 
suddenly to have faded. "And let me wish you joy also, 
dear friend,” he added, looking sadly at the Earl, and 
speaking in the same hollow tones that had startled us so 
much. 

"Thank you,” the old man said, simply and heartily. 

A silence followed then I rose, feeling sure that Arthur 
would wish to be alone, and bade our gentle host "Good 
night” Arthur took his hand, but said nothing nor did 
he speak again, as we went home, till we were in the 
house and had lit our bed-room candles Then he said, 
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more to himself than to me, "The heart \notveth its own 
bitterness. I never understood those words till now.” 

The next few days passed wearily enough. I felt no in- 
clination to call again, by myself, at the Hall; still less to 
propose that Arthur should go with me: it seemed better 
to wait till Time — that gentle healer of our bitterest sor- 
rows — should have helped him ro recover from the first 
shock of the disappointment that had blighted his life. 

Business, however, soon demanded my presence in 
town; and I had to announce to Arthur that I must leave 
him for a >vhilc. “But I hope to run down again in a 
month,” I added. “I would stay now, if I could. 1 don’t 
think it’s good for you to be alone.” 

“No, I ca’n’t face solitude, here, for long,” said Arthur. 
“But don’t think about me. 1 have made up my mind to 
accept a post in India, that has been olTered me. Out there, 

I suppose I shall find something to live for; I ca’n’t see 
anything at present. 'This life of mine I guard, as God's 
high gift, from scathe and wrong, Not greatly care to 
lose!' ” 

“Yes,” 1 saidj “your name-sake bore as heavy a blow, 
and lived through it.” 

“A far heavier one than mine" said Arthur. “The wo- 
man he loved proved fiilse. There is no such cloud as that 
on my memory of — of — ” He left the name unuttcred, 
and went on hurriedly. “But you wU return, will you 
not?” 

“Yes, I shall come back for a short time." 

“Do," said Arthur: "and you shall write and tell me of 
our friends. I’ll send you my address when I'm settled 
down.” 



Chapter XXIV 


The Frogs* Birthday-Treat 

And so it came to pass that, just a week after the day 
when my Fairy*friends first appeared as Children, I found 
myself taking a farewell-stroll through the wood, in the 
hope of meeting them once more. I had but to stretch my- 
self on the smooth turf, and the “eerie" feeling was on me 
in a moment. 

“Put oor ear welly low down,” said Bruno, "and I’ll tell 
oo a secretl It’s the Frogs’ Birthday-Treat — and we’ve lost 
the Babyl” 

"What Baby?” I said, quite bewildered by this compli- 
cated piece of news. 

“The Queen’s Baby, a course!" said Bruno. "Titania’s 
Baby. And we’s welly sorry. Sylvie, she’s — oh so sorryl" 

"How sorry is she?” I asked, mischievously. 

“Three-quarters of a yard,” Bruno replied with perfect 
solemnity. “And I’m a little sorry too,” he added, shutting 
his eyes so as not to see that he was smiling. 

“And what arc you doing about the Baby?” 

"Well, the soldiers are all looking for it — up and down 
—everywhere.” ‘ 

"The soldiers?” I exclaimed. 

“Yes, a course^” said Bruno. “When there’s no fighting 
to be done, the soldiers doos any little odd jobs, oo know.” 

I was amused at the idea of its being a “little odd job” to 
find the Royal Baby. “But how did you come to lose it?” 

I asked. -1 

“We put it in a flower,” Sylvie, who had just joined us, 
explained with her eyes full of tears. “Only we ca’n’t re- 
member whtchl” 
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"She says us put it in a flower” Bruno interrupted, 
“ ’cause she doesn't want / to get punished. But it were 
really me what put it there. were picking Dlndlc- 
dums.” 

"You shouldn't say 'us put it in a flower'," Sylvie very 
gravely rcm.arked. 

"Well, flits, then," said Bruno. "I never can remember 
those horrid H'sl" 

"Let me help you to look for it " I said. So Sylvie and I 
made a "voyage ol discovery” among all the flowers; but 
there was no Baby to be seen. 

“What’s become of Bruno?” I said, when wc had com- 
pleted our tour. 

"He’s dou-n in the dtcch there,” said Sylvie, “amusing a 
young Frog.” 

I went down on my hands and knees to look for him, 
for I felt very curious to know how young Frogs otigAt to 
be amused. After a minute's search, I found him sitting at 
the edge of the ditch, by the side of the little Frog, and 
looking rather disconsolate. 

"How arc you getting on, Bruno?” I said, nodding to 
him as he looked up. 

“Ca 'n’t amuse it no more,” Bruno answered, very dole- 
fully, “ ’cause it wo'n't say what it would like to do nextl 
I’ve showed it all ihe<ducfc-weeds — ^and a live caddis- 
worm — ^but it wo’n’t say nufiini What — would 00 — like?” 
he shouted into the car of the Frog; but the little creature 
sat quite still, and took no notice of him. "It’s deaf, I 
think!” Bruno said, turning away with a sigh. “And it’s 
lime to get the Theatre ready.” 

"Who arc the audience to be?" 

“Only but Frogs,” said Bruno. "But they haven’t corned 
yet. They wants to be drove up, like sheep.” 
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“Would It sa\c time,” I suggested, “if I ^\crc to walk 
round with Sylvie, to drive up the Frogs, while you get 
the Theatre ready 

“That arc a good planl” cned Bruno “But where are 
Sylvie?” 

“I’m here!” said Sylvie, peeping over the edge of the 
bank “I was just watching tiso Frogs that were having^ 
race " 

“Which won it?" Bruno eagerly inquired 
Sylvie was puzzled. “He does ask such hard quesuonsl” 
she confided to me 

“And what’s to happen m the Theatre?" I asked, 
“First they have their BirihdayTeast,” Sylvie said; 
“then Bruno does some Bits of Shakespeare; then he tells 
them a Story ” 

‘ I should think the Frogs like the Feast best Don't 
they^” 

"Well, there’s generally very few of them that get any. 
They wtU keep their mouths shut so ughti And it’s just as 
well they do" she added, “because Bruno hkes to cook it 
himself and he cooks very quecrly Now they’re all m 
Would you just help me to put them with their heads the 
nght way?” 

We soon managed this part of the business, though the 
Frogs kept up a most discontented croaking all the tune. 

‘ What are they saying^’ I asked Sylvie 
‘ They’re saying ‘Fork' Fork!’ It’s very silly of them! 
You’re not going to have forks! she announced ivith 
some seventy ‘ Those that vrant any Feast have just got to 
open their mouths, and Bruno'll put some of it ml” 

At this moment Bruno appeared, wearing a little white 
apron to show that he was a Cook, and carrying a tureen 
full of very queer looking soup I watched very carefully 
as he moved about among the Frogs, but I could not see 
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that any of them opened thdr mouths to be fed — except 
one very young one, and I’m nearly sure it did it acciden- 
tally, in yawning- Hotvever Bruno instantly put a large 
spoonful of soup into its mouth, and the poor litdc tiling 
coughed violcndy for some time. 

So Sylvie and I had to share the soup between us, and 
to pretend to enjoy it, for it certainly w-as very queerly 
cooked. 

I only ventured to take one spoonful of it (“Sylvie’s 
Summer-Soup,” Bruno said it tras), and must candidly 
confess that it was not at all niccj and I could not feel sur- 
prised that so many guests had kept their mouths shut up 
tight. 

“What’s the soup made of, Bruno?” said Sylvie, who 
had put a spoonful of it to her lips, and was maklnga wry 
face over it. 

And Bruno’s answer w'as anything but encouraging. 
“Bits of things!” 

The entertainment was to conclude with "Bits of Shake- 
speare,” as Sylvie expressed it, which were all to be done 
by Bruno, Sylvie being fully engaged in making the Frogs 
keep their heads towards the stage; after which Bruno 
was to appear in his real character, and tell them a Story 
of his own invention, 

“Will the Story have a Moral to it?” I asked Sylvie, 
while Bruno was away behind the hedge, dressing for the 
first “Bit.” 

“I tiling so,” Sylvie replied doubtfully. "There generally 
is a Moral, only he puts it In too soon.” 

“And will he say all the Bits of Shakespeare?” 

'“No, he’ll only act them,” said Sylvie. “He knou’S hard- 
ly any of the rvords. When I see what he’s dressed like, 
I’ve to tell the Frogs what character it is. They’re always 
in such a hurry to guess! Don’t you hear them all saying 
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‘What? What^’ ” And so mdeed they were it had^only 
sounded like croaking, till Sylvie explained it, but I could 
now make out the “Wawt? Wawt?” quite distinctly 
“But why do they try to guess it before they see it?” 

“I don’t know,” Sylvie said. ‘ but they always do. Some- 
times they begin guessing weeks and weeks before the 
dayl” 

(So now, when you hear the Frogs croaking m a par- 
ticularly melancholy way, you may be sure they’re trying 
to guess Bruno’s next Shakespeare “Bit”. Isn’t that inter- 
esting^) 

However, the chorus of guessing was cut short by 
Bruno, who suddenly rushed on from behind the scenes, 
and took a flying leap down among the Frogs, to re- 
arrange them 

For the oldest and fattest Frog — who had never been 
properly arranged so that he could see the stage, and so 
had no idea what was going on— was getting restless, and 
had upset several of the Frogs, and turned others round 
with their heads the wrong way And it was no good at 
all, Bruno said, to do a “Bit” of Shakespeare when there 
was nobody to look at it (you sec he didn’t count me as 
anybody) So he set to work with a stick, stirring them 
up, very much as you would stir up tea m a cup, till most 
of them had at least one great stupid eye gazing at the 
stage 

"Oo must come and sit among them, Sylvie,” he said in 
despair, “I’ve put these two side by side, with their noses 
the -same way, ever so many times, but they do squirrel 
so!” 


So S>lvic took her place is “Mistress of the Cere- 
monies,” and Bruno vanished again behind the scenes, to 
dress for the first “Bit” 

“Hamlet!” was suddenly proclaimed, in the clear sucet 
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tones I knew so wdl. The croaking all ceased in a mo- 
ment, and I turned to the stage, in some curiosity to see 
what Bruno's ideas xs'cre as to the behaviour of Shake- 
speare’s greatest Character. 

According to this eminent interpreter of the Drama, 
Hamlet wore a short black cloak (svhich he chiefly used 
for muffling up his face, as if he suffered a good deal from 
toothache), and turned out his toes very much as he tvalk- 
cd. “To be or not to bcl" Hamlet remarked in a cheerful 
tone, and then turned head-over-hcels ses'cral times, his 
cloak dropping off in the performance. 

I felt a little disappointed: Bruno’s conception of the 
part seemed so wanting in dignity. “WoVt he say any 
more of the speech ? “ I whispered to Sylvie. 

“I thin\ not,” Sylvie whispered in reply. "He generally 
turns hcad-over-hcels when he doesn’t know any more 
words." 

Bruno had meanwhile settled the question by disappear- 
ing from the stage; and the Frogs instandy began inquir- 
ing the name of the next Chaniaer. 

“You’il know direedyf” cried Sylvie, as she adjusted 
two or three young Frogs that had struggled round with 
their backs to the stage. "Macbeth!” she added, as Bruno 
re-appeared. 

Macbeth had something twisted round him, that went 
over one shoulder and under the other arm, and was 
meant, I believe, for a Scotch plaid. He had a thorn in hif 
hand, which he held out at arm’s length, as if he were a 
little afraid of it. “Is this a dagger?" Macbeth inquired, in 
a puzzled sort of tone; and instandy a diorus of “Thorn’ 
Thorn!” arose from the Frogs (I had quite learned to 
understand their croaking by this time). 

“It’s a dagger!" Sylvie proclaimed in a peremptory tone. 
"Hold your tongues!” and the croaking ceased at once. 
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Shalvcspcirc Ins not mltl us, so fir as I knnu, tint Mac- 
beth !ncl any such ccccntnc habit as turning bcad-o'cr- 
hccls m private life but Uruno evidently consulcrct! it 
quite an csscntnl paft of the clnractcr, am! left the stage 
in .1 senes of somersaults However, he was back again in 
a few moments, hiving tucked under his chin the end of 
a tuft of u ool (probabl) left on the thorn hy a wandering 
sheep), which made a magnificent beard, that reached 
ncarl) down to hts feet. 

"ShylockP Sylvie proclaimed “No, 1 beg your par- 
don!" she hastily corrected herself, "King Lcarl I hadn’t 
noticed the crown" (Bruno had very cleverly provided 
one, which fitted him exactly, hy cutting out the centre of 
a dandelion to make room for his head ) 

King Lear folded his arms (to the imminent peril of 
his beard) and said, in a mild cxphnaiory tone, "Ay, every 
inch 1 king!” and then paused, as if to consider how this 
could best be proved And here, with all possible defer- 
ence to Bruno as a Shakespearian critic, 1 must express mv 
opinion that the poet did not mean his three great trigtc 
heroes to be so strangely alike in ihcir personal hibits, nor 
do 1 believe that he would hive accepted the faculty of 
turning head over heels as any proof at all of roynl des- 
cent Yet It appeared that King Lear, after deep mcdita 
non, could think of no other argument by which to prove 
his kingship and, as this was the last of the "Bits" of 
Shakespeare (‘We never do more than three'' Sylvie ex- 
plained in a whisper), Bruno gave the audience quite a 
long senes of somersaults before he finally retired, leaving 
the enraptured Frogs all crying out ‘ More! Morel ’ which 
\ suppose xvas xVitaa ’way tA encoring a pciiomnnce 
Bruno wouldn't appear again, ull the proper time came 
for telling the Story 

When he appeared at last m his real character, I noticed 
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a remarkable change in his behaviour. He tried no more 
somersaults. It rvas clearly his opinion that, however suit- 
able the habit of turning hcad-over-heels might be to such 
petty individuals as Hamlet and King Lear, it would 
never do for Bruno to sacrifice his dignity to such an ex- 
tent. But it was equally clear that he did not feel entirely 
at his case, standing all alone on the stage, with no cos- 
tume to disguise him: anjl though he began, several times, 
“There were a Mouse — he kept glancing up and down, 
and on all sides, as if in search of more comfortable quar- 
ters from which to tell the Story. Standing on one side of 
the stage, and partly overshadowing it, was a tall fox- 
glove, which seemed, as the evening breeze gently swayed 
it hither and thither, to oiler exactly the sort of accommo- 
dation that the orator desired. Having once decided on his 
quarters, it tieeded only a second or ttvo for him to run up 
the stem like a tiny squirrel, and to seat himself astride on 
the topmost bend, where the fairy^ielis clustered most 
closely, and from whence he could look down on his au- 
dience from such a height that all shyness vanished, and 
he began his Story merrily. 

“Oncc-lhcrc were a Mouse and a Crocodile and a Man 
and a Goat and a Lion.” 1 had never beard the “dramatis 
personx" tumbled into a story with such profusion and in 
such reckless haste; and it fairly took my breath away. 
Even Sylvie gave 3 little gasp, and allowed three of the 
Frogs, who seemed to be getting tired of the entertain- 
ment, to hop away into the ditch, without attempting to 
stop them. 

“And the Mouse found a Shoe, and it thought u were a 
Mouse-trap. So it got right in, and it stayed in ever so 
long” 

“Why did it stay in?” said Sylvie. Her function seemed 
to be much the same as that of the Chorus in a Greek 
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Play she had to encourage the orator, and draw h:m out, 
by a series o£ mtclhgeni questions 
“ ’Cause It thought it couldn’t get out again,” Bruno ex- 
plained “It were a clever mouse It knew it couldn’t get 
out of traps!" 

“But why did It go m at all?" said Sylvie 
“ — and It jamp, and it jamp,” Bruno proceeded, ignor- 
ing this quesuon, "and at last it.got right out again And 
It looked at the mark in the Shoe And the Man’s namfi 
were ui it. So it knew it wasn’t its own Shoe ” 

“Had It thought it was7 ' said Sylvie 
"Why, didn’t I tell oo it thought it were a Mouse trap?" 
the indignant orator replied “Please, Mister Sir, will oo 
make Sylvie attend?” Sylvie was silenced, and was all at- 
tention m fact, she and I were most of the audience now, 
as the Frogs kept hopping away, and there were very few 
of them l^t 

‘ So the Mouse gave the Man his Shoe And the Man 
were welly glad, ’cause he hadn’t got but one Shoe, and 
he were hopping to get the other ” 

Here I ventured on a question “Do you mean ‘hopp- 
ing,’ or ‘hoping’ ? ’ 

“Bofe,” said Bruno “And the Man took the Goat out of 
the Sack ’’ (“We haven’t heard of the sacl{^ before," I said 
“Nor you wo’n’t hear of it again,” said Bruno) “And he 
said to the Goat, *Oo will walk about here till I comes 
back ’ And he went and he tumbled into a deep hole And 
the Goat walked round and round And it walked under 
the Tree And it wug its tad And it looked up in the 
Tree And it sang a sad litdc Song Oo never heard such 
a sad little Songl 

“Can you sing it, Bruno? I asked 

“Iss, I can,” Bruno readily replied “And I sa’n’t It 
would make Sylvie cry—” 
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jamp, and he jamp, and at last he got right out of the 

hole ” 

Sylvie gave another little gasp: this rapid dodging about 
among the characters of the Story had taken away her 
breath. 

“And he runned away — for to look for the Goat, oo 
know. And he heard the Lion grunting — ” 

“Lions don’t grunt,” said Sylvie. 

“This one did,” said Bruno “And its mouth were like a 
large cupboard. And it had plenty of room in its mouth. 
And the Lion runned after the Man — for to eat him, oo 
know And the Mouse runned after the Lion ” 

“But the Mouse was running after the Crocodile" I 
said “he couldn’t run after bothl ’ 

Bruno sighed over the density of his audience, but ex 
plained very patiently. “He did runned after boje ’cause 
they went the same way* And first he caught the Croco- 
dile, and then he didn’t catch the Lion And when he’d 
caught the Crocodile, what doos oo think he did — ^’cause 
he’d got pincers in his pocket?” 

“I ca’n’t guess,” said Sylvie 

“Nobody couldn't guess it!” Bruno cried m high glee. 
“Why, he wrenched out that Crocodile’s toof!” 

"Which tooth?” I ventured to ask 
But Bruno was not to be puzzled “The toof he were 
going to bite the Goat with, a course!” 

“He couldn’t be sure about that,” I argued, “unless he 
wrenched out all its teeth ” 

Bruno laughed merrily, and half sang, as he swung 
himself backwards and forwards, “He did — wrenched — 
out — all Its teefl" 

“Why did the Crocodile wait to have them wrenched 
out?’ said Sylvie 
“It had to wait,” said Bruno 
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Looking Eastward 

“It’s just a ^\cck,” I said, three days later, to Arthur, 
“since we heard of Lady Muncl’s engagement I think / 
ought to call, at my rate, and offer my congratulations. 
WoVt you come with me?” 

A pained expression passed over his face "When must 
you leave us?" he asked 
‘ By the first tram on Monday” 

“Well— yes, I will come with you It would seem 
strange and unfriendly jf I didn’t But this is only Fnday. 
Give me till Sunday afternoon I shall be stronger then” 
Shading his eyes with one hand, as if half ashamed of 
the tears that were coursing down his cheeks, he held 
the other out to me It trembled as I clasped it 
1 tried to frame some words of sympathy, but they 
seemed poor and cold, and I left them unspoken “Good 
nightl ' was all I said 

* Good night, dear fnendl’ he replied There was a 
manly vigour m his tone that convinced me he was 
wrestling with, and triumphing over, the great sorrow 
that had so nearly wrecked his life — and that, on the 
stepping stone of his dead self, he would surely rise to 
higher things! 

There was no chance, I was glad to think, as we set 
out on Sunday afternoon, of meeting Enc at the Hall, 
as he had returned to town the day after his engagement 
was announced Hts presence might have disturbed the 
calm — the almost unnatural calm — with which Arthur 
met the woman who had won his heart, and murmured 
the few graceful words of sympathy that the occasion de 
manded 
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Lady Muriel was perfectly radiant \vith happiness: 
sadness could not live in the light of such a smile: and 
even Arthur brightened under it, and, when she remarked 
“You see I’m ^vatering my flowers, though it it the Sab- 
bath-Day,’’ his s*oice had almost its old ring of cheerful- 
ness as he replied "Even on the Sabbath-Day works of 
mercy arc allowed. But this //«*/ the Sabbath-Day. The 
Sabbath-Day has ceased to exist." 

"I know it’s not Saturtfay," Lady Muriel replied: “but 
isn’t Sunday often called Yhc Christbn Sabbath’?” 

“It is so called, I think, in recognition of the spirit of 
the Jewish institution, that one day in seven should be a 
day of rest. But 1 hold that Christians are freed from the 
iiteral observance of the Fourth Commandmenr.’’ 

“Then where is our authority for Sunday observance?’’ 

“We have, first, the fact that the seventh day was 
‘sanctified’, when God rested from the work of Creation. 
That Is binding on us as Theistt. Secondly, ive have the 
fact that ‘the Lord's Day’ is a Christian institution. That 
is binding on us as Christians” 

“And your practical rules would be — ?" 

‘Tirst, as Theists, to keep it holy in some special way, 
and to make it, so far as is reasonably possible, a day of 
rest. Secondly, as Christians, to attend public worship.” 

“And ivhat of amusements?” 

“I would say of them, as of all kinds of tvorJ^, what- 
ever is innocent on a \veck-<Iay, is innocent on Sunday, 
provided it does not interfere Mriih the duties of the day.” 

“Then you would allow children to play on Sunday?" 

“Certainly I should. %Vhy make the day irksome to 
their restless natures?” 

‘T have a letter somewhere,” swd Lady Muriel, “from 
an old friend, describing the %vay in which Sunday was 
kept in her younger days. 1 svill fetch it for you.” 
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“I had a similar description, vivd voce, years ago,” Ar- 
thur said when she had left us, “from a httlc girl. It was 
really touching to hear the melancholy tone in which she 
said ‘On Sunday I mustn’t play with my dolll On Sun- 
day I mustn't run on. the sands! On Sunday I mustn’t dig 
in the garden!’ Poor child! She had indeed abundant 
cause for hating Sundayl” 

“Here is the letter,” said Lady Muriel, returning. “Let 
me read you a piece of it.” 

"When, as a child, I first opened my eyes on a Sunday- 
morning, a feeling of dismal anticipation, which began at 
least on the Fnday, culminated. I l^netv what was before 
me, and my wish, if not my word, was 'Would God it were 
evemngV It was no day of rest, but a day of texts, of cate 
ehisms (Watts'), of tracts about converted swearers, godly 
ehar-women, and edifying deaths of sinners saved. 

"Up with the larb_, hymns and portions of Scriptuie had 
to be learned by heart sill 8 o'eloeJ(. when there ivere family- 
prayers. then breal{Jast. which 1 was never able to enjoy, 
partly from the fast already undergone, and partly from the 
outloa\ 1 dreaded, 

"At 9 came Sunday-School; and it made me indignant 
to be put into the class with the village<hildren, as well as 
alarmed lest, by some mistahe of mine, / should be put be 
low them. 

"The Church-Servtce tvas a veritable Wilderness of Ztn. 
1 wandered in it, pitching the tabernacle of my thoughts on 
the lining of the square famity-pew, the fidgets of my small 
brothers, and the horror of knowing that, on the Monday, I 
should have to write out, from memory, jottings of the 
rambling disconnected extempote sermon, which might hate 
have any text but its own. and so stand or fall by the result. 

"This was followed by a cold dinner at i (servants to 
have no worfO, SundaySehool again from a to 4, and 
Evening-Service at 6, The tntervalt were perhaps the greatest 
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trial of all, from the efforts / had to ma^e, to he less than 
usually sinful, by reading boo^s and sermons as barren as 
the Dead Sea, There teas but one rosy spot, in the distance, 
all that day: and that was "bed-time," which never could 
come too early!” 


"Such teaching was well meant, no doubt,” said Ar- 
thur; "but it must have driven many of its victims into 
deserting the Church-Services altogether." 

"Vm afrtud / was a desener this morning," she gravely 
said. “1 had to write to Eric. Would )ou — would you 
mind my telling you something he said about prayer? It 
had never struck me in that light before." 

"In what light?" said Arthur. 

"Why, that all Nature goes by fixed, regular laws— 
Science has proved that. So that asking God lo do any- 
thing (except of course praying for spiritual blessings) is 
to expect a miracle: and we’ve no right to do that. I’ve 
not put it as tvell as he did: but that svas the outcome of 
it, and it has confused me. Please tell me tvhat you can 
say in answer to it.” 

"I don’t propose to discuss Captain Undons difii- 
culries," Arthur gravely replied; "specially as he is not 
present. But, if it is your difficulty," (his voice uncon- 
sciously took a tender tone) “then 1 will speak." 

“It is my difficulty,” she said anxiously. 

“Then I will begin by asking ‘Why did you except 
spiritual blessbgs?’ Is not your mind a part of Nature?” 

“Yes, but Free-Will comes in there — I can choose this 
or that; and God can influence my choice." 

“Then you arc not a Fatalist?" 

“Oh, nol" she earnestly exebimed. 

"Thank Godl" Arthur said to himself, but in so low 
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a whisper that only I heard it “You grant then that 
can, by an act of free choice, move this cup,” siting d 
action to the word, “lAw way or that way?” 

“Yes, I grant it” 

“Well, let us see how far the result is produced t 
fixed laws The cttp moves because certain mechanic 
forces arc impressed on it by my hand My hand movt 
because certain forces — electric, magnetic, or svhatevi 
'nerve force’ may prove lO be — arc impressed on it b 
my bratn This nerve force, stored m the brain, woul 
probably be traceable, if Science were complete, to chen 
ical forces supplied to the brain by the blood, and ult 
mately derived from the food I eat and the air I breathe 
"But would not that be Fatalism? Where would Fre( 
WiW tome ’ 

“In choica of nerves,” replied Arthur ‘ The nerve fore 
m the brain may flow just as naturally down one nerv 
as down another Wc need something more than a fixe 
Law of Nature to settle which nerve shall carr)' it Tha 
‘something' is Free Will ” 

Her eyes sparkled “I see what you mcanl ' she « 
claimed ‘ Human Free Will js an exception to the sys 
tern of fixed Law Lric said something like that Andthci 
I think he pointed out that God can only influence Natur 
by influencing Human Wills So that we might reason 
ably pray 'gwe us this day our daily bread,' because man 
of the causes that produce bread arc under Man’s control 
But to pray for rain, or fine weather, would be as unrea 
sonablc as — she checked herself, as if fearful of saying 
something irrcscrcnt 

In a hushed, low tone, that trembled with emotion 
and with the solemnity of one m the presence of death 
Arthur slowlj replied *'Shall he that contendeth « ith tht 
Ahughtv instruct ktm^ Shall we, ‘the suirm ihar m tht 
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noon-tide beam were born,’ feeling in ourselves the power 
to direct, this way or that, the forces of Nature— of 
Nature, of which tve form so trivbl a part — shall we, in 
our boundless arrogance, in our pitiful conceit, deny that 
power to the Ancient of Days? Saying, to our Creator, 
‘Thus far and no further. Thou madcst, but thou canst 
not rulcl’?” 

Lady Muriel had covered her face in her hands, and 
did not look up. She only murmured “Thanks, thanks!” 
again and again. 

We rose to go. Arthur said, with evident c/Tort, “One 
word more. If you would l^notv the power of Prayer — 
in anything and everything that Man can need— try it. 
As^, and it shall he given you. l—Aave tried it. I ^notv 
that God answers prayer!" 

Our walk home was a silent one, till we had nearly 
reached the lodgings; then Arthur murmured— and it 
was almost an echo of my own thoughts—" What ^noivest 
thou, O wife, whether thou shalt save thy husband?" 

The subject was not touched on again. We sat on, 
talking, while hour after hour, of this our last night to- 
gether, glided a\vay unnoticed. He had much to tell me 
about India, and the new life he was going to, and the 
worl^ he hoped Co do. And his great generous soul seemed 
so filled with noble ambition as to have no space left for 
any vain regret or selfish repining, 

"Come, it is nearly morning!” Arthur said at last, ris- 
ing and leading the way upstairs. “Tlie sun will be rising 
in a few minutes: and, though I have basely defrauded 
you of your last chance of a night’s rest here. I'm sure 
you’ll forgive me: for I really couldn’t bring myself to 
say ‘Good night’ sooner. And God knows whether you’ll 
ever see me again, or hear of me!" 

"Hear of you I am certain I shall!” I warmly responded. 
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and quoted the concluding Imcs of that strange poem 

"Waring”’ — 


“OA, nevfr star 
Was lost here, but tt rote afarl 
Lool^ East, where whole new thousands are! 
la Vtshntt land what Avatar?" 

“Aye, look Eastwardl” Arthur eagerly replied, pausing 
at the stair-case window, which commanded a fine view 
of the sea and the eastward horizon “The West is the 
fitting tomb for all the sorrow and the sighing, all the 
errors and the follies of the Past for all its withered 
Hopes and all its buried Lovesl From the East comes 
new strength, new ambition, new Hope, new X-ife, ntw 
Love! Look Eastward* Aye, look Eastward!” 

His last words were still nngmg m my ears as I en* 
tered my room, and undrew the wmdow-curiains, just 
in tune to see the sun burst m glory from his ocean- 
prison, and clothe the world m the light of a new day 
“So may it be for him, and me, and all of usf” I mused 
“All that IS evil, and dead, and hopeless, fading with the 
Night that IS pasti All that is good, and living, and hope- 
ful, rising with the dawn of Day! 

“Fading, with the Night, the chilly mists, and the 
noxious vapours, and the heavy shadows, and the wailing 
gusts, and the owl’s melancholy hootmgs rising, with 
the Day, the darung shafts of light, and the wholesome 
morning breeze, and the warmth of a dawning life, and 
the mad music of the lark! Look Eastward* 

“Fading, with the Nigbr, the clouds sA ignorance, and 
the deadly blight of sin, and the silent tears of sorrow 
and ever rising, higher, higher, with the Day, the radiant 
dawn of knowledge, and the stveet breath of purity, and 
the throb of a world’s ecstasy! Look Eastwardl 
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“Fading, with the Night, the memory of a dead love, 
and the withered leaves of a blighted hope, and the sickly 
repinings and moody regrets that numb the best energies 
of the soul: and rising, broadening, rolling upsvard like 
a living flood, the manly resolve, and the dauntless will, 
and the heavenward gaze of faith — ihe substance of things 
hoped for, the evidence of things not seen! 

“Look Eastward! Ay^ look Easisv’ard!” 
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IV 

Sylvie and Bruno 
Concluded 






Dreams, that elude the Ma^er^s frenzied grasp — 
Hands, star):^ and still, on a dead Mothers breast, 
Which netfermore shall render clasp for clasp. 

Or deftly soothe a tveeping Child to rest — 

In suchlike forms me listeth to portray 
My Tale, here ended. Thou delteious Fay~~ 

The guardian of a Sprite that lives to tease thee~^ 
Loving in earnest, chiding but in play 
The merry moekittg Brunei Who, that sees thee. 
Can fail to love thee. Darling, even as /?— 

My sweetest Sylvie, tve must say “Good’bye!" 
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that, m all other words endmg m “n’t,” these letters arc 
an abbreviation of “not”; and it is surely absurd to sup- 
pose that, in this solitary instance, “not” is represented by 
“ ’t”I In fict “can’t” is the proper abbreviation for “can 
It,” just as “is’t" is for “is it.” Again, in “wo’n’t,” the first 
apostrophe is needed, because the word “would” is here 
abndgeii into “wo” but I hold it proper to spell “don’t” 
With only one apostrophe, because the word “do” is here 
complete As to such words as “traveler,” I hold the cor- 
rect principle to be, to double the consonant when the 
accent falls on that syllabic; otherwise to leave it single 
This rule is observed in most eases (e g we double the 
“r” in “preferred,” but leave it single m “ofTered”), so 
that I am only extending, to other cases, an existing rule 
1 admit, however, that I do not spell “parallel,” as the 
rule would have it, but here we are constrained, by the 
etymology, to insert the double “1”. 

In the Preface to Vol I were two puzzles, on which 
my readers might exercise their ingenuity One was, to 
detect the 3 lines of “padding,” which I had found it 
necessary to supply m the passage extending from the bot- 
tom of p 304 to the top of p 307 They are the 18th and 
19th lines of p 306 The other puzzle was, to determine 
which (if any) of the 8 stanzas of the Gardener’s Song 
(see pp 320, 328, 330, 334, 342, 347. 374, 376) were adapted 
to the context, and which (if any) had the context adapt 
ed to them The last of them is the only one that was 
adapted to the context, the “Garden Door that opened 
with a key" having been substituted for some creature 
(a Cormorant, I think) “that nestled in a tree ” At pp 
328, 343, and 374, the context was adapted to the stanza 
At p 334, neither stanza nor context was altered the con 
ncction between them was simply a piece of good luck 



In the Preface to Vol. at pp. 277, 27S, I gave an ac- 
count of the making-up of the story of “Sylvie and 
Bruno.” A fen* more details may perhaps be acceptable 
to my Readers, 

It was in 1S73, as I row believe, that the idea first 
occurred to me that a little fairy-tale (written, in .S67. 
for “Atmt Judy’s hfagazinc,” under the title “Bruno's 
Revenge") might $cr\-e as the nucleus of a longer story. 
This I surmise, from having found the original draft of 
the last paragraph of Vol. 11 ., dated 1875. ^ 
paragraph has been svaiting 20 years for its chance of 
emerging into print — more than twice the period so cau- 
tiously recommended by Horace for “repressing” one’s 
literarj* efforts! 

It svas in Februar)-, tS^ that I entered into negotia- 
tions, with Mr. Harry Fumtss, for illustraiing the book. 
Most of the substance of (>oth \'olumes was then in exis- 
tence in manusaiptt and my original intention u’as to 
publish the u-hoif story at once. In September, 18S5, 1 
received from Mr. Fumiss the first set of drawings— the 
four which Ulustraic “Peter and Paul”: in N’oNembcr, 
1SS6, 1 received the second set — the three which illustrate 
the Professor’s song about the “Utile man" who had “a 
little gun"; and in January, 18S7, 1 received the third set 
— the four which illustme the "Pig-TaJe." 

So \ve svent on, illustrating first one bit of the story, 
and then another, svithout any idea of sequence. And it 
was not till March, 1SS9. that, has'tng cilcubted the num- 
ber of pages the story would occupy, I dedded on dtsad- 
ing it into iii-o portions, and publishing it half at a time. 
This necessitated the wiring of 3 sort of conclusion for 
the firw Volume; and motf of my Readers, I fancy, re- 
garded this as the actusi conclusion, when that Volume 



512 SYLVIE AND BRUNO CONCLUDED 
appeared m December, 1889 At any rate, among all the 
letters I received about it, there was only one which ex- 
pressed any suspicion that it was not a final conclusion 
This letter was from a child She wrote "we were so glad, 
when we came to the end of the book, to find that there 
was no ending up, for that shows us that you arc going 
to write a sequel ” / 

It may interest some of my Readers to know the theory 
on which this story is constructed It is an attempt to 
show what might possibly happen, supposing that Fairies 
really existed, and that they were sometimes visible to 
us, and we to them, and that they were sometimes able 
to assume human form and supposing, also, that human 
beings might someumes become conscious of what goes 
on in the Fairy world— by actual transference of their 
immaterial essence, such as we meet with m ‘ Esoteric 
Buddhism ' 

I have supposed a Human being to be capable of van 
ous psychical states, with varying degrees of consaous- 
ness, as follows — 

(a) the ordinary state, with no consaousness of the 
presence of Fames, 

{b) the cene ‘ state, m which, while conscious of ac 
tual surroundings, he is also conscious of the presence of 
Fairies, 

(c) a form of trance, in which, while Hsconscious of 
actual surroundings, and apparently asleep, he (te his 
immaterial essence) migrates to other scenes, in the actual 
world, or in Fairyland, and is conscious of the presence 
of Fames 

1 have a'lso supposed aPauy to "be capable of migrating 
from Fairyland into the actual world, and of assuming, 
ac pleasure, a Human form, and also to be capable of 
Various psychical states, viz 



PREFACE , 5^3 

. („) die oriinary state, tvith no consciousness o£ the 

nrwnce of Human beings; _ . 

a sort o£ “eerie" state, in which he is consaous, 
if in \he actual world, of the presence of actual Humar. 
bdnp; if in Fairyland, o£ the pr«ence of the tmtnatenal 

essences of Human beings. Vt-sinm^t 

I will here tabulate the passages. ;n both Volumes. 

^^hc^e abnormal states occur. 



437-+»6 

451-46* 

466-474 

I . 47S-48* 

484-495 


la wood 

sl««p>w«Udng 

la street 

At statiott, SlC.. . 

In garden • 

On road, &c.. • • • 


In street, &c.. 
In wood ... • 


I Vo\ II. . 

>vs»-a3 

• S49-55» On road., .t 
551-566 

gtilJ la’dwwii.g-iion- 


641-660 
669 - 673 ' 
' 69 I- 69 S 
1- . - 
695*755 
717*743 
747-e°d 


Insmo^-r«"“-* 


At lodgings 


18 . 


S. andB.(«PP-370 

Prol^r (W p. 37*' 
Bnino (W pp. 39»* 

S. and B. 
do 

S.B and Professor in 
Human form. 

S.andB.(i). 

S.B. and Professor (6) 
S. and B. in Human 
form. 

S andB.{6)- 


“ 18 . 


(j); Lady 
Muriel (6). 
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In the Preface to Vol I , at p 278 , 1 gave an account of 
the ongtnation of some of the ideas embodied m the 
book. A few mote such details may perhaps interest my 
Readers — 

I p 395 The very peculiar use, here made of a dead 
mouse, comes from real life. I once found two very small 
boys, m a garden, playing a microscopic game of “Smgle- 
Wicket” The bat was, I think, about the size of a table- 
spoon; and the utmost distance attained by the ball, m 
Its most daring flights, was some 4 or 5 yards The exact 
length was of course a matter of supreme importance; 
and It was always carefully measured out (the batsman 
and the bowler amicably sharing the toil) with a dead 
mouse! 

I p 425 The two quasi mathematical Axioms, quoted 
by Arthur at p 425 of Vol. I, (“Things that are greater 
than the same arc greater than one another," and "Ah 
angles are equal’) were actually enunciated, m all sen 
ousness, by undergraduates at a University situated not 
100 miles from Ely 

II p 528 Bruno’s remark (“I can, if I like, &c ’’) was 
actually made by a little boy 

II p 529 So also was his remark (“I know what it 
doesn't spell ”) And his remark (' I just twiddled my 
eyes, &c ”) I heard from the hps of a little girl, who had 
just solved a puzzle I had set her 

II p 554 Bruno’s soliloquy (' For its father, &c ’’) \vas 
actually spoken by a little girl, looking out of the wmdow 
of a railway-carriage 

11 p 599 The remark, made by a guest at the dinner- 
party, when asking for a dish of fruit (“I ve been wishing 
for them, &c ’ ) I heard made by the great Poet ILaureatc, 
whose loss the whole reading world has so lately had to 
deplore 
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IL p- 613- Bruno’s speech, on the subject of the age of 
“Mein Herr,” embodies the Tcply of a little girl to the 
question “Is your grandmother an old lady?” “I don’t 
know if she’s an oid lady,” said this caurious young per- 
son; “she’s eighty-three'' 

II. p- 635. TTie speech about “Obstruction” is no mere 
creature of my imagination! It is copied verbaum from 
the columns of the Standard, and was spoken by Sir 
William Harcotir^ who was, at the time; a member of 
the “Opposition,” at the “National Liberal Club,” on 
July the 16th, 1890. 

11 . p. 706. The Professor’s remark, about a dog’s tail, 
that “it doesn’t bite at that end,” was actually made by a 
child, when warned of the danger he was meurring by 
pulling the dog’s tall. 

II. p. 730. The dialogue between Sylvie and Bruno, 
which occupies lines 4 to la, Is a verbatim report (merely 
substituting “cake” for “penny”) of a dialogue overheard 
between two children. 

One story in this Volume— "Bruno's Picruc”~I can 
vouch for as suit^Ie for telling to children, having tested 
it again and again; and, whether my audience has been 
a dozen little girls in a village-school, or some thirty or 
forty in a London drawing-room, or a hundred in a High 
School, I have al^vays found them camcstly attentive and 
keenly appredadre of such fan as the story suppli«l. 

May I take this opportunity of calling attention to 
what I flatter myself was a successful piece of name-coin- 
ing, at p. 309 of Vol. I. Docs not the name “Sibimct” 
fairly embody the character of the Sub-Warden? The 
gentle Reader has no doubt <J>scrvcd what a singularly 
useless article in a house a brazen trumpet is, if you simply 
leave it lying about, and never blow iti 



5i6 SYLVIE AND BRUNO CONCLUDED 
Readers of the first Volume, who have amused them- 
selves by trying to solve the two puzzles propounded at 
page 279 of the Preface, may perhaps like to exercise 
their ingenuity in discovering which (if any) of the fol- 
lowing parallelisms were intentional, and which (if any) 
accidental. 

“Little Birds ” Events, and Persons. 

Stanza 1. Banquet. 

2 Chancellor. 

3 Empress and Spinach (II 705)- 

4 Warden’s Return. 

5 Professor’s Lecture (II. 711). 

6 Other Professor’s song ( 1 . 359). 

7 Petting of Uggug. 

8 Baron Doppelgast. 

9 Jester and Bear (I 350). Little Foxes 

10. Bruno's Dinner-Bell; Little Foxes 

I will publish the answer to this puzzle in the Preface 
to a little book of “Original Games and Puzzles," now 
in course of preparation 

I have reserved, for the last, one or two rather more 
serious topics 

I had intended, m this Preface, to discuss more fully, 
than 1 had done in the previous Volume, the “Morality 
of Sport,” with special reference to letters I have received 
from lovers of Sport, m which they point out the many 
great advantages which men get from it, and try to prove 
th. 2 r the suffering, u'bich it uiRtcts on snimsls, is too 
trivial to be regarded 

But, when I came to think the subject out, and to ar- 
range the whole o£ the arguments “pro” and “con”,*l 
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muting that the “Ritual” movement was sorely needed, 
and that it has effected a vast improvement in our Church* 
Services, which had become dead and dry to the last 
degree, I hold that, like many other desirable movements, 
It has gone too far in the opposite direction, and has in* 
troduced many new dangers 
For the Congregation this new movement involves the 
danger of learning to think that the Services arc done for 
them, and that their bodily presence is all they need con- 
tribute And, for Clergy and Congregation ahke, it in- 
volves the danger of regarding these elaborate Services as 
ends tn themselves, and of forgetting that they are simply 
means, and the very hoUowesc of mockeries, unless they 
bear fruit m our lives 

For the Choristers it seems to involve the danger of self- 
conceit, as described at p. 434 (N B "stagy-cntrances” is 
a misprint for “stage-entrances”), the danger of regard* 
mg those parts of the Service, where their help is not re 
quircd, as not worth attending to, the danger of coming 
to regard the Service as a mere outward form — a senes 
of postures to be assumed, and of words to be said or 
sung, while the thoughts arc elsewhere — and the danger 
of “familiarity" breeding “contempt” for sacred things 
Let me illustrate these last two forms of danger, from 
my own experience Not long ago, I attended a Cathedral- 
Service, and was placed immediately behind a row of 
men, members of the Choir; and I could not help siotiurig 
that they treated the Lessons as a part of the Service to 
which they needed not to give any attention, and as af- 
fording them a convenient opportunity for arranging mu- 
sicbooks, &c, &c Also 1 "have frequently seen a row ol 
liulc choristers, after marching m procession to their 
phccs, kneel down, as if about to pray, and rise from 
rheir knees after a minute spent m looking about them, 
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it being but too evident that the attitude was a^mere 
mockery. Surely it is very dangerous, for these children, 
to thus accustom them to pretend to pray? As an in- 
stance of irreverent treatment of holy things, I will naen- 
tion a custom, which no doubt many of my readers have 
noticed in Churches where the Clergy and Choir enter in 
procession, viz. that, at the end of the private devotions, 
which arc carried on in the vestry, and which are of course 
inaudible to the Congregation, the final “Amen” is 
shouted, loud enough to be heard all through the Church. 
This serves as a signal, to the Congregation, to prepare to 
rise <vhen the procession appears: and it admits of no 
dispute that it is for this purpose that it is thus shouted. 
When we remember to Whom that “Amen” is rej//p ad- 
dressed, and consider that it is here used for the same 
purpose as one of the Church-bells, we must surely admit 
that it is a piece of gross irreverence? To me it is much 
as if I were to see a Bible used as a footstool. 

As an instance of the dangers, for the Clergy them- 
selves, introduced by this nesv movement, let me mention 
the fact that, according to my experience, Qergymen of 
this school arc specially apt to retail comic anecdotes, in 
which the most sacred names and words — sometimes ac- 
tual texts from the Bible— arc used as themes for jesting. 
Many such things arc repeated as having been originally 
said by children, whose utter ignorance of evil must no 
doubt acquit them, in the sight of God, of all blame; but 
it must be othenvisc for those who consciously tisc such 
innocent utterances as material for their unholy mirth. 

I.ct me add, however, most earnestly, that I fully be- 
lieve that this profanity is, in many cases, nnconscious: 
the “environment" (as I have tried to explain at p. 590) 
makes all the difference between man and man; and I 
rejoice to think that many of these profane stories— which 
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/ find so painful to listen to, and should feel it a sin to 
repeat — give to their ears no pain, and to their consciences 
no shock, and that they can utter, not less sincerely than 
myself, the tivo prayers, "Hallowed be Thy Name” and 
“from hardness of heart, and contempt of Thy Word and 
Commandment, Good Lord, deliver iisl' To which I 
would desire to add, for their sake and for my own, 
Keblc’s beautiful petition, “help us, this and every day, 
To hie more nearly at we prayl' It is, in fact, for its 
consequences — for the grave dangers, both to speaker 
and to hearer, which it involves — rather than for what it 
is in itself, that I mourn over this clerical habit of pro- 
fanity m social talk To the believing hearer it brings the 
danger of loss of reverence for holy things, by the mere 
act 0! listening to, and enjo)ing, such jests, and also the 
temptation to retail them for the amusement of others 
To the unbelieving hearer it b'lngs a welcome confirma- 
tion of hts theory that religion is a fable, in the spectacle 
of Its accredited champions thus betraying their trust. 
And to the speaker himself it must surely bring the 
danger of loss of faith For surely such jests, if uttered 
With no consciousness of harm, must necessarily be also 
uttered with no consciousness, at the moment, of the 
reality of God, as a living being, who hears all we say 
And he, who allows himself the habit of thus uttering 
holy words, with no thought of their meaning, is but too 
likely to find that, for him, God has become a myth, and 
heaven a poetic fancy — that, for him, the light of life is 
gone, and that he is at heart an atheist, lost in “a dark- 
ness that may be felt ' 

There is, 1 fear, at the present time, an increasing ten- 
dency to irreverent treatment of the name of God and of 
subjects connected with religion Some of our theatres are 
helping this downward movement by the gross carica 
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lures of clergymen which they pui upon ihc stage; some 
of our elerg)' arc them$ch*cs helping if, by' showing that 
they can lay aside the spirit of reverence, along with their 
surplices, and can treat as jests, when ottttide their 
churches, names and things to which they pay an almost 
superstitious veneration when inside: the "Salvation 
Army" has, J fear, with the best intentions, done much 
to help it, by the coarse familiarity with which they treat 
holy things: and surely cs'cry one, who desires to live in 
the spirit of the prayer “Halhtved h Thy Namet" ought 
to do what he can, however Uiilc that may be, to check 
it. So t have gladly taken this unique opporiunUy, how* 
es'cr unfit the topic may seem for the Preface to a book 
of this kind, to express some thoughts which have weigh- 
ed on my mind for a Jong time. I did not expect, when 
! «Tote the Preface to Vol. I, that it would he read to 
any appreciable extent; but I rejoice to believe, from evi- 
dence that has reached me, that it has been read by many, 
and to hope that this Preface will also be so: and I think 
that, among them, some will be found ready to sym- 
pathise with the views I have put forwards, and ready 
to help, with their prayers and their example, the revival, 
in Society, of the \«ming spirit of reverence. 

Christmas, J893. 





Chapter I 
Bruno’s Lessons 

During the next month or two my solitary town-life 
seemed, by contrast, unusually dull and tedious. I missed 
the pleasant friends I had left behind at Elveston — the 
genial interchange of thought — the sympathy which gave 
to one’s ideas a netv and vivid reality : but, perhaps more 
than all, I missed the companionship of the two Fairies— 
or Dream-Children, for I had not yet solved the problem 
as to who Of tvhat they wer^whose sweet playfulness 
had shed a magic radbnee over my life. 

In ofKcc-hours— which I suppose reduce most men to 
the mental condition of a coffee-mill or a mangle— time 
sped along much as usual: it u’as in the pauses of life, 
the desolate hours when books and ncsvspapers palled on 
the sated appetite, and tvhen, thrown back upon one’s 
own dreary musings, one strove— all in vain— to people 
the vacant air with the dear faces of absent friends, that 
the real bitlcrncss of solitude made itself felt. 

One evening, feeling my life a little more wearisome 
than usual, I strolled down to my Club, not so much with 
the hope of meeting any friend there, for London w'as 
now “out of tosvn,** as with the feeling that here, at least, 

I should hear “surer svords of human speech,” and come 
into contact w'th human thought. 

However, afmosi the first face f sasv there wat that of 
a friend. Eric Lindon was lounging, u iih rather a "bored" 
expression of face, over a newspaper; and u-c fell into 
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conversation with a mutual saDsfaction which neither of 
us tried to conceal 

After a while I ventured to introduce what was )ust 
then the mam subject of my thoughts “And so the Doc- 
tor” (a name we had adopted by a tacit agreement, as 
a convenient compromise between the forpaality of “Doc- 
tor Forester” and the inUmacy — to which Eric Lmdon 
hardly seemed entitled— of “Arthur”) ‘ has gone abroad 
by this time, I suppose? Can you give me his present 
address^’ 

“He IS still at Elveston — I believe,” was the reply “But 
I have not been there since I last met you ’ 

I did not know which part of this intelligence to won 
dcr at most “And might I ask — if it isn’t taking too much 
of a liberty— when your wedding bells are to— or perhaps 
they have rung, already^” 

‘ No,’ said Eric, in a steady voice, which betrayed 
scarcely a trace of emotion “that engagement is at an 
end 1 am still ‘Benedick the r/nmarried man ’ ’ 

After this, the thick-coming fancies— all radiant with 
new possibilities of happiness for Arthur — were far too 
bewildering to admit of any further conversation, and I 
was only loo glad to avail myself of the first decent ex 
cuse, that offered itself, for rciirmg into silence 

The next day I wrote to Arthur, with as much of a 
reprimand for his long silence as I could bring myself 
to put into words, begging him to tell me how the world 
went with him 

Needs must that three or four days — possibly m6re — 
should elapse before I could receive his reply, and never 
had I known days drag their sJoii' length along wjlh a 
more tedious indolence 

To while away the time, I strolled, one afternoon, into 
Kensington Gardens, and, \vandering aimlessly along 
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any path that presented itself, I soon became aware that 
I had somehow strayed into one that was ^vholly new to 
me. Still, my elfish exjwricnccs seemed to have so com- 
pletely faded out of tay hfc that nothing was further from 
my thoughts than the idea of again meeting my fairy- 
friends, when 1 chanced to notice a small creature, mov- 
ing among the grass that fringed the path, that did not 
seem to be an insect, or a frog, or any other living thing 
that I could think of. Cautiously kneeling down, and 
making an ex tempore cage of my two hands, I im- 
prisoned the little wanderer, and felt a sudden thrill of 
surprise and delight on discovering that my prisoner tras 
no other than Bntno hirosdf! 

Bruno took the matter very coolly, and, when I had 
replaced him on the ground, where he would be within 
easy conversational distance, he began talking, just as if 
it were only a few minutes since bst we had met. 

"Doos 00 know what the Rule is,” he enquired, “when 
00 atches a Fairy, wichouten its having toldcd oo where 
it svas?" {Bruno’s notions of English Gramimr had cer- 
tainly not improved since our last meeting.) 

“No,” 1 said. "I didn't know there was any Rule 
about it.” 

“I thinly oo'\c got a right to eat me,” said the little 
fellow, looking up into my face sviih a winning smile. 
"But I’m not pruflickly sure. Oo*d better not do it wiz- 
out asking.” 

It did indeed seem reasonable not to take so irrevocable 
a step as that, svithout due enquiry. “I’ll certainly as\ 
about it, first," I said. “Besides, 1 don’t know yet whether 
you would be worth catingl” 

"I guess I'm deltciotuly good to eat,” Cfuno remarked 
in a satisfied tone, as if it were something to be rather 
proud of. 
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"And what are you doing here, llruno?” 

“Thats not my name!" said my cunning little friend 
"Don’t 00 know my name’s ‘Oh Brunei’? That’s what 
Sylvie always calls me, when I says mine lessons ’’ 

“Well then, what arc you doing here, oh Bruno^” 
"Doing mine lessons, a-coursel’’ With that roguish 
twinkle in his eye, that always came when he knew he 
was talking nonsense 

‘ Oh, that's the way you do your lessons, is it? And do 
you remember them well?’’ 

"Always can ’member mine lessons,” said Bruno “Its 
Sylvie’s lessons that’s so dreffuUy hard to ’member!" He 
frowned, as it m agonies of thought, and tapped his fore- 
head with his knuckles. “I ca'nV think enough to under- 
stand them!" he said despairingly “It wants double 
thinking, I believe!” 

‘ But where’s Sylvie gone?” 

‘ Thats just what / want to know!" said Bruno dis- 
consolately ‘ What ever’s the good of setting me lessons, 
when she isn’t here to ’splain the hard bits^” 

‘ / ll find her for youl” I volunteered, and, getting up, 
1 wandered round the tree under whose shade I had been 
reclining, looking on all sides for Sylvie In another mtn 
utc I again noticed some strange thing moving among 
the grass, and, kneeling down, was immediately con 
fronted with Sylvie’s innocent face, lighted up with a 
joyful surprise at seeing me, and was accosted, in the 
sweet voice I knew so well, with what seemed to be the 
end of a sentence whose beginning I had failed to catch 
‘ —and I think he ought to have finished them by this 
time So I’m going back to him Will you come too? 
It’s only just round at the other side of this tree ’ 

It was but a few steps for me, but it was a great many 
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for Sylvie; and I had to be ^xry careful to walk slowly, 
in order not to leave the Hiilc creature $0 far behind as 
to lose sight of her. 

To find Bruno’s lessons was easy enough: they ap- 
peared to be neatly written out on large smooth ivy-- 
Icaves, which were scattered in some confusion over a 
little patch of ground where the grass had been worn 
away; but the pale student, who ought by rights to have 
been bending over them, was nowhere to be seen: we 
looked in all directions, for some lim^ in rain; but at 
last Sylvie’s sharp eyes detcaed him, swinging on a ten- 
dril of ivy, and Sylvie’s stem \"oicc commanded his in- 
stant return to terra firtna and to the business of Ufc. 

“Pleasure first and business aftenvards” seemed to be 
the motto of these tiny folk, so many hugs and kisses had 
to be interchanged b^ore anything else could be done. 

“Now, Bruno," Sylvie said reproachfully, “didn’t I tell 
you you tverc to go on iviih your lessons, unless you 
heard to the contrary?” 

“But I <//«/ heard to the contrary!” Bruno insisted, with 
a mischies’ous ttviukle in his eye. 

*'1VAat did you hear, you svjcked boy?” 

“It were a sort of noise in the air,” said Bruno: "a sort 
of a scrambling noise. Didn’t 00 hear it. Mister Sir?" 

“Well, anyhow, you needn’t go to sleep os-er them, 
you lazy-lazy!” For Bruno had curled himself up, on the 
largest “lesson,” and w'as arranging another as a pillow. 

“I wasn't aslccpl” said Bruno, in a deeply-injured tone. 
“When I shuts mine eyes, it’s to shmv that I’m auvl^er 

“Well, how much have you learned, then?" 

“I’ve learned a little dny bit," said Bruno, modestly, 
being evidendy afraid of overstating his achies-cment. 
“Cfl’nV learn no morel" 

“Oh Bruno! You know you can, if you like." 
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“Course I can, i£ I hf{c” the pale student replied, “but 
I ca’n’t if I don’t like*” 

Sylvie had a way — which I could not too highly admire 
— of evading Bruno’s logical perplexities by suddenly 
striking into a new line of thought; and this masterly 
stratagem she now adopted 
“Well, I must say one thing—” 

“Did Qo know, Mister Sir,” Bruno thoughtfully re- 
marked, “that Sylvie ca’n’t count? Whenever she says ‘I 
must say one thing,’ 1 l^notu quite well she’ll say two 
things' And she always doos ” 

“T^vo heads arc better than one, Bruno,” I said, but 
with no very disunct idea as to what I meant by it 
“I shouldn’t mind having two heads," Bruno said soft 
ly to himself “one head to eat mine dinner, and one head 
to argue wiz Sylvie— doos 00 think oo’d look prettier if 
oo’d got two heads, Mister Sir^” 

The case did not, I assured him, admit of a doubt 
“The reason why Sylvie’s so cross — ” Bruno went on 
very seriously, almost sadly 
Sylvie’s eyes grew large and round w th surprise at 
this new line of enquiry — ^hcr rosy face being perfectly 
radiant with good humour But she said nothing 
“Wouldn’t It be better to tdl me after the lessons arc 
over? ’ 1 suggested 

“Very well, Bruno said with a resigned air “only she 
wo’n’t be cross then ” 

“There’s only three lessons to do,” said Sylvie “Spell- 
ing, and Geography, and Singing ” 

“Not /dnthmetic? ' I said 

“No, he hasn’t a head for Anihmeuc — 

“Course I haven’t'” said Bruno “Mine head’s for hair. 
^ haven’t got a lot of heads!’ 

“—and he ca’n’t learn his Multiphcauon table — ” 
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“I Ukc History c\‘cr so much better,” Bruoo renurked. 
“Oo has to Tfpfjt that Muddlecome table — ^ 
acd j-ou hate to repeat — " 

"Xo, 00 hasn’il" Bnico mtemiptcd. “History repeats 
itself. The Professor said so!” 

Sylvie was arranging some letters on a board — 
E — ^V— I — "L. ‘Ts’otv, Bruoo," she said, “what does tfsai 
speirr 

Bruno looked at it, in solemn silence, fox a nunutc. 
“I knows what it doesn’t spcU!" he said at last. 

“Thafs no good," said Sybie:. “What does it spell?" 

Bnino took another look at the mjsterious letters. 
“WTiy, it's 'LIVE,* backwards!" he exclaimed. (I thought 
it \\*as, indeed.) 

“How did you manage to see that?" said Sylvie. 

“1 )ust nsiddled my eyes,” said Bnino^ “and then I 
saw it directly. Now may I sing the lung-Jtsher Song?" 

“Geography neat,” said Sylvie. “Don’t you know the 
Rules?" 

“I tHnks there oughtn’t to be such a lot of Rules, 
Sylvie! I thinks—" 

“\'cs, there ought to be such a lot of Rules, you uicked, 
n-icked boy! And how dare you thin^ at all about it? 
And shut up that mouth directly!” 

So, as “that mouth” didn’t seem inclined to shut up of 
itsdf, Syh-ic shut' it for him — ^with both hands — ^and 
sealed it with a kiss, just as you would fasten up a letter. 

“Now that Bruno is fastened up from talJdog,” she 
went on, turning to me, ‘I’ll show j-ou the Map he docs 
his lessons on.” 

And there it was, a lar^ hlap of the World, spread out 
on the ground- It sN’as so large that Bruno had to crawl 
about on it, to point out the places named in the “King- 
fisher Lesson.” 
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' “When a King fisher sees a Lady-bird flying away, he 
says 'Ceylon^ i£ you CandtaV And when he catches it, 
he says ‘Come to Medial And if you’re Hungary or 
thirsty, 1 11 give you some Nubiaf' When he takes it m 
his claws, he says 'Etiropel' When he puts it into liw 
beak, he says 'Indial' When he’s swallowed it, he says 
'Eton That’s all ” 

‘ That’s quite perfect,” said Sylvie “Now, you may sing 
the King fisher Song ” 

“Will 00 sing the chorus?" Bruno said to me 

I was )ust beginning to say ‘Tm afraid I don’t know 
the words," when Sylvie silently turned the map over, 
and I found the words were all written on the back In. 
one respect it was a very peculiar song the chorus to 
each verse came in the middle, instead of at the end of it. 
However, the tune was so easy that I soon picked it up, 
and managed the chorus as %vel!, perhaps, as it is pos- 
sible for one person to manage such a thing It tvas m 
vam that I signed to Sylvie to help me she only smiled 
sweetly and shook her head 

'“King fisher courted Lady Bird — 

Sing Beans, sing Bones, sing Butterflies' 

‘find me my match! he said, 

'With such a noble head — 

With such a beard, as white as curd — 

With such expressive eyesV 

" 'Yet pins have heads! said Lady Bird — 

Sing Prunes, sing Prawns, sing Pnmrose-HiU t 
‘And, where you stte\ them in. 

They stay, and thus a pin 
Is tery much to be preferred 
To one that’s never stiIlT 
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■ " 'Oysters have beards' said Lady Bird — 

Sing Flies, sing Frogs, sing Fiddle-strings! 

- / love them, jar I i(nour 
They never chatter sot 
They u'ould net say one single stford — 

Kot tf you crowned them KingsV 

"'Keedles have eyes' said Lady Bird — 

Sing Cats, sing' Corks, sing Cowslip-tea! 

'And they are sharp — jus: what 
Your Majesty is not: 

So get you gone — ‘tis too absurd 
To come a-courting mef ” 

“So he v.'ent an-ay,” Bruno added as a kind o£ post- 
script, when the last note of the song had died au’ay 
“Just like he alwajs did.” 

"Oh, my dear Bruno!" Sylvie exclaimed, with her 
handsover her cars. "You shouldn’t say ‘like’: you should 
say 'what! " 

To which Bruno rcpL'cd, doggedly, "I only says ‘whatl* 
U’hen 00 doesn’t speak loud, so as J can hear 00." 

“Where djd he go to?” 1 asked, hoping to prerent 
an argument. 

“He went more far than he’d never E>een before," said 
Bruno. 

“You should never say ‘more far,’” Sylvie corrected 
him : “y ou should say 'farther! " 

’Then 00 shouldn’t say ‘more broth,’ when we’re at 
dinner,” Bruno recorredr “00 should say 'brotherV' 

This rim^ Sylvie evaded an argument by turning away, 
and beginning to roll up the Map. “Lessons are over!" 
she proclaimed in her sss’cctcst tones. 

“And has there been no crytag over them?” I en- 
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quired “Little boys always cry^ over their lessons, don’t 

they^” 

“I never cries after twelve o’clock,” said Bruno “ ’cause 
then It’s getting so near to dinner-time ” 

“Sometimes, in the morning,” Sylvie said m a low 
voice, “when it’s Geography day, and when he’s been 
disobe — ” 

"WJiat a fellow you arc to talk, Sylvie*” Bruno hastily 
interposed ‘I>3as oo thiaK the world was matfe for aa to 
talk in?” 

“Why, where would you have me talk, then?” Sylvie 
said, evidently quite ready for an argument 
But Bruno answered resolutely “I’m not going to 
argue about it, ’cause it’s gemng late, and there wo’n’t 
be time— but oo’s as ’ong as ever oo can be*” And he 
rubbed the back of his hand across his eyes, in which 
tears were beginning to glitter. 

Sylvie's eyes filled with tears m a moment “I didn’t 
mean it, Bruno, darling^" she whispered, and the rest of 
the argument was lost “amid the tangles of Nea;ra’s hair,” 
while the two disputants hugged and kissed each other. 

But this new form of argument was brought to a sud- 
den end by a flash of lightning, which was closely fol 
lowed by a peal of thunder, and by a torrent of rain- 
drops, which came hissing and spitting, almost like live 
creatures, through the leaves of the tree that sheltered us 
“Why, It’s raining cats and dogs!” I said 
“And all the dogs has come down first," said Bruno 
“there’s nothing but cals coming down now!” 

In another minute the pattering ceased, as suddenly 
It had begun I stepped out from under the tree, md 
found that the storm svas over, bur I looked in vain, on 
my return, for my tiny companions They had vanished 
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wth the storm, and there was nothing for it but to make 
the best of my way home. 

On the table lay, awaiting my return, an envelope of 
that peculiar yellow tint which always announces a tele- 
gram, and which must be, in the memories of so many 
of us, inseparably linked with some great and sudden 
sorrow — something that has cast a shadow, never In this 
world to be wholly lifted off, on die brightness of Life. 
No doubt it has also heralded — for many of us — some 
sudden news of joy; but this, I think, is less common: 
human life seems, on the whole, to contain more of sor- 
row than of joy. And yet the world goes on. Who knows 
why? 

This time, however, there was no shock of sorrow to be 
faced: in fact, the few words it contained (“Could not 
bring myself to write. Come soon. Always welcome. A 
letter follows this. Arthur.”) seemed so like Arthur him- 
self speaking, that it gave me quite a thriU of pleasure, 
and I at once began the preparations needed for the 
journey. 


Chapter II 
Love’s Curfew 

“Fatfield Junction! Change for Elvestonl” 

What subtle memory could there be, linked to these 
commonplace words, that caused such a flood of happy 
thoughts to fill my brain? I dismounted from the car- 
riage in a state of joyful exatement for which I could not 
at first account. True, I had taken diis i-ery journey, and 
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den shadow seemed to overspread her face, “rve had some 
troubles lately. It’s a matter about which I’ve been long 
wshing to consult you, but I couldn't easily v’ritc about 
it. I’m so glad to have this opportunity!" 

“Do you think,” she began again, after a minute’s 
silence, and tvith a visible embarrassment of manner most 
unusual in her, “that a promise, deliberately and solemnly 
given, is always binding— except, of course, where its ful- 
filment would involve some actual sin?” 

“I ca'n't think of any other exception at this moment,” I 
said. “That branch of casuistry is usually, I believe, treated 
as a question of truth and untruth — " 

“Surely that is the principle?" she eagerly interrupted. 
“I always thought the Bible-tcaching about it consisted of 
such texts as 7 jV not one to another?” 

“I have thought about that point,” I replied; “and it 
seems to me that the essence of lying is the intention of 
deceiving. If you give a promise, fully intending to fulfill 
it, )X)u are certainly acting truthfully Men; and, if you af> 
tersvards break it, that d^s not involve any deception. I 
cannot call it untruthful.” 

Another pause of silence ensued. Lady Muriel’s face 
svas hard to read: she looked pleased, 1 thought, but also 
puzzled; and I felt curious to know whether her question 
had, as I began to suspect, some bearing on the breaking 
off of her engagement with Captain (now Major) 
Lindon. 

“You have relieved me from a great fear," she s.aid ; "but 
the thing is of course tirong, somehow. What texts would 
you quote, to prove it svrong?" 

“Any that enforce the payment of debts. If A promises 
something to B, iJ has a claim upon A. And A't sin, if he 
breaks his promise, seems to me more analogous to srea/- 
ing than to lying” 
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quite demurely, as we entered our carriage, “and yoti 

really think you could have done it quicker?” 

“No indeedl” I replied “1 plead ‘Guilty’ of gross exag- 
geration, and throi/ myself on the mercy of the Court!” 

“The Court will overlook it — for this oncel” Then her 
manner suddenly changed from playfulness to an anxious 
gravity 

“You arc not looking your best!" she said with an 
anxious glance ' In fact, I think you look more of an 
invalid than when you left us 1 very much doubt if 
London agrees with you?” 

“It may be the London air," 1 said, “01 it may be the 
hard tvork — or my rather lonely life * anyhow, I’ve not been 
feeling very well, lately But Elveston tvill soon set me up 
again Arthur’s prescription— he’s my doctor, you know, 
and I heard from him this morning— is ‘plenty of ozone, 
and new milk, and pleasant soctety'l" 

“Pleasant society?” said Lady Muriel, with a pretty 
make believe of considering the question * Well, really 1 
don’t know where we can find that for you I We have so 
few neighbours But new milk we can manage. Do get it 
of my old friend Mrs Hunter, up there, on the hill side. 
You may rely upon the qttaluy And her little Bessie 
comes to school c\ery day, and passes your lodgings So it 
would be very easy to send it ” 

“III follow your advice, with pleasure," I said; "and 
I’ll go and arrange about it to-morrow 1 know Arthur 
Will want a walk " 

“You’ll find It quite an easy walk— under three miles, I 
think.” 

“Well, now that wc’vc settled that point, let me retort 
your own remark upon yourself I don't think you're look- 
ing quae your best’" 

“I daresay not,” she replied in a low voice, and a sud* 
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ing these words, that, although the sound of my foot- 
step had made her lift her head and look at me, she did 
hot at first recognise me. 

’ I raised my hat as I approached, and then there Hashed 
across her face a genuine look of joy, which so exactly 
recalled the sweet face of Sylvie, when last we met in 
Kensington Gardens, that I felt quite bewildered. 

Rather than disturb the poor old man at her side, she 
rose from her seat, and joined me in my svalk up and 
down the platform, and for a minute or two our con- 
versation was as utterly trivial and commonplace as if 
we were merely two casual guests in a London drawing- 
room. Each of us seemed to shrink, just at first, from 
touclung'on the deeper interests which linked our lives 
together. 

The Elveston train had drawn up at the platform, 
while we talked; and, in obedience to the Station-Mas- 
ter’s obsequious hint of “This tvay, my Ladyl Time's 
upl”, sve were making the best of our way towards the 
end which contained the sole first-class carriage, and were 
just passing the now-empty bench, when Lady Muriel 
noticed, lying on it, the purse in which her gift had just 
been so carefully bestowed, the owner of which, all un- 
conscious of his loss, was being helped into a carnage at 
the other end of the train. She pounced on it instantly- 
“Poor old manl” she cried. “He mustn’t go off, and think 
he’s lost it!" 

“Let me run, with it! I can go quicker than youl” I 
said. But she was already half-way do^vn the platform, 
flying (“running” is much too mundane a word for such 
fairy-hke motion) at a pace that left all possible efforts 
of mine hopelessly in the rear. 

She svas back again before I had well completed my 
audacious boast of speed in running, and \va$ saying. 
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at the same hour of the day, six months ago; but many 
things had happened since then, and an old man’s mem- 
ory has but a slender hold on recent events I sought “the 
missing link” in vain Suddenly I caught sight of a bench 
— ^thc only one provided on the cheerless platform — with 
a lady seated on it, and the whole forgotten scene flashed 
upon me as vividly as if it were happening over again. 

“Yes," I thought “This bare platform is, for me, rich 
with the memory of a dear fnendl She was sitting on 
that very bench, and invited me to share it, with some 
quotation from Shakespeare— 1 forget what I'll try the 
Earls plan for the Dramatisation of Life, and fancy that 
figure to be Lady Muriel, and 1 won’t undeceive myself 
too soonl ’ 

So I strolled along the platform, resolutely “making- 
believe" (as children say) that the casual passenger, seated 
on that bench, was the Lady Muriel 1 remembered so 
well She was facing away from me, which aided the 
elaborate cheatery I was practising on myself but, though 
1 was careful, in passing the spot, to look the other ^vay, 
in order to prolong the pleasant illusion, it was inevitable 
that, when I turned to walk back again, I should see who 
It was It was Lady Muriel hersclfl 
The whole scene now returned vividly to my memory, 
and, to make this rcpeuuon of it stranger still, there was 
the same old man, whom I remembered seeing so rough- 
ly ordered off, by the Station Master, to make room for 
his utled passenger The sam^ but “with a difference” 
no longer tottering feebly along the platform, buV ac-^ 
tually seated at Lady Muriels sid^ and in conversauon 
with herl “Yes, put it in your purse,’ she was saying, 
“and remember you’re to spend it all for Mwnte And 
mind you bring her something nice, that 11 do her real 
good! And give her my love! ’ So intent was she on say- 



ing these ^s'ords, that, although the souod of my foot- 
step had made her lift her head and look at she did 
hot at first recognise me. 

I raised my hat as I approached, and then there flashed 
across her face a genuine look of joy, which so exaedy 
recalled the sweet face of Sylsdc, when last wc met in 
Kensington Gardens, that I felt quite bewildered. 

Rather than disturb the poor old man at her side, she 
rose from her scat, and joined me in my walk up and 
down the platform, and for a minute or two our con- 
versation ^vas as utterly trivial and commonplace as if 
u'C w'cre merely two casual guests in a London dram’ng- 
room. Each of us seemed to shrink, just at first, from 
touching on the deeper interests which linked our lives 
together. 

The Elveston train had dra^vn up at the platform, 
while n*e talked; and, in obedience to the Station'Mas- 
ler’s obsequious hint of “This way, my Ladyl Time’s 
up!”, we were making the best of our way towards the 
end which contained the sole fint<lass carriage, and were 
just passing the now-empty bench, when Lady WuricI 
notired, lying on it, the purse in which her gift had just 
been so carefully bestowed, the owner of which, all un- 
conscious of his loss. Was being helped into a carriage at 
the other end of the train. She pounced on it instantly. 
“Poor old manl” she cried. “He mustn’t go off, and think 
he’s lost it!” 

“Let me run with it! I can go quicker than youl” I 
said. But she was already half-way down the platform, 
flying (“running" is much too mundane a word for such 
fiiiry-likc motion) at a pace that left all possible efforts 
of mine hopelessly in the rear- 

Shc was back again before I had wll completed my 
audacious boast of speed in running, and wss saying. 
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quite demurely, as we entered our carnage, “and you 

really think you could have done it quicker?” 

“No indcedl” I replied “I plead ‘Guilty’ of gross exag- 
geration, and throiv myself on the mercy of the Court!” 

‘ The Court will overlook it — for this oncel’ Then her 
manner suddenly changed from playfulness to an anxious 
gravity 

‘You arc not looking your best!” she said with an 
anxious glance “In fact, I think you look more of an 
invalid than when, you left us I very much doubt if 
London agrees with you?” 

It may be the London air,” 1 said, “01 it may be the 
hard work — or my rather lonely life anyhow, I’ve nor been 
feeling very well, lately But Hveston will soon set me up 
again Arthur’s prescription — he’s my doctor, you know, 
and 1 heard from him this morning— is ‘plenty of ozone, 
and new milk, and pleasant soetety > 

“Pleasant society?” said Lady Muriel, with a pretty 
make believe of considering the question “Well, really I 
don’t know sshere wc can find that for you! We have so 
few neighbours But new milk we can manage Do get it 
of my old friend Mrs Hunter, up there, on the hill side 
You may rely upon the (jiiabty And her hitlc Bessie 
comes to school every day, and passes your lodgings So it 
would be very easy to send it ” 

“I’ll follow ^our advice, with pleasure,’ I said, “and 
I’ll go and arrange about it to-morrow I know Arthur 
ivill want a walk ” 

‘ You 11 find It quite an easy walk — under three miles, I 
think ” 

“Well, now that wc’vc settled that point, let me retort 
your own remark upon yourseft' f don't think you're foot- 
ing quite your best!” 

“I daresay not,” she replied »n a low voice, and a sud- 



love’s curfew - 537 

den shadow seemed to overspread her face. “I’ve had some 
troubles lately. It’s a matter about which I’ve been long 
wishing to consult you, but I couldn’t easily write about 
in I’m so glad to have this opportunity!" 

“Do you think,’’ she began again, after a minute’s 
silence, and with a visible embarrassment of manner most 
unusual in her, “that a promise, deliberately and solemnly 
given, is always binding — except, of course, where its ful- 
filment would involve some actual sin7" 

"I ca’n’t think of any other exception at this moment," I 
said. “That branch of casuistry is usually, I believe, treated 
as a quesdon of truth and untruth — ” 

"Surely that is the principle?" she eagerly interrupted. 
“I always thought the Dtblc-icaching about it consisted of 
such te.xts as V»> not ont to another?" 

“I have thought about that point,’’ I replied; “and it 
seems to me that the essence of lying is the intention of 
deceiving. If you give a promise, fully intending to fulfill 
it, you are certainly acting truthfully then; and, if you of* 
tertvards break it, that docs not Involve any deception. I 
cannot call ic ttntrathfttl." 

Another pause of silence ensued. Lady Muriel’s face 
was hard to read: she looked pleased, 1 thought, but also 
puzzled; and I felt curious to know whether her question 
had, as I began to suspect, some bearing on the breaking 
off of her engagement with Captain (now Major) 
Lindon. 

“You have relieved me from a great fear," she s.iid; “but 
the thing is of course tirong, somehow. What texts would 
you quote, to prove it wong?” 

“Any that enforce the payment of debts. If A promises 
something to B, B has a ebim upon A. And A's sin, if he 
breaks his promise, seems to me more analogous to steal- 
ing than to lying” 
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“It’s a new way of looking at it— to me,’’ she said; “but 
It seems 0 true way, also However, I won’t deal in gener 
alities, with an old friend like you! For we arc old friends, 
somehow Do you know, 1 think we began as old 
friends?” she said with a playfulness of tone that ill ac- 
corded'With the tears that glistened in her eyes 
‘ Thank you very much for saying so,” I replied “I 
like to think of you as an old fnend,” (“ — though you 
don’t look itl ’ would have been the almost necessary sc 
quence, with any other lady, but she and I seemed to have 
long passed out of the time when cumpliments, or any 
such trivialities, were possible) 

Here the tram paused at a stauon, where two or three 
passengers entered the carnage, so no more was said till 
we had reached our journey’s end 
On our arrival at Elveston, she readily adopted my sug 
gestion that we should walk up together, so, as soon as 
our luggage had been duly taken charge of— hers by the 
servant who met her at the stauon, and mine by one of 
the porters— we set out together along the familiar lanes, 
now linked in my memory with so many delightful asso 
ciations Lady Muriel at once recommenced the convcroi 
tion at the point where it had been inicrtupted 
“You knew of my engagement to my cousin Eric Did 
you also hear — ’ 

“Yes,” 1 interrupted, anxious to spare her the pain of 
giving any details ‘ I heard it had all come to an cod ’ 

‘ I would like to tell you how it happened,” she said, “as 
that IS the very point I ivant your advice about I had long 
realised that we were not in sympathy in religious belief 
His ideas of Christianity are very shadow 7 , and even as 
to the existence of a God he lives m a sort of dreamland 
But It has not affected his life! I fcel sure, now, that the 
most absolute Atheist may be leadinij, though talking 
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blindfold, -a pure and nt^lc life. And if you knew half the 
good deeds — ” she broke off suddenly, and turned away 
her head. . ‘ ' 

• “I entirely agree with you,” I said. “And have we not 
our Saviour’s own promise that such a life shall surely 
lead to the light?" 

“Yes, I know it,” she said in a broken voice, still keep- 
ing her head turned away. “And so I told him. He said he 
would believe, for my sake, if he could. And he wished, 
for my sake, he could see things as I did. But that is all 
wrong!” she went on passionately. “God cannot approve 
such low motives as that! Still it was not I that broke it 
off. I knew he loved me; and I had promised; and—” 
i “Then it was Ae that broke it off?" 

“He released me unconditionally.” She faced me again 
ROW, having quite recovered her usual calmness of man- 
ner, 

“nien what difficulty remains?” 

"It is this, that I don't believe he did it of his otvn free 
will. Now, supposing he did it against his will, merely to 
satisfy my scruples, would not his claim on me remain 
Just as strong as ever? And would not my promise be as 
binding as ever? My father says ‘no’; but I ca’n’t help 
fearing he is biased by his love for me. And I’ve asked no 
one else. I have many friends — friends for the bright sun- 
ny weather; not friends for the clouds and storms of life; 
not old friends like youl" 

“Let me think a little,” I said: and for some minutes we 
^valkcd on in silence, while, pained to the heart at seeing 
the bitter trial that had come upon this pure and gentle 
sou!, I strove in vain to sec my way through the tangled 
skein of conflicting motives. 

“If she loves him truly,” (I seemed at last to grasp the 
clue to the problem) "is not that, for her the voice of God ? 
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May she not hope that she is sent to htm, even as Ananias 
was sent to Saul in his blindness, that he may receive his 
sight^” Once more I seemed to hear Arthur whispering 
"What \noivest thou, 0 wtfe, whether thou shah save thy 
husband?” and I broke the silence with the words “If you 
still love him truly — ” 

“I do not! ’ she hastily interrupted “At least — not in 
that way I believe I loved him when I promised, but I 
was very young it is hard to know But, whatever the 
feeling was, it is dead now The motive on fits side is 
Love on mine it is — Duty!” 

Again there was a long silence The whole sketn of 
thought tvas tangled worse than ever This time she broke 
the silence ‘ Don’t misunderstand me* ’ she said "When I 
said my heart was not hts, I did not mean it was any one 
else’sl At present I feel bound to htm and, till I know I 
am absolutely free, in the sight of God, to love any other 
than him, I’ll never even of any one else — m that 
way, I mean I would die sooncrl" I had never imagined 
my gentle friend capable of such passionate utterances 
I ventured on no further remark until we had nearly 
arrived at the Hall gate, but, the longer I reflected, the 
clearer U became to me that no call of Duty demanded the 
sacrifice — possibly of the happiness of a life — which she 
seemed ready to make I tried to make this clear to her 
also, adding some warnings on the dangers that surely 
awaited a union in which mutual love was wanting ‘ The 
only argument for it, worth considering,” I said in con- 
clusion, "seems to be his supposed reluctance in releasing 
you from your promise I have tried to give to that argu 
ment Its full weight, and my conclusion is that it docs not 
alTcct the rights of the case, or invalidate the release he 
has given you My belief is that you arc enttrelv free to act 
as now seems right ” 
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"I am very grateful to you,” she said carnesdy. “Believe 
it, please! I can’t put it into proper words!” and the sub- 
ject was dropped by mutual -consent: and I only learned, 
long aftertvards, that our discussion had really scxv’ed to 
dispel the doubts that had harassed her so long. 

We parted at the Hall-gate, and I found Ardiur eagerly 
awaiting my arrival ; and, before we parted for the night, I 
had heard the whole story — how he had put off his jour- 
ney from day to day, feeling that he cotild not go away 
from the place till his fate had been irrevocably settled by 
the wedding taking place: how the preparations for the 
wedding, and the excitement in the neighbourhood, had 
suddenly come to an end, and he had learned (from Ma- 
jor Lindon, who called to wish him good-bye) that the 
engagement had been broken off by mutual consent; how 
he had instantly abandoned all his plans for going abroad, 
and had decid^ to stay on at Elveston, for a year or two 
at any rate, till his newly-atvakened hopes should prove 
true or false; and how, since that memorable day, he had 
avoided all meetings with Lady Muriel, fearing to betray 
his feelings before he had had any sulBdeni evidence as to 
how she regarded him. “But it is nearly six weeks since 
all that happened,” he said in conclusion, “and wc can 
meet in the ordinary 'vay, now, with no need for anj 
painful allusions. I w\iuld have %vriiien to tell you all this: 
only I kept hoping from day to day that— that there 
would be more to tclll" 

“And how should there be more, you foolish fellow," J 
fondly urged, “if you never even go near her? Do you ex 
peer the offer to come from Acr?” 

Arthur a^'as betrayed into a smile. “No," be said. “I 
hardly expect that. But I'm a desperate coward. There’s 
no doubt about hi” 
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"And ulnt reJtonr luvc )oti licjrd of for breaking off 
iIjc cngigcmcnt?" 

"A gootl imn),’’ AnUm replied, am! proceeded to 
count them on lii$ fingen. ii war found tint >hc 
\\M d)ingof~somcthing;>o Aebfol e It off Tljcn It >va* 
found that Ac >%a$ d>mg of— lomc other thing; so /Ac 
broke ji olT. Tlicn tlic Major turned out to be n confirmed 
gamester , so the liar! btoWc it olT llicn the Carl tnsuUcd 
him; so the ^fa|or lirol e it off. It got a good deal broken 
off, all things conjidcrcdl** 

‘‘You hate all this on the scry I>csi authority, of 
course?" 

"OK, ccrtainl)! And communicated m the strictest con- 
fidence! Whatcscf defects Dvcsion socirt) suffers from, 
ft ant of information isn’t one of them!" 

"Nor rattetncf, either, tt seems But, seriously, do )0U 
knots the real reason^" 

“No, I’m quite in the dark *’ 

I did not feel that I had any right to enlighten him; so 1 
changed the suhjeetl to the less engrossing one of "new 
milk," and uc agreed that 1 should ualk oscr, next day, 
to Hunter’s farm, Arthur undertaking to set me part of 
the s\ay, after svhich he had to return to keep a business- 
engagement. 


Chapter III 
Streaks of Dawn 

Next day proved warm and sunny, and we started early, 
to enjoy the luxury of a good long chat before he svould 
be obliged to leave me. 
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“This neighbourhood has more than its due propor- 
tion of the very poor,” I remarked, as we passed a group 
of hovels, too dilapidated to deserve the name of “cot- 
tages.” 

“But the few rich,” Arthur replied, “give more than 
their due proportion of help in charity. So the balance is 
kept.” 

“I suppose the 'Earl does a good deal,?” 

“He gjVer liberally; but he has not the health or strength 
to do more. Lady Muriel does more in the way of school- 
teaching and cottage-visiting than she would like me to 
reveal.” 

“Then ihe, at least, is not one of the ‘idle mouths’ one 
so often meets with among the upper classes. I have some* 
times thought they would have a hard time of It, if sud- 
denly called on to give their raifon d'etre, and to show 
cause why they should be allowed to live any longer!” 

“The whole subject,” said Arthur, “of what we may 
call ‘idle mouths' (1 mean persons who absorb some of 
the material wealth of a community— ’in the form of food, 
clothes, afnd so on— svithout contributing its equivalent in 
the form of productive labour) is a complicated one, no 
doubt. I’ve tried to think It out. And it seemed to me that 
the simplest form of the problem, to start svath, is a com- 
munity without money, who buy and sell by barter only; 
and it makes it yet simpler to suppose the food and other 
things to be capable of \eepin% for many years without 
spoiling.” 

“Yours is an excellent pbn,” I said. “What is )'Our solu- 
tion of the problem?” 

“The commonest type of ‘idle mouths,’ ” said Arthur, 
“is no doubt due to money being left by parents to ihetr 
own children. So I imagined a man — ciiher e-xccpuenally 
cles-cr, or exceptionally strong and industrious — who had 
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contributed so much valuable labour to the needs of the 
community that its equivalent, in clothes, ^\as (say) 
five times 'IS much as he needed for himself We cannot 
deny his absolute right to give the superfluous wealth as 
he chooses So, if he Ica% cs four children behind him (say 
two sons and two daughters), with enough of all the 
necessaries of life to last them a life tim^ I cannot sec that 
the comrntimiy is in any way wronged if they choose to 
do nothing m life hut to ‘cat, drink, and be merry ’ Most 
certainly, the community could not fairly say, in refer- 
ence to them, 'tf a man will not wor\, neither let him eat * 
Their reply would be crushing ‘The labour has already 
been done, which is a fair equivalent for the food we arc 
eating, and you have had the benefit of it On what pun 
ciple of justice can )ou demand two quotas of work for 
one quota of food^’ ” 

‘ Yet surely,” I said, “there is something wrong some- 
where, if these four people are well able to do useful work, 
and if that work, is actually needed by the community, 
and they elect to sit idle^’ 

‘ I think there ts,' said Arthur ‘ but it seems to me to 
arise from a Law of God — that every one shall do as 
much as he can to help others — ^and not from any rights, 
on the part of the community, to exact labour as an equiv- 
alent for food that has already been fairly earned ” 

‘ I suppose the second form of the problem is where the 
‘idle mouths’ possess money mstead of material wealth?” 

‘Yes, replied Arthur “and I think the simplest case is 
that of paper money Cold is itself a form of material 
wealth, but a bank note is merely a promise to hand over 
so much material wealth when called upon to do so The 
feeder of ciicse foor ‘nJfe moocfis,’ had cfanc (I'ct us say) 
five thousand pounds’ \vorth of useful work for the com- 
munity In return for this, the community had given him 
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“My gcncnl conclusion/’ Arthur coniinuccl, “from the 
mere stand|x>int of liuman nghts^ min against man, vsas 
this— that if some wealthy ‘idle mouth/ who his come by 
his money m a lawful wiy, even though nor one atom of 
the labour it represents has been his own doing, chooses 
to spend It on his own needs, without contributing any 
labour to the community from whom he buys his food 
and clothes, that community has no ri^ht to interfere 
with him But it's quite another thing, when we come to 
consider the dttinc law Measured by that standard, such 
a man is undoubtedly doing wrong, if he fails to use, for 
the good of those m need, the strength or the shill, that 
God has given him That strength and skill do not belong 
to the community, to be paid to them as a debt they do 
not belong to the man himself, to be used for his own en- 
joyment they do belong to God, to be used according to 
Hts will, and we arc not left m doubt as to what this will 
IS *Do good, and lend, hoping for nothing again ' ” 
Anyhow/’ I said, “an ‘idle mouth’ very often gives 
away a great deal m charity ” 

‘ In so-called ‘chanty/ " he corrected me “Excuse me if 
I seem to speak uncharitably I would not dream of ap- 
plying the term to any individual But I would say, gen- 
erally, that a man who gratifies every fancy that occurs to 
him — denying himself in nothing — and merely gives to 
the poor some part, or even all, of his super floiif wealth, is 
only deceiving himself if he calk it charity ” 

‘ But, even in giving away superfluous wealth he may 
be denying himself the miser’s pleasure in hoarding?” 

‘ I grant you that, gladlv/ said Arthur ‘ Given that he 
has that morbid craving, he is doing a good deed m re 
RtraiDiDg it ” 

‘ But, even in spending on htmself^ I persisted, “our 
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typical rich man often docs good, by employing people 
who >\-ould otherwise be out of wrk: and that is oftM 
better than pauperising them by giinng the money.” 

“I’m glad you’ve said ihat!” said Arthur. “I ^s-ould not 
like to quit the subject without ceposing the two fallacies 
of that statement — which have gone so long uncontra- 
dicted that Society now accepts It as an xtiom!” 

“What are they?” I said. “I don’t even see one, m}'sclf.’* 
"One is merely the fallacy of ambiguity — the assump- 
tion that 'doing good' (that is, benefiting somebody) is 
necessarily a good thing to do (that ts, a right thing). The 
other is the assumption that, if one of ttvo specified acts 
is better than another, it is necessarily a good act In itself. 

I should like to call this the fallacy of coropimVoB— mean- 
ing that it assumes that what is comparatively good is 
therefore positively good." 

"Then what is your test of a good act?” 

“That it shall be our best," Arthur confidently replied. 
“And even then 'we are unprofitable servants' But let me 
illustrate the tno fallacies. Nothing illustrates a fallacy so 
well as an extreme case, which fairly comes under it. 
Suppose I find two children drosvning in a pond. I rush 
in, and save one of the children, and then walk away, 
leaving the other to drown. Clearly 1 have 'done good,’ in 
saving a child’s life? But — . Again, supposing I meet an 
inoffensive stranger, and knock him down, and walk on. 
Clearly that is 'better’ than if I had proceeded to jump 
upon him and break his ribs? But — ^ 

“Those ‘buts’ are quite unanswerable,” I said. "But I 
should like an Instance from real life.” 

“Well, let us take one of those abominations of modem 
Society, a Charity-Bazaar. It’s an interesting question to 
think our — boss' much of the money, that reaches the ob- 
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ject in view, is genuine charity, and whether even that is 
spent in the best way But the subject needs regular classi- 
fication, and analysis, to understand it properly ’ 

‘ I should be glad to have it analysed,’ I said “it has 
often puzzled me ’ 

Well, if I am really not horing you Let us suppose our 
Cnarity Btzaar to have been organised to aid the funds 
of some Hospital and that A, B, C give their services in 
making articles to sell, and m acting as salesmen, while 
X, Y, Z buy the articles, and the money so paid socs to 
the Hospital 

■ There are two distinct species of such Bazaars one, 
where the payment exacted is merely the market value of 
the goods supplied, that is, exactly what you would have 
to pay at a shop the other, where fancy prices are asked 
We must take these separately 

First, the ‘market value case Here A, B, C are exaedy 
in the same posiuon as ordinary shopkeepers, the only 
difference being that they give the proceeds to the Hospi 
tal Practically, they are giving their skilled labour for the 
benefit of the Hospital This seems to me to be genuine 
Parity And 1 don't sec how they could use it better But 
X, Y, Z, are exactly in the same position as any ordinary 
purchasers of goods To talk of ‘chant/ m connection 
with their share of the business, is sheer nonsense Yet 
they are very likely to do so 


Secondly, the case of fancy prices ' Here I think the 
simplest plan is to divide the payment into two parts, the 
market value and the excess over that The ‘market 

value part IS on the same footing asm the first case the 

excess is all wc have to consider Well, A, B, C do not 
Mm It, so 'se may put them out of the question it is a 
gijt, from X, Y, Z, to the Hospiul And my opinion is that 
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it is not given in the best way; far better buy what they 
choose to buy, and give what they choose to give, as twTj 
separate transactions: then there is some chance that their 
motive in giving may be real charity, instead of a mLved 
motive — half charity, half self-pleasing. ‘The trail of the 
serpent is over it all.’ And therefore it is that I hold all 
such spurious ‘Charities* in utter abomination T He end- 
ed with unusual energy', and savagely beheaded, with his 
stick, a tall ihisde at the road-side, behind which I was 
startled to see Sylvie and Bruno standing. I caught at his 
arm, but too late to stop him. Whether the stick reached 
them, or not, I could not feel sure; at any rate they took 
not the smallest notice of it, but smiled gaily, and nodded 
to me; and I saw at once that they were only \isiblc to me; 
the “eerie” influence had not reached to Arthur. 

“\Vhy did you try to save it?” he said. “That’s not the 
wheedling Scactary of a Charity-Bazaar! I only svish it 
were!” he added grimly. 

“Does 00 knou', that stick went right £roo my hcadl" 
said Bruno. (They had run round to me by this time, and 
each had secured a hand.) “Just under my chinl I are gbd 
I aren’t a thisde!” 

“Well, we’ve threshed that subject out, anyhow!” Ar- 
thur resumed. “I’m afraid Vve been talking too much, for 
your patience and for ray strength. 1 must be turning 
soon. This is about the end of my tether.” 

"Tahe, O boatman, thrice thy fee; 

Tal^e, I ptv it wilUn^y; 

For, invisible to thee. 

Spirits twain have crossed with mel” 


I quoted, involuntarily. 
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“For utterly inappropriate and irrelevant quotations,** 
laughed Arthur, “)ou arc ‘ckallcd by few, and excelled by 
nonc’l” And we strolled on 
As we passed the head of the lane that led down to the 
beach, I noticed a single figure, moving slowly along it, 
seawards She was a good way off, and had her back to 
us but It was Lady Muriel, unmistakably Knowing that 
Arthur had not seen her, as he had been looking, m the 
other direction, at a gathering ram<loud, I made no re- 
mark, but tried to think of «)me plausible pretext for 
sending him back by the sea 
The opportunity instantly presented itself “I m getting 
ured,” he said "I don’t think it would be prudent to go 
further 1 had better turn here *’ 

1 turned with him, for a few steps, and as we again ap- 
proached the head of the lane, I said, as carelessly as I 
could, ‘ Don’t go back by the road It’s too hot and dusty 
Down this lane, and along the beach, is nearly as short, and 
you’ll get a breeze off the sea ’’ 

“Yes, I think I will,” Arthur began , but at that moment 
We came into sight of Lady Muriel, and he checked him 
self ‘ No, It’s too far round Yet it certainly would b* 
cooler — ” He stood, hesitating, looking first one way and 
then the other — a melancholy picture of utter infirmity o£ 
purpose! 

How long this humiliating scene would have contin- 
ued, if I had been the only cxteroal influence, it is impos 
sible to say, for at this moment Sylvie, with a swift deci 
Sion worthy of Napoleon himself, took the matter into 
her own hands ‘ You go and drive /ler, up this way,” she 
said to Bruno ‘Til get Aim alongl’ And she took hold of 
the stick that Arthur was carrying, and gendy pulled him 
down the lane 

He was totally unconsaous that any will but his own 
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was acting on the stick, an3 appeared to think it had 
taken a horizontal position simply because he was point- 
ing with it. “Are not those orchises under the hedge 
there?" he said. "I think that decides me. I’ll gather some 
as I go along.” 

Meanwhile Bruno had run on behind Lady Muriel, 
and, with much jumping about and shouting (shouts 
audible to no one but Sylvie and myself), much as if he 
were driving sheep, he managed to turn her round and 
make her svalk, with eyes demurely cast upon the 
ground, in our direction. 

The victory was ours! And, since it was evident that the 
lovers, thus urged together, must meet in another minute, 

I turned and walked on, hoping that Sylvie and Bruno 
would follow my example, as I felt sure that the fewer 
the spectators the better it would be for Arthur and his 
good angel. 

“And what sort of meeting was it?” I wondered, as I 
paced dreamily on. 


CHAPxra IV 
The Dog-King 

“Thet shooked hands,” said Bruno, who w’as trotting 
at my side, in answer to the unspoken question. 

“And they looked et/cr so plcascdl” Sylvie added from 
the other side. 

“Well, we must get on, now, as quick as we can,” I 
said. “If only 1 knew the best tvay to Hunter’s farm!” 
“They’ll be sure to know in this cottage,” said Sylvie. 
“Yes, I suppose {he}' will. Bniao, would you sun in 
and ask?” 
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Sylvie stopped him, laughingly, as he ran off “Wait a 
minute,” she said. “I must make you visible first, you 
know.” 

“And audible too, I suppose^” I said, as she took the 
jewel, that hung round her neck, and waved it over his 
head, and touched his eyes and lips with it 
“Yes,” said Sylvie “and once, do you know, I made 
him audible, and forgot to make him visible^ And he 
went to buy some sweeties m a shop And the man was so 
frightened* A voice seemed to come out of the air, ‘Please, 
I want two ounces of barley sugar drops*’ And a shilling 
came bang down upon the counterl And the man said ‘I 
ca’n’t see you*’ And Bruno said ‘It doesn’t sinmfy seeing 
me, so long as oo can see the shilling!' But the man said 
he never sold barley sugar drops to people he couldn’t 
see So we had to— Now. Bruno, you’re ready!” And away 
he trotted 

Sylvie spent the time, while we were waiting for him, 
in making herself visible also “It's rather awk%vard, >ou 
know,” she explained to me, “when wc meet people, and 
they can see one of us, and ca’n’t see ihc other!’ 

In a minute or two Bruno returned, looking rather dis 
consolate “He’d got friends with him, and he were 
cross*” he said “He asked me who I were And I savtl 
‘I’m Bruno who is these peoples’’ And he said ‘One’s my 
half brother, and t’othcr’s my half sister and I don’t 
want no more companyl Go along with ycrl’ And I said 
'I ca’n’t go nlong wizoiit mine self!’ And I said ‘Oo 
shouldn’t have bits of peoples lying about like thatl It’s 
welly untidyl’ And he said *Oh, don’t talk to me!' And he 
pushted me outside! And he shutted the doorl" 

“And you never asked where Hunter’s farm was?" 
quened Sylvie 
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“Hadn’t room for any questions,” said Bruno. “.The 
room were so crowded.” 

“Three people couldn't crowd a room,” said Sylvie. 

“They did, though,” Bruno persisted. “He crowded it 
most. He’s such a welly thie\ man — so as 00 couldn’t 
knock him down.” 

I failed to see the drift of Bruno's argument. “Surely 
anybody could be knocked down,” I said: “thick or thin 
wouldn’t matter.” 

“Oo couldn’t knock him doum,” said Bruno. “He’s 
more wide than he's high; so, when he’s lying down, he’s 
more higher than when he's standing: so a-course 00 
couldn't knock him doianP' 

“Here’s another cottage," I said; " 77 / ask the way, this 
time." 

There sN’as no need to go in, this time, as the woman 
was sunding in the door\s’ay, with a baby in her arms, 
talking to a respectably dressed man— a farmer, as I 
guessed— who seemed to be on his way to the town. 

“—and when there’s drin\ to be had,” he was saying, 
“he’s just the worst o’ the lot, is your WlUe. So they tell 
me. He gets fairly mad wi’ it!" 

‘Td have given ’em the lie to their faces, a twelvemonth 
backl" the woman said in a broken voice. “But a’ canna 
noo! A’ canna noo!” She checked herself on catching 
sight of us, and hastily retreated into the house, shutting 
the door after her. 

‘Terhaps you can tell me where Hunter’s farm is?” I 
said to the man, as he turned away from the house. 

“I can that. Sir!” he replied with a smile. “I’m John 
Hunter hissel, at your sarvice. It’s nobbut half a mile fur- 
ther — the only house in sight, when you get round bend 
o’ the road yonder. You’ll find my good woman within, if 
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SO be you’ve business wi’ her. Or mebbe I’ll do ns ■well?” 

“Thanks,” I said “I want to order some milk. Perhaps 
I had better arrange it with your wife?” 

“Aye,” said the man. "She minds all that Good day 
t’ye, Master — and to your bonnie childcr, as well!” And 
he trudged on 

“He should have said 'childl not 'childer'" said Bruno. 
“Sylvie’s not a childerl" 

“He meant both of us,” said Sylvie. 

“No, he didn’t!” Bruno persisted “ ’cause he said ‘bon- 
nie’, DO know!” 

‘ Well, at any rate he loo\ed at us both,” Sylvie main- 
tained 

“Well, then he must have seen we’re not both bonme^ * 
Bruno retorted “A-cowr/e I’m much uglier than ool 
Didn’t he mean Sylete, Mister Sir^” he shouted over his 
shoulder, as he ran ofT 

I But thete was no use in replying, as he had already 
vanished round the bend of the road When we overtook 
him he was climbing a gate, and was gazing earnestly 
into the field, where a horse, a cow, and a kid ^vcre brows- 
ing amicably together “For its father, a Horse," he mur- 
mured to himself. “For us mother, a Coitf For their dear 
little child, a little Goat, is the most cunousest thing I ever 
seen in my world!” 

“Bruno’s Wotldl" I pondered "Yes, I suppose every 
child has a world of his own — ^and every man, too, for the 
matter of that 1 wonder if that's the cause for all the mis- 
understanding there is in Lifc^" 

“That must be Hunter’s farm!” said Sylvie, pointing to 
a house on the brow of the hill, led up to by a cart>road. 
“There’s no other farm tn sight, this tvay; and you said we 
must be nearly there by this time" 



55<> SYLVIE AND BRUNO CONCLUDED 
And Nero, who had now begun gamboling round us 
again, said "Boshl" several times, and I found that Syl- 
vie’s description of the sound was perfectly accurate 
“I wonder what’s behind this long wall?” I said, as 
we walked on 

“It’s the Orchard^' Sylvie replied, after a consultation 
with Nero ‘ See, there’s a boy getting down off the wall, 
at that far corner And now he’s running away across the 
field I do believe he’s been stealing the apples! ’ 

Bruno set off after him, but returned to us in a few 
rnoments, as he had evidently no chance of overtaking the 
young rascal 

“I couldn’t catch him’ ’ he said *‘I wiss I’d started a 
little sooner His pockets was full of apples! 

The Dog King looked up at Sylvie, and said something 
in Doggee 

“Why, of course you can!” Sylvie exclaimed “How 
stupid not to think of it! Nero’ll hold him for us, Bruno’ 
But rd better make him invisible, first ” And she hastily 
got out the Magic Jewel, and began waving it over Nero’s 
head, and down along his back 
“That 11 do!” cried Bruno, impatiently “After him, 
good Doggie! ’ 

‘ Oh, Bruno! Sylvie exclaimed reproachfully “You 
shouldn’t have sene him off so quickl I hadn’t done the 
tail! ’ 

Meanwhile Nero was coursing like a grey hound down 
the field so at least I concluded from all I could see of 
him — the long feathery tail, which floated like a meteor 
through the air — and in a very few seconds he had come 
up with the ^irfie 6iiet 

‘ He s got him safe, by one foot’ cried Sylvie, who was 
eagerly watching the chase ‘ Now there’s no hurry, 
Bruno!” 
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So wc walked, quite Idsurely, down the field, to when 
the frightened lad stood. A more curious sight I had scl 
dom seen, in all my “ceric" experiences. Every bit of hirr 
was in violent action, cxcqjt the left foot, which was ap- 
parently glued to the ground— there being nothing visibly 
holding it: while, at some Iitdc distance, the long feathery 
tail ^vas \wiving gracefully from side to side, showing that 
Nero, at least, regarded the whole affair as nothing but a 
magnificent game of play. 

“What’s the matter tvith you?” I said, as gravely as I 
could. 

"Got the crahmp in me ahnklcl” the thief groaned in 
reply. “An’ me fut’s gone to sleep!” And he began to 
blubber aloud. 

“Now, look here!” Bruno said in a commanding tone, 
getting in front of him. “Oo’ve got to give up those ap- 
ples!” 

. The lad glanced at me, but didn’t seem to reckon tny 
interference as wonh anything. Then he glanced at Syl- 
vie: clearly didn’t count for very much, cither. Then 

he took courage. “Ii’ll take a better man than any of yer 
to get ’eml" he retorted defiantly. 

Sylvie stooped and patted the invisible Nero. “A little 
tighter!” she whispered. And a sharp yell from the ragged 
boy showed how promptly ihc Dog-King had taken the 
hint. 

“What’s the matter now?" I said. “Is your ankle 
worse?” 

“And it'll get worse, and worse, and s\-orsc,” Bruno 
solemnly assured him, “till oo gives up those apples!” 

Apparently the thief was convinced of this at last, and 
he sulkily began emptying his pockets of the apples. The 
chiWrcn uafched irom a JirtJe distance, Bruno dancing 
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With delight at every fresh veil extracted from Nero’s ter- 
rified prisoner. ‘ 

“That’s all,’’ the boy said at last 
“It isn’t all!" cried Bruno “llicrc’s three more in that 
pockcil” 

Another hint from Sylvie to the Dog-King— another 
sharp yell from the thief, now convicted of lying also— 
and the remaining three apples were surrendered 
“Let him go, please,” Sylvie said in Doggee, and the 
lad limped away at a great pace, stooping now and then 
to rub the ailmg ankle, m fear, seemingly, that the 
"crahmp" might attack it again 
Bruno ran back, with his booty, to die orchard wall, and 
pitched the apples over it one by one 'Ts welly afraid 
some of them’s gone under the wrong trees!” he panted, 
on overtaking us again 

“The itrong ireesl’ laughed Sylvie "Trees ca’n’t do 
wrong! There’s no such things as lurong ireesr’ 

“Then there’s no such things as right trees, neither!” 
cned Bruno And Sylvie gave up the point 
“Wait a minute, please!” she said to me "I must make 
Nero visible, you know!” 

“No, please don’t!” cried Bruno, who had by this time 
mounted on the Royal back, and was twisting the Royal 
hair into a bridle “It’ll be such fun to have him like this!” 

“Well, It does look funny,” Sylvie admitted, and led the 
way to the farm house, where the farmer’s wife stood, 
cvidendy much perplexed at the weird procession now 
approaching her "It’s summat gone wrong wi' my spec- 
tacles, I doubt!" she murmured, as she took them off, and 
began diligently rubbing them with a corner of her apron 
Meanwhile Sylvie had hastily pulled Bruno down from 
his steed, and had just time to make His Majesty wholly 
visible before the spectacles ivcrc resumed 
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All was natural, now; but the good wTiman still looked 
a little uneasy about it. “My eyesight’s getting bad,” she 
said, “but I see you now, my dariingsl You’ll give me a 
kiss, wo’n’t you?” 

Bruno got behind me, in a moment: however Sylvie • 
put up her face, to be kissed, os representative of both^ 
and we all went in together. 


Chapter V 
Matilda Jane 

“Come to me, my htde gcmlcman,” said our hostess, lift- 
ing Bruno into her lap, "and tell me everything." 

“I ca’n’i^’' said Bruno. “There wouldn’t be time. Besides, 
I don’t Xpow ever^’thing.” 

The good woman looked a little puzzled, and turned to 
Sylvie for help. “Docs he like riding?'' she asked. 

‘Yes, I think, so,” Sylrie gaitly replied. “He’s just had 
a ride on Nero.” 

“Ah, Nero’s a grand dog, isn’t he? Were you ever out- 
side a horse, my little man?” 

“Altvaysr Bruno said with great decision. “Ncs’er was 
inside one. Was 00?” 

Here I thought it well to interpose, and to mention the 
business on which we had come, and so relieved her, for a 
few minutes, from Bruno’s perplexing questions. 

“And those dear children svill like a bit of cake. I’ll war- 
rant!” said the farmer's hospitable wife, when the busi- 
ness n-as concluded, as she opened her cupboard, and 
brought out a cake. "And don't you waste the crust, little 
gcntlemani” she added, as she handed a good slice of it to 
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lUtino “YouVnovv wlut ihc pf)ctry UkA jj)» jWmimnA* 
fill uattc?** 

"No, I taitl IJfuno "Wljat lie ujr atwut if?** 

*TeU )um. Ami tiic nv>'hcf tW'n, 

pruuiil) and In\inpI).on a rot) little maiden, ulio had 
|uti crept jh>l) into the njom. and wai leaning a/imtt 
hef I mx. "\Vhai'» that your jn>ctry Inok ujj alKiut wjh 
fill uaiie’*' 

'for tnlfiit uj/te ntal(^f nw}u} itjnt^ Ilcaitc rccitetl, 
III an almost iinudih’c "ami ^ou f»M> ht e to say 

'How ruich I n tth t hjJ the eru/t that then / threw 
4« J> " 

"Now trj if )-o/i can sj) it, m) dear! I'or uilliit-^" 

"Tor «r/ 7 ///—iumfinoru%‘\cf— " Hruno Ivepan, rendily 
enough; and tlicn there came a dead pauic "Ci’n’t fc 
member no morel" 

‘'Well, what do you learn from it, then^ Yon can tell 
111 that, at any rate’" 

Hruno ate i little more cake, and consulcretl hut the 
monl did not seem to him to l>c a >cry obviou* one. 
‘‘Always to — " SyKic prompted him m a whisper. 
“Alwnys to—’’ llruno softly repeated and then, with 
sudden inspiration, "always to look where it goes to!" 
‘’Where tihat goes to. dirlmg’" 

“Why the erust, a course! ’ said Ilruno "Tlicn, if I lived 
to say 'How mtteh I u tsr I had the ernst^ (and all that), 
Vd know where 1 ficvv u toP 
*11118 new interpretiljon quite puzzled the good woman 
She returned to the subject of “licssie” “Wouldn’t you 
like to see Bessie's doll, my denrs! Bessie, take the little 
lady and gentleman to sec Matilda )ancl'’ 

Bessie’s shyness thawed away in a moment. “Matilda 
Jane has just woke up,*’ she stated, confidentially, to Syl- 
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vie. “Wo’n’t you help me on wth her frock.? Them 
strings is such a bother to tie!” 

“I can tie strings" we heard, in Sylvie’s gentle voice, as 
the two little girls left the room together. Bruno ignored 
the whole proceeding, and strolled to the window, quite 
with the air of a fashionable gentleman. Little girls, and 
'dolls, w’erc not at all in his liney 

And forthAvith the fond mother proceeded to tell me (as 
what mother is not ready to do?) of all Bessie’s virtues 
(and vices too, for the rruttcr of that) and of the many 
fearfril maladies xs’hich, notuithstanding those ruddy 
checks and that plump litdc figure, had nearly, time and 
again, swept her from the face of the earth. 

When the full stream of loving memories had nearly 
run itself out, I began to question her about the working 
men of that neighbourho^, and specially the “Willie^” 
whom we had heard of at his cottage. “He was a good 
fellow once," said my kind hostess: “but it’s the drink has 
ruined him! Not that I'd rob them of the drink—h’s good 
for the most of them— but there’s some as is too tveak to 
stand agin* temptations: it’s a thousand pities, for them, os 
they ever built the Golden Uon at the corner thcrel” 
“The Golden Lion?” I repeated. 

“It’s the new Pubhe,” my hostess explained. "And it 
stands right in the svay, and handy for the workmen, as 
they come back from the brickfields, as it might be to-day, 
with their week’s wages. A deal of money gets wasted 
that way. And some of ’em gets drunk.” 

“If only they could have it in their own houses — ’’ I 
mused, hardly knowing I had said the words out loud. 

“That’s it!” she eagerly exclaimed. It svas evidently a 
solution, of the problem, that she had already thought out 
“If only you could manage, so’s each man to have his own 
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liiilc barrel m his own house — ihcrc’d hardly be a drunk- 
en man m the length and breadth of the landl" 

And then 1 told her the old story— about a certain cot- 
tager who bought himself a little barrel of beer, and m- 
sullcd hisjyifc as barkeeper and how, every time he 
wanted his mug of beer, he regularly paid her over the 
counter for it and how she never would let him go on 
•‘tick," and was a perfectly inncxiblc barkeeper in netcr 
letting him hate more than his proper allowance and 
how, every time the barrel needed refilling, she had 
plenty to do it with, and something over for her money- 
box and how, at the end of the year, he not only found 
himself m first rate health and spirits, with that unde- 
finable but quite unmistakcable air which always distin- 
guishes the sober man from the one who takes "a drop 
too much,” but had quite a box full of money, all saved 
out of his own pence! 

‘ If only they’d all do like ihatl” said the good woman, 
wiping her eyes, which were overflowing with kindly 
sympathy “Dnnk hadn’t need to be the curse it is to 
some—” 

“Only a curse, I said, “when it is used wrongly Any 
of God s gifts may be turned into a curse, unless we use it 
wisely But we must be getting home. Would you call the 
little girls? Matilda Jane has seen enough of company, 
for one day, I’m surd 

“1 11 find ’em in a minute,” said my hostess, as she rose 
to leave the room ‘ Maybe that young gendeman saw 
which way they went?* 

‘ Where are they, Bruno?’ I said 

^ They ain^ m the ficfd',''’was Bruno’s rather evasive re- 
ply, “ ’cause there’s nothmg but pigs there, and Sylvie isn’t 
a pig Now don t impcmipt me any more, ’cause I m tell 
ing a story to this fly , and it won’t attendl ’ 
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momentary cfTori After a \cry few notes, Bessie toned 
down, and sang on m a small but very sweet voice. At 
first her great black eyes were fixed on her mother, but 
soon her gaze wandered upwards, among the apples, and 
she secm^ to ha%e quite forgotten that she had any other 
audience than her Baby, and her Head-Nurse, who once 
or twice supplied, almost inaudibly, the right note, when 
the singer was getting a hide “flat,” 

"Matilda Jane, you never loo^ 

At any toy or picture boo\ 

I show you pretty things in vain—‘ 

You must be blind, Matilda Janet 

"I as\ you riddles, tell you tales. 

Bus all oiir conversation Jails 
You never answer me again^ 

1 fear you’re dumb, Matilda Janet 

"Matilda, darling, when I call. 

You never seem to heat at all 
I shout with all my might and mam — 

But you're so deaf, Matilda Janet 

"Matilda Jane, you needn’t mind’ 

For, though you’re deaf, and dumb, and blind, 

There's some one loves you, tt is plain — 

And that is me, Matilda Janet ' 

She sang three of the verses m a rather perfunctory 
style, but the last stanza evidently excited the little maid- 
en Her voice rose, ever clearer and louder, she had a rapt 
look on her face, as i£ suddenly inspired, and, as she sang 
the last few words, she clasped to her heart the inatten- 
tive Maulda Jane 

“Kiss It now!” prompted the Head-Nurse And m a 
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moment the simpering meaningless face of the Baby ms 
covered with a shomr of passionate kisses. 

“What a bonny songl” cried the Farmer’s wife, “Who 
made the words, dearie?” 

“I — I think rU look for Bruno,” Sylvie said demurely, 
and left us hastily. The curious child seemed always afraid 
of being praised, or even noticed. 

“Sylvie planned the words,” Bessie informed us, proud 
of her superior information; “and Bruno planned the 
music — and I sang itl” (this last circumstance, by the way, 
we did not need to be told). 

So we followed Sylvie, and all entered the parlour to- 
gether, Bruno was still standing at the svindow, with his 
elbows on the sill. He had, apparendy, finished the story 
that he was telling to the fly, and had found a new occu- 
pation. “Don’t imperruptl” he said as we came in. “I’m 
counting the Pigs in the field!” 

“How many arc there?" I enquired. 

"About a thousand and four," said Bruno. 

“You mean ‘about a thousand,* ” Sylvie corrected him. 
“There’s no good saying 'and four'', you ca'n’t be sure 
about the four!” 

“And you’re as ^vrong as ever!" Bruno exclaimed tri- 
umphandy. "It’s just the jour I can be sure about; ’cause 
they’re here, grubbling under the windowl It’s the thou- 
sand I isn’t pruflickly sure about!” 

“But some of them have gone into the sty,” Sylvie said, 
leaning over him to look out of the window. 

“Yes,” said Bruno; “but they went so slowly and so 
fcwly, I didn’t care to count themr 

“We must be going, children,” I said. “Wish Bessie 
good-bye.” Sylvie flung her arms round the litde maiden's 
neck, and kissed her: but Bruno stood aloof, looking un- 
usually shy. (“I never kiss nobody but Sylvie!" he ex- 
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plained to me afterwards ) The farmer’s wife showed us 
out and we ^vcrc soon on our way back to Elveston 
"And that’s the new public-house that uc were talking 
about, I suppose?" I said, as we came in sight of a long 
low building, with the words “The Golden Lion” over 
the door 

"Yes, that’s It,” said Sylvie. "I wonder if her Willie’s 
mstdc? Run in, Bruno, and see if he’s there ** 

I interposed, feeling that Bruno was, in a sort of way, in 
my care “That’s not a place to send a child into” For 
already the revelers were getting noisy and a wild dis- 
cord of singing, shouting, and meaningless laughter came 
to us through the open windows 
"They wo’ n’t see him, you know," Sylvie explained 
"Wait a minute, Bruno!" She clasped the jewel, that al- 
ways hung round her neck, between the palms of her 
hands, and muttered a fe\v words to herself What they 
were I could not at all make out, but some mysterious 
change seemed instantly to pass over us My feet seemed 
to me no longer to press the ground/ and the dream like 
feeling came upon me, that 1 was suddenly endowed with 
the power of floating in the air 1 could still just see the 
children but their forms were shadotvy and unsubstan 
ual, and their voices sounded as if they came from some 
distant place and time, they were so unreal However, I 
offered no further opposition to Bruno’s going into the 
house He was back again m a few moments “No, he 
isn’t come yet,” he said “They’re talking about him in- 
side, and saying how drunk he ^vas last week ’ 

While he was speaking, one of the men lounged out 
through the door, a pipe in one hand and a mug of beer 
in the other, and crossed to where we were standing, so 
as to get a better view along the road Two or three others 
leaned out through the open window, each holding his 
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mug o£ beer, with red faces and sleepy eyes. “Canst sec 
him, lad?’* one of them asked. 

“I dunnot know,” the man said, taking a step forwards, 
which brought us nearly face to face, Sylvie hastily pulled 
me out of his way. “Thanks, ditld,” I said. “I had forgot- 
ten he couldn't see us. What would have happened if I 
had staid in his way}" 

“I don’t know,” SyMe said gravely. “It wouldn’t matter 
to us; but you may be different.” She said this in her us- 
ual voice, but the man took no sort of notice, though she 
was standing dose in front of him, and looking up into 
his face as she spoke. 

' “He’s coming now!" cried Bruno, pointing down the 
road. 

“He be a<oomin noof” echoed the man, stretching out 
his arm exactly over Bruno’s head, and pointing with.his 
pipe. I r 

“Then chorus agin!” was shouted out by one of the 
rcd-faced men in the window; and forthunih a dozen 
voices yelled, to a harsh discordant melody, the refrain.’— - 

"'There’s him, an’ yo\ an’ me, 

I Roarin’ laddiesl 

We loees a bit o' spree, 

Roarirj' laddies we. 

Roarin’ laddies 
Roarin’ laddies!” 

The man lounged back again to the house, joining lust- 
ily in the chorus as he WTot: so that only the children and 
I were in the road when “Willie” came up. 



Chapter VI 


WiUic’s Wife 

He made for the door of the public house, but the chil* 
dren intercepted him Sylvie clung to one arm, while 
Bruno, on the opposite side, was pushing him with all his 
strength, and many inarticulate cries of “Gee up* Gee 
back! Woah then! ’ which he had picked up from the 
waggoners 

' WilUe” took not the least notice of them he was sim- 
ply conscious that tomethtng had checked him and, for 
^vant of any other way of accounting for it, he seemed to 
regard it as his own act. 

“I wunnui coom m ” he said “not to-day ” 

“A mug o’ beer tvunnut hurt ’eel ’ his friends shouted 
in chorus “Two mugs wunnui hurt ’cel Nor a dozen 
mugsl’’ 

“Nay,” said WiUic “I'm agoan whoam ” 

“What, withouicn thy drink, Willic man shouted the 
others But “WiUic man” would have no more discussion, 
and turned doggedly away, the children keeping one on 
each side of him, to guard him against any change in his 
sudden resolution 

For a while he walked on stoutly enough, keeping his 
hands in his pockets, and softly whisding a tunc, m time 
to his heavy tread his success, m appearing enurely at his 
case, was almost complete; but a careful observer would 
have noted that he had forgotten the second part of the 
air, and that, when it broke down, he instantly began it 
again, being too nervous to think of another, and too rest- 
less to endure silence 

It was not the old fear that possessed him now — the old 
fear, that had been his dreary companion every Saturday 
568 
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night he could remember as he had reeled along, steady- 
ing himself against gates and garden-palings, and when 
the shrill reproaches of his wife had seemed to his dazed 
brain only the echo of a yet more piercing voice within, 
the intolerable -wail of a hopeless remorse; it was a vvhoUy 
new fear that had come to him now; life had taken on 
itself a new set of colours, and tvas lighted up %vith a netv 
and dazzling radiance, and he did not sec, as yet, how 
his home-life, and his irife and child, would fit into the 
new order of things: the very novelty of it all ’n’as, to his 
simple mind, a perplexity and an overwhelming terror. 

And now the tunc died into sudden silence on the 
trembling Ups, as he tumeJ a sharp corner, and came in 
sight of his own cottage, where bis wife stood, leaning 
with folded arms on the wickci-gatc, and looking up the 
road with a pale face, that had in it no glimmer of the 
light of hope— only the heavy shadow of a deep stony 
despair. 

“Fine an’ early, ladl Fine an’ early!” The words might 
have been words of welcoming, but ob, the bitterness of 
the tone in which she said it! “What brings thee from thy 
merry mates, and all the fiddling and the jigging? Pock- 
ets empt)’, I doubt? Or thou’st come, mebbe, or to sec thy 
Uttle one die? The balrnie's clemmed, and I’ve nor bite 
nor sup to gie her. But what docs thou care?” She Hung 
the gate open, and met him with bbzing eyes of fur)’. 

The man said no word. Slowly, and with doumast 
eyes, he passed into the house, while she, half terrified at 
his strange silence, followed him in without another 
word; and it was not till he had sunk into a chair, with 
hb arms crossed on the table and with drooping head, that 
she found her voice again. 

It seemed entirely natural for us to go in w’lth them: at 
another time one would have asked leave for this, but I 
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fek, 1 knew not why, that we were in some mysterious 
way invisible, and as free to come and to go as disem- 
bodied spirits 

The child in the cradle woke up, and raised a piteous 
cry, which m a moment brought the children to its side* 
Bruno rocked the cradle, while Sylvie tenderly replaced 
the httlc head on the pillow from which it had slipped 
But the mother took no heed of the cry, nor yet of the sat- 
isfied “coo’ that It set up when Sylvie had made it happy 
again she only stood gazing at her husband, and vainly 
trying, with white quivering lips (I believe she thought he 
^vas mad), to speak m the old tones of shrill upbraiding 
that he knew so ncll 

“And tbou’st spent all thy wages— I’ll swear thou hast 
— on the devil’s own drink — and thou’st been and made 
thysen a beast again— as thou alius dost—” 

“Hasna* ’ the man muttered, his voice Inrdly rising 
above a whisper, as he slowly emptied lus pockets on the 
table ‘ There’*s th’ wage, Missus, every penny on’i ” 

The woman gasped, and put one hand to her heart, as if 
under some great shock of surprise “Then how's thee got- 
ten th’ drink? 

*'Hasna gotten it,” he answered her, in a tone more sad 
than sullen ‘ I hanna touched a drop this blessed day 
Nol” he cried aloud, bringing his clenched fist heavily 
down upon the tabic, and looking up at her ivith gleam- 
ing eyes, “nor I’ll never touch another drop o’ the cursed 
dnnk— till I die — so help me God my Maker}” His voice, 
which had suddenly risen to a hoarse shout, dropped 
again as suddenly and once more he bowed his head, and 
buried his face in his folded arms 

The woman had dropped upon her knees by the cradle, 
while he was speaking She neither looked at him nor 
seemed to hear him With hands clasped above her head, 
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Wc had not gone far before we came in sight of a 
swinging sign-board bearing ilic word "o^iry” on it, and 
here she went in, welcomed by a little curly wliiic dog, 
who, not being under the '‘eerie" inllucncc, saw the chil- 
dren, and received them with the most cfTusise affection 
When 1 got inside, the diirymin was m the act of taking 
the money ‘ Is’t for thysen, Missus, or for t’ bairn?” he 
asked, when he had filled the jug, pausing with it in his 
hand 

‘Tor t* bairni ’ she said, almost reproachfully ‘ Think ‘st 
iha rd touch a drop mysen, while as she hadna got her 
fill?" 

"All right, Missus," the man replied, turning away with 
the ]ug in hts hand ‘ Let’s just mak sure it's good meas- 
ure ’ He w ent back among ins shelves of milk bowls, care- 
fully keeping his back towards her while he emptied a lit- 
tle measure of cream into the jug, muttering to himself 
"mebbe it 11 hearten her up a bit, the little lassie!’ 

The woman never noticed the kind deed, but took back 
the jug with a simple ‘ Good evening. Master," and went 
her way but the children had been more observant, and, 
as we followed her out, Bruno remarked “That were 
welly kind and I loves that man and if I was welly rich 
1 d give him a hundred pounds — and a bun That litde 
grummclmg dog doesn’t know its busincssl" He referred 
to the dairyman’s hide dog, who had apparendy quite 
forgotten the affectionate welcome he had given us on 
our arrival, and svas now following at a respectful dis 
tance, doing his best to ‘ speed the parting guest with a 
shower of little shrill barks, that seemed to tread on one 
another’s heels 

“What ts a dog’s business?’ laughed Sylvie “Dogs 
ca’n t keep shops and give change*" 
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“Sisters’ businesses isn’t to laugh at their brothers,” 
Bruno replied with perfect gravity. “And dogs’ businesses 
is to — not like that: it should finish one bark before 

it begins another: and it should — Oh Sylvie, there’s some 
dindledums!” 

And in another moment the happy children were flying 
across the common, racing for the patch of dandelions. 

While I stood watching them, a strange dreamy feeling 
came upon me: a railway-platform seemed to take the 
place of the green sward, and, instead of the light figure 
of Sylvie bounding along, I seemed to sec the flying form 
of Lady Muriel; but whether Bruno had also undergone 
a transformation, and had become the old man whom she 
was running to overtake, I was unable to judge, so in- 
stantaneously did the feeling come and go. 

When I re-entered the little sitting-room which I shared 
with Arthur, he ^vas standing with his back to me, look- 
ing out of the open window, and evidently had not heard 
me enter. A cup of tea, apparently just tasted and pushed 
aside, stood on the table, on the opposite side of which ^vas 
a letter, just begun, with the pen lying across it: an open 
book lay on the sofa : the London paper occupied the easy 
chair; and on the little table, which stood by it, I noticed 
an unlightcd cigar and an open box of cigar-hghts: all 
things betokened that the Doctor, usually so methodical 
and so self-contained, had been trying every form of oc- 
cupation, and could settle to nonci 
"This is very unlike you. Doctor!” I was beginning, but 
checked myself, as he turned at the sound of my voice, in 
sheer amazement at the wonderful change that had taken 
place in his appearance. Never had 1 seen a face so radi- 
ant with happiness, or eyes that sparkled with such un- 
earthly light! “Even thus,” I thought, “must the herald- 
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angel have looked, who brought to the shepherds, watch- 
ing over their flocks by night, that sweet message of 'peace 
on earth, good-will to men*!" 

"Yes, dear friend!" he said, as if m answer to the ques 
tion that I suppose he read m my face “It is true! It is 
true!" 

No need to ask what was true "God bless you both!” I 
said, as I felt the happy tears brimming to my eyes “You 
were made for each other*” 

"Yes,” he said, simply, "1 believe we were And what 
a change it makes in one’s Life! This isn’t the same 
world! That isn’t the sky I saw yesterday! Those clouds— 
I never saw such clouds m all my life before! They look 
like troops of hovering angels!” 

To me they looked very ordinary clouds indeed but 
then I had not fed "on honeydew. And dntn\ the mxl\ of 
Paradae"! 

"She wants to see you— at once,” he continued, de 
scendmg suddenly to the things of earth "She says that is 
the one drop yet wanung m her cup of happiness!” 

‘ ril go at once," I said, as I turned to leave the room 
"Wo’n’t you come with me^” 

"No, Sir!” said the Doctor, with a sudden effort— 
which proved an utter failure— to resume his professional 
manner “Do I loo^ like coming with you? Have you 
never heard that two is company, and — 

“Yes,” I said, “I have heard it and I’m painfully aware 
that I am 'Number Three! But, when shall we three meet 
again?” 

"When the httrly burly's done!” he answered with a 
happy laugh, such as I had not heard from him for many 
a year 



Chapter VII 

Mein Herr 

Sol went on my lonely way.aod, on reaching the Had, I 
found Lady Muriel standing at the garden-gate .waiting 
for me. 

“No need to give you joy, or to tvish you joy?” I began. 

“None whatever]" she replied, with the joyous laugh of 
a child. “We give people what they haven’t got : we wish 
for something that is yet to come; Fof me, it’s all here] It’s 
tdl mine! Dear friend,” she suddenly broke off, “do you 
third: Heaven ever begins on Earth, for any of us.^” 

“For some" I said. “For some, perhaps, >vho arc simple 
and childhkc. You kno\v He said *of such is the Kingdom 
of Heaven.’ ” 

Lady Muriel clasped her hands, and gazed up into the 
cloudless sky, with a look I had often seen in Sylvie's eyes. 
“I feel as if it had begun for me," she almost whispered. 
“I feel as if / were one of the happy children, whom He 
bid them bring near to Him, though the people tvould 
have kept them back. Yes, He has seen me in the throng. 
He has read the wistful longing in my eyes. He has beck- 
oned me to Him. They have had to make way for me. 
He has taken me up in His arms. He has put His hands 
upon me and blessed me!” She paused, breathless in her 
perfect happiness. 

“Yes,” I said. “I think He hasl” 

“You must come and speak to my father,” she went on, 
as we stood side by side at the gate, looking down the 
shady lane. But, even as she said the uords, the “eerie” 
sensation came over me like a flood: I saw the dear old 
Professor approaching us, and .also saw, what was strang- 
er still, that he was visible to Lady Munel' 

575 
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What was to be done? Had the fairy*hfc been merged 
in die real hfe^ Or was Lady Muriel “cene” also, and thus 
able to enter into the fairy-world along with me? The 
words were on m) bps (* I see an old friend of mine in 
the lane if you don't know him, may I introduce him to 
you?") when the strangest thing of all happened* Lady 
Muriel spoke. 

“I see an old friend of mine in the lane," she said* “if 
you don’t know him, may I introduce him to >ou^” 

1 seemed to wake out of a dream for the “eerie” feeling 
was still strong upon me, and the figure outside seemed 
to be changing at every moment, like one of the shapes in 
a kaleidoscope now he was the Professor, and now he 
was somebody elsel By the time be had reached the gate, 
he certainly was somebody else and I felt that the proper 
course was for Lady Munei, not for me, to introduce him 
She greeted him, kindly, and, opening the gate, admitted 
the venerable old man—o German, obviously — who 
looked about him with dazed eyes, as if he, too, had but 
just awaked from a dreamt 

No, it was certainly not the Professor! My old friend 
could not have grown that magnificent beard since last 
we met moreover, he would have recognised me, for I 
was certain that / had not changed much m the tune 

As It was, he simply looked at me vaguely, and took 
off his hat m response to Lady Muriel’s words “Let me 
introduce Mein Herr to you”, while m the words, spoken 
in a strong German accent, "proud to make your ac- 
quaintance, Sir!’ I could dct«:t no trace of an idea that 
we had ever met before 

Lady Muriel led us to die well known shady nook, 
where preparations for afternoon tea had already been 
made, and, while she went in to look for the Earl, we 
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seated ourselves in two easy<hairs, and “Mein Herr” took 
up Lady Muriel’s work, and examined it through his 
large spectacles (one of the adjuncts that made him so 
provokingly like the Professor). "Hemming pocket-hand- 
kerchiefs?" he said, musingly. “So that is what the Eng- 
lish miladies occupy themselves with, is it?” 

"It is the one accomplishment,” I said, "in which Man 
has never yet rivaled Woman!” 

Here Lady Muriel returned with her father; and, after 
he had exchanged some friendly words svith “Mein 
Herr,” and we had all l>ccn supplied with the needful 
“creature-comforts,” the newcomer returned to the sug- 
gestive subject of Pocket-handkerchiefs. 

"You have heard of Fottunatus’s Pursi^ Milsdi? Ah, 
so! Would you be surprised to hear that, with three of 
these leetle handkerchiefs, you shall make the Purse of 
Fortunatus, quite soon, quite easily?" 

“Shall I indeed?" Lady Muriel eagerly replied, as she 
took a heap of them into her lap, and threaded her 
needle. "Please tell me how, Mein Herrl I’ll make one be- 
fore I touch another drop of tea!" 

“You shall first,” said Mein Herr, possessing himself of 
two of the handkerchiefs, spreading one upon the other, 
and holding them up by two corners, “you shall first join 
together these upper comers, the right to the right, the left 
to the left; and the opening betsvecn them shall be the 
mouth of the Purse." . 

A very few stitches sufficed to carry out this direction. 
“Now, if I sew the other three edges together,” she sug- 
gested, "the bag is complete?" 

“Not so, hfiladi; the lotver edges shall first be joined — 
ah, not so!" (as she was beginning to sew them together). 
“Turn ope of them over, and join the ri^ht Io«’cr comer 
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of the one to the left lower corner of the other, and sew 
the lower edges together m what you would call ihe 
wrong way " 

“I seel" said Lady Muncl, as she deftly executed the 
order “And a very twisted, uncomfortable, uncanny- 
looking bag It makes^ But the moral is a lo\ely one Un 
limited wealili can only be attained by doing things tn 
the wrong way! And how arc we to join up these mys- 
terious — no, I mean thts mysterious opening?" (twisting 
the thing round and round with a puzzled air ) ‘ Yes, it 
IS one opening 1 thought it was two, at first " 

‘You have seen the puzzle of the Paper Ring?” Mem 
Herr said, addressing the Earl “Where you take a slip of 
paper, and jom its ends together, first twisting one, so as 
to join the upper corner of one end to the lower corner of 
the other?" 

' I saw one made, only yesterday," the Earl replied 
‘ Muriel, my child, were you not making one, to amuse 
those children you had to tea ?” 

“Yes, I know that Puzzle,” said Lady Muriel ‘ The 
Ring has only one surface, and only one edge It’s very 
mysterious!” 

“The bag is just hkc that, isn’t it?” I suggested “Is not 
the outer surface of one side of it conunuous with the 
inner surface of the other side?” 

“So It IS* ’ she exclaimed “Only it isn’t a bag, just yet 
How shall we fill up this opening, Mein Herr? ’ 

“Thus* ’ said the old roan impressively, taking the bag 
from her, and rising to his feet in the excitement of the 
explanation "The edge of the opening consists of four 
handkerchief-cdgcs, and you can trace it continuously, 
round and round the opening down the right edg'* of 
one handkerchief, up the left edge of the otAer, ,3nd then 
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down the left edge of the one, and up the right edge of 
the other!" 

“So you can!" Lady Muriel murmured thoughtfully, 
leaning her head on her hand, and earnestly watching the 
old man. “And that protwit to be only one opening!” 

She looked so strangely like a child, puzzling over a 
difficult lesson, and Mein Herr had become, for the mo- 
ment, so slrangely hkc the old Professor, that I felt utter- 
ly bewildered: the “ceric” feeling w’as on me in its full 
force, and I felt almost unpelled to say “Do you under- 
stand it, Sylvie?” However I cheeked myself by a great 
effort, and let the dream (if indeed it tfas a dream) go on 
to its end. 

“Now, this third handkerchief,” Mein Herr proceeded, 
“has also four edges, which you can trace continuously 
round and round: all you need do is to join its four edges 
to the four edges of the opening. The Purse is then com- 
plete, and its outer surface—” 

“/ seel” Lady Muriel eagerly interrupted. “Its outer sur- 
face will be tontinuous with its mner surface) But it will 
take time. I’ll sew it up after tea.” She laid aside the bag, 
and resumed her cup of tea. "But why do you call it For- 
tunatus’s Purse, Mein Herr?” 

The dear old man beamed upon her, with a jolly smile, 
looking more exactly like the Professor than ever. "Don’t 
you sec, my child — I should say Mdadi? Whatever is x'n- 
side that Purse, is ouuide it; and w'hatcver is outride ir, is 
inside it. So you have all the wealth of the world in that 
Icctlc Purse!” 

His pupil clapped her hands, in unrestrained delight- 
“I'll certainly sew the third handkerchief in — some time," 
she said; “but I wo'n’t take up your time by trying it now. 
Tell us some more wonderful things, please!" And her 
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face and her voice so exactly recalled Sylvie, that I could 
not help glancing round, half-expecting to see Bruno alsol 
Mein Herr began thoughtfully balancing his spoon on 
the edge of his teacup, while he pondered over this re 
quest “Something wonderful — ^like Fortunatus’s Purse? 
That will give you — when it is made — wealth beyond 
your widest dreams but it will not give you Tttnel” 

A pause of silence ensued — ualised by Lady Muriel for 
the very practical purpose of refilling the teacups 
“In your country,” Mein Herr began with a startling 
abruptness, “what becomes of all the wasted Time?” 

L-ady Muriel looked grave. “Who can tell?” she half- 
whispercd to herself. “All one knows is that it is goncf-- 
past recalll” 

“Well, m my—l mean m a country 7 have visited," said 
the old man, “they store it up and it comes in very use- 
ful, years afterwardsi For example, suppose you have a 
long tedious evening before you nobody to talk to noth- 
ing you care to do and yet hours too soon to go to bed. 
How do you behave then ?” • 

“I get very cross,” she frankly admitted “and I want 
to throw things about the rooml” 

“When that happens to — to the people I have visited, 
they never act so By a short and simple process — which I 
cannot explain to you — ^they store up the useless hours- 
and, on some other occasion, when they happen to need 
extra time, they get them out again ” 

The Earl was listening with a slighdy incredulous 
smile “Why cannot you explain the process?" he en- 
quired 

Httn HtiT -fKiS "ixsdif fwdi •& t^jVi •cnmiswcni'cAc rea 
son “Because you have no words, in your language, to 
convey the ideas which are needed I could explain it in — 
in — ^but you ivould not understand it!” 


' MEIN-'HERR..' - / > 581 

“No indeed!” said Lady Muriel, graciously dispensing 
with the name of the unknown language. “I never learnt 
it — at least, not to speak it fuently, you know. Please tcU 
us some more wonderful things!” 

“They run their railway-trains without any engines—^ 
nothing is needed but machinery to stop them with. Is 
that wonderful enough, MUadi?” 1 

“But where does the iorce come from?” I ventured to 
ask. 

'Mein Herr turned quickly round, to look at the new 
speaker. Then he took off his spectacles, and polished 
them, and looked at me again, in evident bewilderment. I 
could see he tvas chinking — as indeed I was also — that we 
must have met before. 

"They use the force of gretity!' he said. "It is a force 
known also in your country, I believe?” 

'“But that would need a railway going down-htll^ the 
Earl remarked. “You caVt have all your railways going 
down-hill?” 

“They all do,” said Mein Herr. 

“Not from both ends ?” 

"From both ends.” 

“Then I give it up!” said the Earl. 

“Can you explain the process?” said Lady Muriel. 
“Without using that language that I ca’n’t speak flu- 
ently?” 

“Easily,” said Mein Herr. “Each railway is in a long 
tunnel, perfectly straight; so of course the middle of it is 
nearer the centre of the globe than the isw) ends: so every 
train runs half-way dortm-hill, and that gives it force 
enough to run the other half w/>-hil].” 

’ “Thank you. I understand that perfectly," said Lady 
Muriel. “But the velocity, in the middle of the tunnel, 
must be something fearful^” 
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Mem Herr was cvidenily much gratified at the iniclli- 
gent interest Lady Murie! took in his remarks. At every 
moment the old man seemed to grow more chatty and 
more fluent. “You would hkc to know our methods of 
dnuing?" he smilingly enquired. “To us, a run-away 
horse is of no import at all!" 

Lady Muriel slightly shuddered. “To us it is a very real 
danger," she said. 

“That IS because your carnage is wholly behind your 
horse. Your horse runs. Your carriage folloivs. Perhaps 
your horse has the bit in his teeth. Who shall stop him? 
You fly, ever faster and faster! Finally comes the in* 
evitable upscll" 

“But suppose your horse manages to get the bit in his 
.teeth?" 

“No maiierl We would not concern ourselves. Our 
horse is harnessed m the very centre of our carnage. Ttv'o 
wheels are in front of him, -and two behind To the roof 
IS attached one end of a broad belt This goes under the 
horse’s body, and the other end is attached to a leetic— 
what you call a 'windlass,* I think. The horse takes the 
bit in his teeth He runs away. We are flying at ten miles 
an houcl We turn our little windlass, five turns, six turns, 
seven turns, and — poof! Our horse is off the ground • Notif 
let him gallop in the air, as much as he pleases our car- 
nage stands still We sit round him, and watch him till he 
is tired Then wc let him down. Our horse is glad, very 
much glad, when his feet once more touch the ground*" 

“Capitall" said the Earl, who had been listening atten- 
tively “Are there any other peculiarities in your car- 
nages?” 

“In the wheels. Sometimes, my Lbrd For your health, 
you go to sea to be pitched, to be rolled, occasionally to he 
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drowned. IVe do all that on land: wc arc pitched, as you; 
we are rolled, as you; but drowned, no! There is no 
water!” 

“What are the wheels like, then?” 

“They are oval, my Lord. Therefore the carriages rise 
and fall." 

“Yes, and pitch the carriage backwards and forwards: 
but how do they make it roll?" 

“They do not match, my Lord. The end of one wheel 
answers to the side of the opposite wheel. So first one side 
of the carriage rises, then the other. And it pitches all the 
while. Ah, you must be a good sailor, to drive in our 
boatorriagcs!” 

“I can easily believe It,” said the Earl. 

Mein Herr rose to his feet. "I must leave you now, Mi- 
ladi,” he said, consulting his watch. “I have another en- 
gagement.” 

“I only wish we had stored up some extra timel” Lady 
Muriel said, as she shook hands with him. “Then we 
could have kept you a litdc longer!” 

"In that case 1 would gladly slay,” replied Mein Herr. 
“As it is — I fear I must say good-bye!” 

“Where did you first meet him?” I asked Lady Muriel, 
when Mein Herr had left us. “And where docs he live? 
And what is his real name?” 

“We first— met— him — ” she musingly replied, “really, 

1 ca’n’t remember where] And Tve no idea where he lives! 
And I never heard any other name! It's very curious. It 
never occurred to me before to consider what a mystery 
he is!” 

“I hope we shall meet again,” I said: “he interests me 
very much.” 

“He will he at our farcwelhparty, this day fortnight," 
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said the Earl. “Of course you will come? Muriel is anxious 
to gather all our friends around us once more, before we 
leave the place “ 

And then he explained to me — as Lady Muriel had left 
us together — that he u'as so anxious to get his daughter 
away from a place full of so many painful memories con- 
nected with the now-canceled engagement with Major 
Lindon, that they had arranged to have the wedding in a 
month’s time, after which Arthur and his wife were to go 
on a foreign tour 

“Don’t forget Tuesday wcekl” he said .is we shook 
hands at parting “I only wish you could bring with you 
those charming children, that you introduced to us m the 
summer Talk of the mystery of Mein Herrl That’s noth- 
tng to the mystery that seems to attend them f I shall never 
forget those marvellous flowers!” 

“I will bring them if I possibly can,” I said But how to 
fulfil such a promise, I mused to myself on my svay back 
to our lodgings, ivas a problem entirely beyond my skill! 


Chapter VIII 
In a Shady Place 

T HE ten days glided swi&ly away and, the day before the 
great party was to take place, Arthur proposed that we 
should stroll down to the Hall, in time for afternoon tea. 

’^'Hadn't you better go aloneT' 1 suggested "Surely 7 
shall be very much de trop? ' 

"Well, It’ll be a kind of expenmentf' he said "Fiat ex- 
pertmenttim tn corpore vtltl’* he added, with a graceful 
bow of mock politeness towards the unfortunate victim 
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“You see I shall have to bear the sight, to-morrow night, of 
my lady-lm’c making herself agreeable to everybody except 
the right person, and I shall hear the agony all the better 
if we have a dress-rehearsal beforehand!” 

"My part in the play bdng, apparently, that of the 
sample wrong person?” 

“Well, no,” Arthur said musingly, as we set forth: 
“there’s no such part in a regular company. ‘Heavy pa- 
ihcr’? That won’t do : that’s filled already. ‘Singing Cham- 
bermaid’? Well, the ‘First Lady* doubles that part. ‘Comic 
Old Maa'? You’re not comic enough. After all. I’m afraid 
there’s no part for you but the ‘Well-dressed Villain’: 
only,” ssnth a critical side-glance, “I'm a leetie uncertain 
about the dress!” 

We found Lady Muriel alone, the Earl having gone out 
to make a call, and at once resumed old terms of intimacy, 
in the shady arbour where the tea-things seemed to be al- 
ways svaiting. The only novelty in the arrangements (one 
which Lady Muriel seemed to regard as entirely a matter 
of course), was that ttra of the chairs were placed quite 
close together, side by side. Strange to say, I \va% not in- 
vited to occupy either of them! 

“^Vc have been arranging, as we came along, about let- 
ter-writing," Arthur began. “He wtU want to know how 
we’re enjoying our Swiss tour; and 0/ course ut must pre- 
tend wc are?” 

“Of course,” she meekly assented, 

“And the skeleton-in-dic-cupboard — I suggested, 

“ — is always a difficulty," she quickly put in, "when 
you’re travehog about, and when there are no cupboards 
in the hotels. Howe\er, ours is a eery portable one; and 
will be neatly packed, in a nice leather case — ” 

“But please don’t think about uriting” I said, “when 
you’ve anything mare aitracuvc on hand. I delight in 
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reading letters, but 1 know well how tiring it is to write 
them ” 

“It IS, sometimes," Arthur nssented “For instance, when 
you’re very shy of the person you have to write to ’’ 

“Does that show itself m the letter? ' Lady Muriel en- 
quired “Of course, when I hear any one tallying — you, for 
instance — I can see how desperately shy he isl But can 
you see that in a letter?'* 

“Well, of course, when you hear any one talk fluently 
— you, for instance — you can see how desperately n«-shy 
she IS— not to say saucy! But the shyest and most inter- 
mittent talker must seem fluent in letter-writing He may 
have taken half an hour to compose his second sentence; 
but there it is, close after the first!” 

“Then letters don’t express all that they might express^" 
“That’s merely because our system of letter-writing js 
incomplete A shy writer ought to be able to show that he 
IS so Why shouldn’t he make pauses in writing, just as he 
would do in speaking^ He might leave blank sp'ices — say 
half a page at a time And a very shy girl— if there is such 
a thing — might u rite a sentence on the first sheet of her 
letter — then put in a couple of blan\ sheets — then a sen- 
tence on the fourth sheet and so on ” 

“I quite foresee that we — mean this clever little boy 
and myself — ” Lady Muriel said to me, evidently with the 
kind wish to bring me into the conversation, “ — are going 
to become famous — of course all our inventions are com 
mon property now — for a new Code of Rules for Letter- 
writing! Please invent some more, little boy! 

I'j/antAr greotiy aesd/od, IwJa '& •aamit 

way of expressing that we don't mean anything ’ 

‘ Explain yourself, little boy! Surely you can find no 
difficulty in expressing a total absence of meaning?” 

‘ I mean that you should be able, when you don't mean 
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a thing to be tahen seriously, to express that wish. For hu- 
man nature is so constituted that whatever you ^\Tite ser- 
iously is taken as a joke, and whatever you mean as a 
joke is taken seriously! At any rate, it is so in writing to 
a lady!” 

“Ah! you’re not used to writing to ladies!” Xady Muriel 
remarked, leaning back in her chair, and gazing thought- 
fully into the sky. ‘'You should try” 

“Very good,” said Arthur. “How many ladies may I 
begin tSTiting to? As many as I can count on the fingers 
of both hands?” 

“As many as you can count on the thumbs of one 
hand!” his lady-love replied uath much ses'cnt)'. “What a 
very naughty little boy he is! hnt be?” (nith an appeal- 
ing glance at me). 

“He‘s a little fractious,” 1 said. “Perhaps he’s cutting a 
tooth.” While to myself I said "How exactly like Sylvie 
talking to Bruno!" 

“He wants his tea.” (The naughty little boy volunteered 
the information.) “He’s getting very tired, at the mere 
prospect of the great party to-morrow!” 

“Then he shall have a good rest beforc-handl” she 
soothingly replied. “The tea isn’t made )et. Come, little 
boy, lean wxU back in ) our chair, and think about nothing 
— or ahout me, whichever you prefer!” 

“All the same, all the same!" Arthur sleepily mur- 
mured, watching her with Im-ing e>-cs, as she moved her 
chair away to the tea tabl^ and began to nuke the tea 
“Then he'll svaii for his tea, like a good, patient littlr- 
boy!" 

“Shall I bring you the London Papers?" said Lady hfu- 
riel. "I saw them lying on the table as 1 came out, but my 
father said there v.'as nothing in them, except that hornd 
murder-trial.” (Soaety was just then enjoying its daily 
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thrill of excitement in studying the details of a specially 

sensational murder in a thieve's den m the East of Eon 

ha\c no appetite for horrors " Arthur replied “But I 
hope V.C have learned the lesson they should leach us— 
though we arc very apt to read it backwardsl” 

“You speak in riddles,” said Lady Muriel “Please ex- 
plain yourself See now,” suiting the action to the word, “I 
am silting at your feet, just as if you were a second Gama- 
Ucll Thanks, no " (This was to me, tvho had risen to 
bring her chair back to its former place ) “Pray don’t dis- 
turb yourself This tree and the grass make a very nice 
easy-chair. What is the lesson that one always reads 
wrung?” 

Arthur was silent for a minute “I would like to be clear 
what It ts I mean,” he said, slowly and thoughtfully, “be- 
fore I say anything to yo«— because you about it " 

Anything approaching to a compliment was so unusual 
an utterance for Arthur, that it brought a flush of pleasure 
to her cheek, as she replied* It is yo«, that give me theideas 
to think about” 

“One’s first thought,” Arthur proceeded, “in reading of 
anything speaally vile or barbarous, as done by a fellow- 
creature, is apt to be that we see a new depth of Sin re 
vealed beneath us and we seem to gaze down into that 
abyss from some higher ground, far apart from it ” 

‘ I think I understand you nosv You mean that one 
ought to think — not ‘God, I thank Thee that I am not as 
other men arc* — but ‘God, be merciful to me also, who 
might be, but for Thy gnicc,a sirutcr as vile as hel’ ” 

“No, said Arthur ‘1 meant a great deal more than 
that 

She looked up quickly, but checked herself, and waited 
in silence 
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“We arc to assume the existence of Free Will?” I said, 
in order to in\c that point made quite clear. 

‘if not,” was the quiet reply, “caeiit qiiaesuo and I have 
no more to say ” 

“We Will assume itl” the rest of the audience— the ma- 
jority, 1 may say, looking at it from Arthur’s point of view 
— imperiously proclaimed Tlic orator proceeded. 

“The causes, acting from without, are his surroundings 
— what Mr Herbert Spencer calls his ‘environment ’ Now 
the point 1 want to make clear is this, that a man is re- 
sponsible for his acts of choosing, but not responsible for 
his environment Hence, if these two men make, on some 
given occasion, when they are exposed to equal tempta- 
tion, equal eHorts to resist and to choose the right, their 
condition, in the sight of God, must be the same If He is 
pleased in the one ease, so uill He be in the other, j£ dis- 
pleased in the one case, so also in the other ’ 

' That IS so, no doubt 1 see it quite clearly, ’ Lady Mu 
ncl put in 

“And yet, owing to ihcir different environments, the 
one may win a great victory over the temptation, while the 
other falls into some black abyss of crime ’’ 

“But surely you would not say those men \vcrc equally 
guilty in the sight of God?’ i 

“Either that,’ said Arthur, ‘or else I must give up my 
belief m God’s perfect justice But let me put one more 
case, which will show my meaning even more forcibly. 
Let the one man be in a high social position. — the other, 
say, a common thief Let the one be tempted to some triv- 
ial act of unfair dealing — somethmg which be can do with 
the absolute certainty that it will never be discovered — 
something which he can with perfect case forbear from 
doing — and which he distinctly knows to bea sm Let the 
other be tempted to some terrible crim** — as men would 
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coEUtdcr it — but under an almost o%•cr^vhclm^ng pressure 
of motives— of course not quite overwhelming, as that 
would destroy all responsibility. Now, in this case, let the 
second man make a greater effort at resistance than the 
first. Also suppose hath to fall under the temptauon — I say 
that the second man is, in God’s sight, lets guilty than the 
other.” 

Lady Muriel drew a long breath. “It upsets all one’s 
ideas of Right and Wrong — just at first! Whj, in that 
dreadful murder-trial, you would say, I suppose, that it 
was possible that the least guilty man in the Court s%-as the 
murderer, and that possibly the judge who tried him. by 
yielding to the temptation of making one unfair remark, 
had committed a crime ounstighing the criminars whole 
carccrl" 

“Certamly I should,” Arthur firmly replied. “It sounds 
like a parado.'C, I admit. But just think what a grievous sin 
it muse be, in God's sight, to yield to some very slight 
temptation, which we could have resisted with perfect 
ease, and to do it deliberately, and in the full light of God's 
Law. What penance can atone for a'sin like that?"* 

“I ca’n’t reject your theory,” 1 said. “But how it seems 
to widca the possible area of Sin in the world!" 

“Is that sor" Lady Muriel anxiously enquired. : 

“Oh, not so, not so!" was the eager reply. “To me it 
seems to clear away much of the cloud that hangs over the 
world's history. UTien this s-iew first made itself clear to 
me, I remember svalking out into the fields, repeating to 
myself that line of Tennyson 'There seemed r.o room for 
sense of urong!' The thought, that perhaps the real guilt 
of the human race was infini tely less than I fanacd it — 
that the millions, whom I had thought of as sunk in hope- 
less depths of sin, were perhaps, in God’s sight, scarcely 
sinning at all — was more sweet th■^n words can tell! Life 
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seemed more bright and beautiful, when once that thought 
had come’ 'A Itvelter emerald twtnf^les in the grass, A 
purer sapphire melts into the seat' ” Hts voice trembled as 
he concluded, and the tears stood in his eyes 
Lady Muriel shaded her face with her hand, and ^vas 
silent for a minute “It is a beautiful thought,” she said, 
looking up at last Thank you — ^Arthur, for putting it 
into my hcadl” 

The Earl returned in time to join us at tea, and to give 
us the very unwelcome udings that a fever had broken out 
in the little harbour town that lay below us— a fever of so 
malignant a type that, though it had only appeared a day 
or two ago, there were already more than a dozen down 
m It, two or three of whom were reported to be in immi- 
nent danger 

In answer to the eager questions of Arthur— who of 
course took a deep scientific interest in the matter— he 
could give very few techmeal details, though he had met 
the local doctor It appeared, however, that tt was an al- 
most new discase-at least in thts century, though it might 
prove to be idcnucal with the “Plague" recorded in His- 
tory— very infectious, and frightfully rapid in its acuon 
It will not, however, prevent our party to-morrow,' he 
said in conclusion ‘ None of the guests belong to the in 
fccted district, which is, as you know, exclusively peopled 
by fishermen so you may come without any fear " 

Arthur was very silent, all the way back, and, on reach- 
ing our lodgings, immediately plunged into medical 
studies, connected with the alarming malady of whose ar- 
rival wc had just heard 



Chapter IX 


* The Farewell-Party 

On the following day, Arthur and I reached the Hall in 
good time, as only a few of the guests — it was to be a party 
of eighteen — had as yet arrived; and these were talking 
with the Earl, leaving us the opportunity of a few words 
apart with our hostess. 

“Who is that very learned-looking man with the large 
spectacles?" Arthur enquired. “I haven’t met him here be- 
fore, have I?" 

“No, he’s a new friend of ours,” said Lady Muriel: “a 
German, I believe. He it such a dear old thing! And quite 
the most learned man I ever met — with one exception, of 
course!” she added humbly, as Arthur drew himself up 
with an air of offended dignity. 

"And the young lady in blue, just beyond him, talking 
to that foreign-looking man. Is sAe learned, too?” 

“I don’t know,” said L.ady Muriel. “But I’m told she’s a 
svonderful piano-forte-player. I hope you’ll hear her to- 
night. I asked that foreigner to take her in, because he's 
very musical, too. He’s a French Count, I believe; and he 
sings splendidly]" 

“Science — music — singing — you have indeed got a com- 
plete party!” said Arthur. "I feel quite a privileged person, 
meeting all these stars. I do love music!" 

“But the parly isn’t quite complete!” said Lady Muriel. 
“You haven't brought us those two beautiful children," 
she went on, turning to me. “He brought them here to tea, 
you knoiv, one day last summer," again addressing Ar- 
thur; "and they are such darlings!" 

“They are., indeed" I assented. 

593 
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“IJut why Invcn’t you brought them with you? You 
promised my father you would" 

“I’m very sorry,” I said, “but really it impossible to 
bring them with me ” Here 1 most certainly meant- to con- 
clude the sentence and it was with a feeling of utter 
amazement, which I cannot adequately describe, th it I 
heard myself going on spealjng “ — but they are to join 
me here in the course of the evening” were the words, ut- 
tered in my voice, and seeming to come from my lips 
“I’m so glad!” Lady Muriel joyfully rephed “I shall en- 
joy introduang them to some of my friends herd When 
do you expect them?” 

I took refuge in silence The only honest reply would 
have been “That was not my remark / didn’t say it, and 
tt isn’t true' ' But I had not the moral courage to make 
such a confession The character of a “lunauc” is not, I 
believe, very difficult to acquire but it is amazingly diffi 
cult to get rul of and it seemed quite certain that any such 
speech as that would quite justify the issue of a writ "de 
lunattco tnqtitrendo" 

Lady Muriel evidently thought I had failed to hear her 
question, and turned to Arthur with a remark on some 
other subject, and I bad time to recover from my shock of 
surprise — or to awake out of my momentary ‘ eerie’ con- 
dition, whichever it was 

When things around me seemed once more to be real, 
Arthur was saying ' I m afraid there’s no help for it they 
must be finite m number” 

“I should be sorry to have to believe it,’ said Lady Mu 
Tidi areim new 

melodics, now a-days What people talk of as ‘the last new 
song’ always recalls to me some tunc I’ve known as a 
child! ’ 

‘ The day must come — if the world lasts long enough — ” 
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said Arthur, “when every possible tune will have been 
composed — every possible pun perpetrated — ” (Lady Mu- 
riel wrung her hands, like a tragedy-queen) “and, \\x>rse 
than that, every possible boo\ -wiiltcnl For the number of 
tifords is finite.” 

“It’ll make very little difference to the atiihors,” I sug- 
gested. “Instead of saying ‘what book shall I write?’ an 
author will ask himself ‘which book shall 1 write?’ A 
mere verbal distinction!” 

Lady Muriel gave me an approving smile. “But lunatics 
would always write new books, surely?” she went on. 
“They couldn't write the sane books over again!” 

“True," said Arthur. “But their books would come to 
an end, also. The number of lunatic l>oo}{x is as finite as 
the number of lunatia.” 

“And that number is becorobg greater every year,” said 
a pompous man, whom I recognised as the self-appointed 
showman on the day of the picnic. 

“So they say,” replied Arthur. “And, when ninety per 
cent, of us are lunatics,” (he seemed to be in a wildly non- 
sensical mood) “the a$>’lums will be put to their proper 
use.” 

“And that is — ?” the pompous man gravely enquired. 

“To shelter the sane!" said Arthur. “IIV shall bar our- 
selves in. The lunatics will have it all their own wav, out- 
side. They'll do it a liidc quccrly, no doubt. Railway-colli- 
sions will be al«’ays happening: steamers ahva)s blowmg 
up: most of the to\vns will be burnt down: most of the 
ships sunk — ” 

“And most of the men J^illed!" murmured the pompous 
man, who was evidently hopelessly bewildered. 

“Certainly,” Arthur assented. “Till at last there will be 
fewer lunatics than sane men. Then we come out : they go 
in: and things return to their normal condition!” 
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The pompous man frowned darUy, and bit his hp, and 
folded his arms, vainly trying to think it out “He is ;«/* 
ing! ' he muttered to himself at last, in a tone of withering 
contempt, as he stalked atvay 
By this time the other guests had arrived; and dinner 
was announced Arthur of course took down Lady Mu- 
riel and I was pleased to find myself seated at her other 
side, with a severe looking old lady (whom I had not met 
before, and whose name I had, as is usual in introductions, 
entirely failed to catch, merely gathering that it sounded 
like a compound name) as my partner for the banquet 
She appeared, however, to be acquainted with Arthur, 
and confided to me in a low voice her opinion that he was 
“a lery argumentative young man * Arthur, for his part, 
seemed well inclined to show himself worthy of the char- 
acter she had given him, and, hearing her say “I never 
take wine with my soupl” (this was not a confidence to 
me, but was launched upon Society, as a matter c£ general 
interest), he at once challenged a combat by asking her 
"when would you say that property commence ma plate 
of soup?" 

“This IS my soup," she sternly replied “and what is be 
fore you is yours ’ 

“No doubt,” said Arthur ‘but when did I begin to own 
It? Up to the moment of its being put into the plate, it 
was the property of our host while being offered round 
the table, it was, let us say, held in trust by the waiter did 
It become mine when I accepted it? Or when it ivas 
placed before me^ Or when I took the first spoonful^” 
He IS a very argumcritativc young man' ' was all the 
old lady would say but she said it audibly, this ume, feel- 
ing that Society had a right to know it 
Arthur smiled mischievously “I shouldn’t mind betting 
you a shilling,” he said, “diat the Eminent Barrister next 
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you” (It certainly is possible to say words so as to make 
them begin with capitals!) **ca'n*t ans^ver me!” 

“I never bet,” she sternly replied. 

“Not even sixpenny points at whist?" 

"Never!" she repeated. "IVhist is innocent enough; but 
whist played for money!" She shuddered. 

Arthur became serious again. “I’m afraid I ca’n’c take 
that view,” he said. “I consider that the introduction of 
small stakes for card-playing was one of the most moral 
acts Society ever did, as Society.” 

“How was it so?” said Lady Muriel. 

“Because it took Cards, once for all, out of the category 
of games at which cheating is possible. Look at the way 
Croquet is demoralising S<^ety. Ladies arc beginning to 
cheat at it, terribly: and, if they're found out, they only 
laugh, and call it fun. But when there’s money at stake, 
that is out of the question. 'The s'vindler is not accepted as 
a svit. When a man sits down to cards, and cheats his 
friends out of their money, he doesn’t get much /«« out of 
it — unless he thinks it fun to be kicked down stairs!” 

“If all gendemen thought as badly of ladies as you do,” 
my neighbour remarked with some bitterness, “there 
would be very few — very few — .” She seemed doubtful 
how to end her sentence, but at bsi took “honcjTnoons” 
as a safe word. 

“On the contrary,” said Arthur, the mischievous smile 
returning to his face; “if only people svould adopt my 
theory, the number of honeymoons — quite of a new kind 
— would be greatly increased!” 

"May we hear about this new kind of honeymoon?” 
said Lady Muriel. 

"Ixt A' be the gentleman," Arthur began, in, a slighdy 
raised voice, as he now found himself with an audience of 
rix, including “Mein Herr,” who was seated at the other 
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Side of my |X)lynomial partner. “Let X be the gentleman, 
and y the lady to whom he thinks of proposing. He ap- 
plies for an Experimental Honeymoon It is granted. 
Forthwith the young couple— .accompanied by the great- 
aunt of Y, to act as chaperone — start for a month’s tour, 
during which they have many a moonbght-walk, and 
many a tete-ii tete conversation, and each can form a more 
correct estimate of the other’s character, in four weeI{Si 
than would have been possible in as many years, when 
meeting under the ordinary restrictions of Society. And it 
IS only after their return that X finally decides whether he 
will, or will not, put the momentous question to YT 

“In nine eases out of ten,” the pompous man proclaim- 
ed, “he saould decide to break it offl” 

“Then, in nine eases out of ten,” Arthur rejoined, “an 
unsuitable match would be prevented, and bot/i parties 
saved.from misery!" 

“The only really unsuitable matches,” the old lady re- 
marked, “are those made without sufficient Money Love 
may come afterwards. Money is needed to begin unthl” 

This remark was cast loose upon Society, as a sort of 
general challenge; and, as such, it was at once accepted by 
several of those withm hearing Money became the key- 
note of the conversation for some time, and a fitful echo 
of It was again heard, when the dessert had been placexl 
upon the table, the servants had left the room, and the 
Earl had started the wine in its welcome progress round 
the table 

‘ I’m very glad to see you keep up the old customs," I 
said to Lady Muriel as I filled her glass “It’s really de- 
lightful to experience, once more, the peaceful feeling that 
comes over one when the waiters have left the room — 
when one can converse without the feeling of being over- 
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heard, and without having dishes constantly thrust over 
one’s shoulder. How much more sociable it is to be able to 
pour out the \vine for the bdies, and to hand the dishes to 
those who wish for them!” 

“In that case, kindly send those peaches down here,” 
said a fat red-faced man, who was seated beyond our pom- 
pous friend. ‘Tve been wkhing for them — diagonally — 
for some time!" 

“Yes, it is a ghastly innovation,’* Lady Muriel replied, 
“letting the waiters carry round the wine at dessert. For 
one thing, they always take it the wrong way round — 
which of course brings bad luck to everybody present!” 

"Better go the tvrong way than not go at all!" said our 
host. “Would you kindly help yourself?” (This was to 
the fat red-faced man.) “You arc not a teetotaler, I think?” 

"Indeed but I ami” he replied, as he pushed on the 
bottles. “Nearly twice as much money is spent in England 
on Drin^, as on any other article of food. Read this card.” 
(What faddist ever goes about without a pocketful of the 
appropriate literature?) “The stripes of different colours 
represent the amounts spent on various articles of food. 
Lrok at the highest three. Money spent on butter and on 
cheese, thirty-five millions; on bread, seventy millions; on 
intoxicating liquors, one hundred and thirty-six millions! 
If I had my way, I would close es’ery public-house in the 
land! Look at that card, and read the motto. Thai's where 
all the money goes to!” 

“Have you seen the Anti-Teetotal Card?" Arthur in. 
nocenlly enquired. 

“No, Sir, I have not!” the orator savagely replied. 
“What is it like?” 

“Almost exaedy like this one. *1116 coloured stripes are 
same. Only, instead of the words ’Money spent on,’ it 
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has ‘Incomes derived from sale of; and, instead of ‘That’s 
where aU the money goes to,* its motto is 'That’s where 
all the money comes fromT*' 

The red faced man scowled, but es idendy considered 
Arthur beneath his notice So Lady Muriel took, up the 
cudgels "Do you hold the theory," she enquired, "that 
people can preach tcctotalism more effectually by being 
teetotalers themselves?” 

“Ccrlamly I dol" replied the red faced man "Now, here 
IS a case in point,” unfolding a newspaper-cutting "let 
me read you this letter from a teetotaler To the Editor. 
Sir, I was once a moderate dnn^er, and hjiew a man who 
dranh^to excess I went to him *Cive tip this dnn\! 1 said, 
Tt will ruin your healthV 'You drin\' he said 'why 
shouldn 1 1?’ 'Yes' I said, 'hut I hjiow when to leave of 
He turned away from me 'You dnn\ tn your way! he 
said ‘letmedrin\tnmtne Beofl Then 1 saw that, to do 
any good with him, / must forswear drin\ From that 
hour 7 haven’t touched a dropf ' 

"There! What do you say to that? He looked round 
triumphantly, while the cutting was handed round for 
inspection 

“How very curiousi” exclaimed Arthur when it had 
reached him "Did you happen to see a letter, last week, 
about early rising? It was strangely like this one ” 

The red faced man’s curiosity was roused “Where did 
It appear?” he asked 

‘ Let me read it to you,” said Arthur He took some pa 
pers from his pocket, opened one of them, and read as fol 
lows To the Editor Sir, 3 was once a moderate sleeper, 
and kjiew a man who slept to excess 1 pleaded with him 
'Give up this lying in bedf I said, 'It will nun your health!’ 
'You go to bed,’ he said 'why shouldn’t 17 'Yes! I said, 
'but 7 \now when to get up tn the morning ’ He turned 
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ttivay from me. 'You sleep in your way,' he said: 'let me 
sleep in mine. Be off!’ Then I saw that to do any good 
with him, I must forswear sleep. From that hour I have-^ 
n’t been to bed!” 

Arthur folded and pocketed his paper, and passed on 
the newspaper-cutting. None of us dared to laugh, the 
red-faced man was evidendy so angry. “Your parallel 
doesn’t run on all fours!" he snarled. 

"Moderate drinkers never do so!" Arthur quiedy re- 
plied. Even the stern old lady laughed at this. 

“But it needs many other things to make a perfect din- 
ner!” said Lady Muriel, esadendy anxious to change the 
subject, “hfein Herr! What is your idea of a perfect din- 
ner-party.*" 

The old man looked around smiUngly, and his gigandc 
spectacles seemed more gigantic than ever. “A perfect din- 
ner-party.*” he repeated. “First, it must be presided over 
by our present hostess!" 

“That of courser she gaily interposed. “But what else. 
Mein Herr?” 

“I can but tell you what I have seen,” said Mein Herr, 
“in mine own — in the country I have traveled in.” 

He paused for a full minute, and gazed steadily at the 
ceiling — with so dreamy an expression on his face, that' I 
feared he was going off into a reverie, which seemed to be 
his normal state. Howe>'cr, after a minute, he suddenly be- 
gan again. 

“That which chiefly causes the failure of a dinner-party, 
is the running-short— not of meat, nor > ct of drink, but of 
conversation." 

“In an English dinner-party,” 1 rcirurkcd, “I have never 
known small-talh, run short!" 

"Pardon me," hfein Herr respectfully replied, “I did not 
say ‘small-talk.’ I said ‘conversation.’ All such topics as the 
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wcithcr, or politics, or local gossip, arc unknown among 
us They arc cither vapid or controversial What wc need 
for conversation is a topic of interest and of novelty To 
secure these things wc have tried various plans — Moving- 
Pictures, Wild Creatures, Moving Guests, and a Revolv 
mg Humorist But this last is only adapted to small 
parties " 

“Let us have it m four separate Chapters, pleasel" said 
Lady Muriel, who was evidently deeply interested— as, in 
deed, most of the party were, by this time and, all down 
the table, talk had ceased, and heads were leaning for 
wards, eager to catch fragments of Mem Herr's oration 
‘Chapter Onel Moving Pictures' ’ was proclaimed m 
the silvery voice of our hostess 
"The dining table is shaped hkc a circular ring,” Mem 
Herr began, m low dreamy tones, which, however, were 
perfectly audible m the silence The guests are seated at 
the inner side as well as the outer, having ascended to 
their places bv a winding staircase, from the room below 
Along the middle of the table runs a little railway, and 
there is an endless tram of trucks, worked round by ma- 
chinery, and on each truck there are two pictures, lean- 
ing back to back The tram makes two circuits during 
dinner, and, when it has been once round, the waiters 
turn the pictures round m each truck, making them face 
the other way Thus every guest secs every picture!’ 

He paused, and the silence seemed deader than ever 
Lady Muriel looked aghast ‘ Really, if this goes on,” she 
exclaimed, I shall have to drop a pml Oh, it’s my fault, 
IS it^ (In answer to an appcalmg look from Mem Herr ) 
“I ^vas forgetting my duty Chapter Two! Wild Crea 
tutes'’ 

"We found the Moving Pictures a little monotonous,” 
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said Mein Herr. “People didn’t care to talk Art through a 
whole dinner'; so we tried Wild-Creatures. Among the 
flowers, which we laid (just as you do) about the table, 
were to be seen, here a mouse, there a beetle; here a spi- 
der,” (Lady Muriel- shuddered) “there a wasp; here a 
toad, there a snake;” (“Father!” said Lady Muriel, plain- 
tively. “Did you hear that?") “so we had plenty to talk 
about!” 

“And when you got stung—” the old lady began. 

“They were all chained-up, dear Madam!” 

And the old lady gave a satisfied nod. 

There tvas no silence to follow, Mtf time, “Third Chap- 
ter!” Lady Muriel proclaimed at once, “Moving-Guests!” 

' “Even the \Vild-Creature$ proved monotonous,” the 
orator proceeded. “So we left the guests to choose their 
own subjects; and, to avoid monotony, we changed tAem. 
We made the table of /wo rings; and the inner ring mov- 
ed slowly round, all the time, along with the floor in the 
middle and the inner row of guests. Thus ei'cry inner 
guest was brought face-to-face with erery outer guest. It 
was a little confusing, sometimes, to have to ^egt'n a story 
to one friend and fi’nisA it to another; but ei'ery plan has 
its faults, you know.” 

“Fourth Chapter!” Lady Muriel hastened to announce. 
“The Revolving-Humorist!” 

“For a small party we found it an excellent plan to have 
a round table, with a hole cut in the middle large enough 
to hold one guest. Here we placed our l>est talker. He re- 
volved slowly, facing every other guest in turn: and he 
told lively anecdotes the whole time!” 

“I shouldn’t like it*” murmured the pompous man. “It 
would make me giddy, rcv’olving like that' I should de- 
cline to — htse It appeared to dawo. Mpoiv him that pec- 
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haps the assumption, he was making was not warranted 
by the circumstances he took a hasty gulp of wine, and 
choked himself 

But Mein Herr had rebpsed into rcsenc, and made no 
further remark. Lady Muncl gave the signal, and the 
ladies left the room. 


Chapter X 
Jabbering and Jam 

When the last lady had disappeared, and the Earl, tak- 
ing his place at the head of the table, had issued the milw 
tary order “Gentlemen! Close up the ranks, if you 
please!", and when, m obedience to his command, we had 
gathered ourselves compactly round him, the pompous 
man gave a deep sigh of relief, filled his glass to the brim, 
pushed on the wine, and began one of his favorite ora- 
tions “They are charming, no doubt! Charming, but very 
frivolous They drag us down, so to speak, to a lower 
level They — ” 

“Do not all pronouns require antecedent notmi? ’ the 
Earl gently enquired 

“Pardon me,” said the pompous man, with lofty con- 
descension "I had overlooked the noun The ladies We 
regret their absence Yet we console ourselves Thought 
ts free With them, we arc limited to trivial topics — ^Art, 
Literature, Politics, and so forth One can bear to discuss 
such paltry matters with a lady But no man, in his senses 

(he looked sternly round the table, as if defying con 

tradiction) “ — ever yet discussed WINE with a ladyl” 
He sipped his glass of port, leaned back in his chair, and 
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^owly raised it up to his ey^ so as to look through it at the 
lamp. “The vintage, my Lord?” he enquired, glancing at 
his host. 

The Earl named the date. 

“So I had supposed. But one likes to be certain. The 
tint is, perhaps, slightly pale. But the body is unquestion- 
able. And as for the bouquet—^* 

Ah, that magic Bouquet! How vividly that single word 
recalled the scene! Theliitle beggar-boy turninghis somer- 
sault in the road — the sweet little crippled maiden in my 
arms— the mysterious evanescent nursenuid — all rushed 
tumultuously into my mind, like the creatures of a dream : 
and through this mental haze there still boomed on, like 
the tolling of a bell, the solemn voice of the great con- 
noisseur of WINEl 

Even his utterances had taken on themselves a strange 
and dream-like form. “No,” he resumed— and why is 
I pause to ask, that, in caking up the broken thread of a 
dialogue, one always begins wiA this cheerless monosyl- 
lable? After much anxious thought, I have come to the 
conclusion that the object in view is the same as that of 
the schoolboy, when the sum he is working has got into a 
hopeless muddle, and when in despair he takes the sponge, 
tvashes it all out, and begins again. Just in the same way 
the bcsvildered orator, by the simple process of denying 
everything that has been hitherto asserted, makes a clean 
sweep of the whole discussion, and can “start fair” with 
a fresh theory. “No,” he resumed : "there’s nothing like 
cherry-jam, after all. That’s what I say!” 

“Not for all qualities!” an eager little man shrilly inter- 
posed. “For richness of general tone I don’t say that it has 
a rival. But for delicacy of modulation — for what one may 
call the 'harmonics' of flavour— give me good old rasp- 
berry-\im\" 
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“Allow me one word! ’ The fu red faced man, quite 
hoarse with cxciicmcnt, broke into the dnloguc “It’s too 
important a question to be settled by Amateurs! I can give 
you the views of a /Vo/«//o/j< 7/— perhaps the most ex- 
perienced jam taster now living. Why, I’sc known him fix 
the age of strawberry jam, to a day — and we all know 
w'hat a dilhcult jam it is to give a date to— on a single 
tasungl Well, 1 pm to him the very question you are dis- 
cussing His words were V^err>' jam is best, for mere 
chiaroscuro of flavour raspberry jam lends itself best to 
those resolved discords that linger so lovingly on the 
tongue but, for rapturous utterness of saccharine perfec- 
tion, It’s apneot jam first and the rest nowhere^' That 
was well put, Hasn’t it>” 

“Consummately putl” shrieked the eager little man 

“I know your friend well,” said the pompous man “As 
a jam taster, he has no rival! Yet I scarcely think — " 

But here the discussion became general and his words 
were lost in a confused medley of names, every guest 
sounding the praises of his own fiivonte jam At length, 
through the dm, our host’s voice made itself heard “Let 
us join the ladies!' These words seemed to recall me to 
waking life, and I felt sure that, for the last few minutes, 

I had relapsed into the “eerie” state 

“A strange dream!” I said to myself as we trooped up- 
stairs “Grown men discussing, as seriously as if they were 
matters of life and death, the hopelessly tnvial details of 
mere delicacies, that appeal to no higher human function 
than the nerves of the tongue and palate* What a humil- 
laung spectacle such a discussion would be in ivaking 
Wei” 

When, on our way to the drawing room, I received 
from the housekeeper my little friends, clad m the dainti- 
est of evening costumes, and looking, in the flush of ex 
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'pectant delight, more radiantly beautiful than I had ever 
seen them before, I felt no shock of surprise, but accepted 
the fact \vith the same unreasoning apathy with 'which 
one meets the events of a’ dream, and was, merely con- 
scious of a vague anxiety as to how they would acquit 
themselves in so novel a scene — forgetting that Court-life 
in Outland was a^"^ood training as they could need for 
Society in the more substantial world. 

It would be best, I thought, to introduce them as soon 
as possible to some good-natured lady-guest, and I selected 
the young lady whose piano-forte-pbying had been so 
much talked of. “I am sure you like children,” I said. 
“May 1 introduce two little friends of mine? This is Syl- 
vie— and this is Bruno.” 

The young lady kissed Sylvie very graciously. She 
would have done the same for Bruno, bur he hastily drew 
back out of reach. “Their faces are new to me," she said. 
“Where do you come from, my dear?" 

I had not anticipated so Inconvenient a question; and, 
fearing that it might embarrass Sylvie, I answ-ered for her. 
“They come from some distance. They are only here just 
for this one evening.” 

“How far have you come, dear’” the young lady per- 
sisted. 

Sylvie looked puzzled. “A mile or two, I she 

said doubtfully. 

“A mile or three” said Bruno. 

“You shouldn’t say ‘a mile or three,' ” Sylvie corrected 
him. 

The young lady nodded approval. “Sylvie’s quite right. 

It isn’t usual to say *a mile or three' ” 

“It'^\'ouId be usual — if we said it often enough,” said 
Bruno, 

It was the young lady’s turn to look puzzled now. “He's 
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very quick, for his age!” she murmured. "YouVe not more 
than seven, arc you, clear?” she added aloud 
“I’m not so many as that*' said Bruno “I’m one. Sylvie’s 
one Sylvie and me is ttvo. Sylvte taught me to count.’’ 

“Oh, 1 wasn’t counting you, you knowl” the young 
lady laughingly replied 
“Hasn’t 00 learnt to count?’’ said Bruno 
The young lady bit her lip. “Dear! What embarrassing 
questions he iloes askl’’ she said m a half audible “aside.” 
“Bruno, you shouldn’t!” Sylvie said reprovingly. 
“Shouldn’t tvhat?" said Bruno 
“You shouldn’t ask— that sort of questions” 

"What sort of questions?” Bruno mischievously per- 
sisted 

“What she told you not,” Sylvie replied, with a shy 
glance at the young lady, and losing all sense of grammar 
m her confusion 

“Oo ca’n’t pronounce u!” Bruno triumphantly cried 
And he turned to the young lady, for sympathy m his vic- 
tory “I f^newed she couldn’t pronounce ’umbrella-sting’l” 
The young lady thought it best to return to the aruh- 
mctical problem “When I asked if you were seven, you 
know, I didn’t mean ‘how many children?' I meant ‘hmv 
many years — ' ” 

“Only got two cars,” said Bruno “Nobody’s got seven 
ears” 

"And you belong to this little girl?” the young lady con- 
tinued, skilfully evadmg the anatomical problem 
“No, I doesn’t belong to her\" said Bruno “Sylvie be- 
longs to me!" And he clasped his arms round her as he 
added “She arc my very mine!” 

“And, do you know,” said the young lady, “I’ve a Utdc 
sister at home, exactly like yotir sister? I’m sure they’d 
love each other " 
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“They'd be very extremely useful to each other," Bruno 
said, thoughtfully. “And they v^uldn’t u’ant no looking- 
glasses to brush their hair vwz." 

“Why not, my child?" 

“Why, each one W’ould do for the other one’s looking- 
glass a-course!" cried Bruno. 

But here Lady Muriel, who had been standing by, lis- 
tening to this bewildering dialogue, interrupted it to ask if 
the young lady would fa\-our us with some music; and the 
children followed their new friend to the piano. 

Arthur came and sat down by me. “If rumour speaks 
truly,” he whispered, “we arc to have a real treat!" And 
then, amid a breathless silence, the performance began. 

She was one of those pbyers whom Society talks of as 
“brilliant,” and she dashed into the loveliest of Haydn’s 
Symphonies in a style that was dearly the outcome of 
years of patient study under the best masters. At first it 
seemed to be the perfection of piano-forte-playing; but in 
a few minutes I began to ask myself, wearily, "What is it 
that Is wanting? Why does one get no pleasure from it?" 

Then I set myself to listen intently to every note; and 
the mystery explained itself. There waj an almost-perfca 
mechanical correctness — and there was nothing else! False 
notes, of course, did not occur; she knew the piece too well 
for that; but there was just enough irregularity of time to 
betray that the pbyer had no real “car” for music — ^)ust ' 
enough inarticulateness in the more elaborate passages to 
show that she did not think her audience worth taking 
real pains for — just enough mechanical monotony of ac- 
cent to take all sotd out of the heavenly modulations she 
was probning — ^in short, it was simply irritating; and, 
when she had rattled off the finale and had struck the final 
chord as if, the instrument being now done with, it didn’t 
matter ho%v many wires she broke, I could not even affect 
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to join in the stereotyped than\ youl" which xvas 

chorused around me. 

Lady Muriel joined us for a moment. “Isn’t it bcauti- 
fill?'’ she whispered, to Arthur, with a mischievous smile. 

“No It isn'tl” said Arthur. But the gentle sweetness of 
his face quite neutrahscrl the apparent rudeness of the 
reply. 

“Such execution, you know!" she persisted. 

“Th.'it’s wlnt she dcicrvctf Arthur doggedly replied: 
'‘but people arc so prejudiced against capital — " 

' Now you’re beginning to talk nonsense!” Lady MuncI 
cried “But you do like Music, don't you^ You said so 
just now.” 

“Do I like hlttsie?" the Doctor repe-ated softly to him 
self. “My dear Lady Muriel, there is Music and Music. 
Your question is painfully vague You might as well ask 
'Do you like People? ” 

Lady Muriel bit her hp, frowned, and stamped with one 
tmy foot As a dramatic representation of ill temper, it 
was distinctly not a success However, it took m one of 
her audience, and Bruno hastened to interpose, as peace- 
maker in a rising quarrel, with the remark “/ likes 
Peoplesl” 

Arthur laid a loving hand on the. little curly head. 
“What? All Peoples?” he enquired 
* “Not all Peoples,” Bruno explained “Only but Sylvie— 
and Lady Muriel — and him — ” (pointing to the E.'irl) 
“and oo — and ool” 

“You shouldn’t point at people," said Sylvie “It’s very 
rude ” 

“In Bruno’s World," I said, “there are only four People 
— worth mcnlioningl” 

“In Bruno’s World!" Lady Muriel repeated thought- 
fully “A bright and flowery world Where the grass is al- 
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vrVjS green, where ihe breezes always blow softly, and the 
rain<louds never gather; where there arc no svild beasts, 
and no deserts — *’ 

“There must be deserts,*’ Artliur decisively remarked. 
“At least if it was my ideal world.” 

“But what possible use is there in a desert?" said Lady 
Afuriel. “Surely you would have no waldcrncss in yuur 
ideal world?" 

Arthur smiled, “But indeed I wotild!" he said. “A wil- 
derness would be more necessary than a railway; and far 
more conducive to general happiness than church-bells!” 

“But what would you use it for?” 

"To praer/fr he replied. “All the young ladies, 

that have no ear for music; but insist on learning jr, should 
be conveyed, every morning, two or three miles into the 
wilderness. There each would find a comfortable room 
provided for her, and also a cheap second-hand piano- 
forte, on which she might play for hours, without adding 
one needless pang to the sum of human misery!” 

Lady Muriel gbneed round in alarm, lest these bar- 
barous sentiments should be overheard. But the fair mu- 
sician was at a safe distance. “At any rate you must allow 
that she’s a stvcct girl?” she resumed. 

“Oh, certainly. As sw’cct as eaii sucree, if you choose — 
and nearly as intcresung!" 

“You arc inoirrigiblc!” said Lady Muriel, and turned to 
me. “I hope you found Mrs. Mills an interesting compan- 
ion?” 

“Oh, tha^s her name, is it?" I said. *‘I fancied there was 
more of it." 

“So there is: and it will be ‘at your proper peril’ (what- 
ever that may mean) if you ever presume to address her 
as ‘Mrs. Mills.’ She is ‘Mrs. Ernest — Atkinson — 

’’She is one of those woufcf-6c grandees, ” said’ Arthur, 
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"who think that, by tacking on to their surname all their 
spare Chnstian-namcs, with hyphens between, they can 
give It an aristocratic flavour As if it wasn’t trouble 
enough to remember one surnamcl" 

By this time the room was getting crowded, as the 
guests, invited for the cvcningparty, were beginning to 
arrive, and Lady Munel had to de\oic herself to the task 
of welcoming them, which she did vvith the swceicsi grace 
imaginable S^Imc and Biuno stood by her, deeply inter- 
ested m the process 

"I hope you like my friends^" she said to them "Spe- 
cially my dear old friend, Mem Herr (What’s become of 
him, I wonder? Oh, there he isf), that old gentleman m 
spectacles, wth a long beard?" 

"He’s a grand old gentlcmanl’ Sylvie said, gazing ad 
miringly at "Mein Herr,’’ who had settled down in a cor- 
ner, from which hts mild eyes beamed on us through a 
gigantic pair of spectacles "And what a loxely beardl” 
"What docs he call his*scl£?’’ Bruno whispered 
"He calls himself 'Mem Herr,’ ” Sylvie whispered m 
reply 

Bruno shook his head impatiently ‘ That’s what he calls 
his /iatr, not his self, oo sill) ’ ’ He appealed to me "What 
doos he call his self, Mister Sir?’ 

' That’s the only name / know of," I said “But he looks 
very lonely Don’t you pity his grey hairs>" 

‘ I pities his selff* said Bruno, still harping on the mis- 
nomer, "but I doesn't pity his Aair, one bit. His hair ca’n’t 
feell ’ 

‘ We met him this afternoon,” said Sylvie "We’d been 
to see Nero, and we’d had stick fun with him, making 
him invisible again* And we saw that nice old gentleman 
as we came back ’’ 
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“Well, let’s go and talk to him, and cheer him up a 
little,” 1 said: “and perhaps we shall find out what he calls 
himself.” 


Chapter XI 

The Nfan in the Moon 

T he children came willingly. With one of them on each 
side of me, I approached the corner occupied by “Mein 
Herr.” “You don't object to 1 hope?” I began. ’ 

"Crabbed age and yoiitb cannot live togetherl” the old 
man cheerfully replied, with a most genial smile. “Now 
lake a good look at me, my childrcnl You would guess me 
to be an old man, wouldn’t you?” 

At first sight, though his face had reminded me so mys* 
tcriously of “the Professor,” he had seemed to be decidedly 
a yoxtnger man: but, when I came to look into the tvon* 
derfu! depth of those large dreamy eyes, I felt, tvith a 
strange sense of awe, that he svas incalculably oldert he 
seemed to gaze at us out of some by-gone age, centuries 
asvay. 

“I don’t know if oo're an old man,” Bruno answered, as 
the children, won over by the gentle voice, crept a little 
closer to him. “I thinks oo’re «gAry./Ar«.” 

"He is very exacti” said Mein Herr. 

“Is he anything like right?” I said. 

“There arc reasons,” Mein Herr gently replied, "reasons 
which I am not at liberty to explain, for not mentioning 
definiiely any Persons, Places, or Dales. One remark only 
I will permit myself to make — that the period of life, be- 
tween the ages of a hundred-and-sixty-five and a hundred- 
and-seventy-five, is a specially cafe one.” 
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“How do you make that out?” I said. 

“Thus. You would consider swimming to be a very safe 
amusement, if you scarcely ever heard of any one dying 
of It. Am I not right in thinking that you never heard of 
any one dying between those two ages?" 

“I see what you mean," I said: “but I’m afraid you ca’n’t 
prose to be safe, on the same principle. It is no 

uncommon thing to hear of some one being drotvned " 
“Jn my country,” said Mem Herr, “no one is ever 
drowned ” 

“Is thtre no water deep enough?” 

“Plenty ! But w e ca’n’t stnf{. We arc all lighter than wa- 
ter. Let me explain," he added, seeing my look of surprise. 
“Suppose you desire a race of pigeons of a particular shape 
or colour, do you not select, from year to year, those that 
are nearest to the shape or colour you want, and keep 
those, and part with the others?" 

“We do," I replied “We call it ‘Artificial Selection ’ ” 
“Exactly so," said Mem Heir. “Well, tve have practised 
that for some centuries — constantly selecting the lightest 
people, so that, now, everybody is lighter than water," 
“Then you never can be drowned at sea7 ' 

“Ncvcrl It IS only on the land—lai instance, when at- 
tending a play m a theatre— that we are m such a danger. 
“How can that happen at a theatre? ' 

“Our theatres arc all underground. Large tanks of wa- 
ter arc placed above If a fire breaks out, the taps are turn- 
ed, and in one minute the theatre is flooded, up to the very 
roof’ Thus the fire is extinguished ’’ 

“And the audience, I presume?" 

“That IS a minor matter,” Mem Herr carelessly replied 
“But they have the comfort of knowing that, whether 
drowned or not, they are all lighter than water We have 
not yet reached the standard of making people lighter 
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than air: but wc are aiming at it; and, in another thou- 
sand years or so—” 

' “What doos 00 do wiz the peoples that’s too heaty?” 
Bruno solemnly enquired. 

“We have applied the same process," Mein Herr con- 
tinued, not noticing Bruno’s question, “to many other 
purposes. Wc have gone on selecting tfal^ing-stici^s — al- 
svays keeping those that tvalkcd best — till tve have obtain- 
ed some, that can \valk by themselves! We have gone on 
selecting cotton-wool, till wc have got/somc lighter than 
air! You’ve no idea what a useful material it isl Wc call it 
‘Impondcral.’ " 

"What do you use it for?” 

“Well, chiefly for padding articles, to go by Parcel-Post. 
It makes them weigh lets than nothing, j ou know.” 

“And how do the Post-Office people know what you 
have to pay?” 

“That’s the beauty of the new systeml” Mein Herr cried 
exultingly. “They pay us: wc don’t pay theml I’ve often 
got as much as five shillings for sending a parcel.” 

“But doesn’t your Government object?” ^ 

“Well, they object a little. They say it comes so ex- 
pensive, in the long run. But the thing’s as clear as day- 
light, by their ow’n rules. If I send a parcel, that weighs a 
pound more than nothing, I poy three-pence: so, of course, 
if it weighs a pound less than nothing, I ought to receive 
three-pence.” 

"It is indeed a useful aruclc!” I said. 

“Yet even ‘ImpondcraJ’ has its disadvantages,” he re- 
sumed. “I bought some, a few days ago, and put it into my 
hat, to carry it home, and the hat simply floated aw^ay!” 

“Had 00 some of that funny stuff in oor hat today?" 
Bruno enquired. “Sylvie and me saw 00 in the road, and 
oor hat were ever so high up* Weren’t it, Sylvie.?” 
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“How do you make that out?” I said. 

“Thus. You would consider swimming to be a very safe 
amusement, i£ you scarcely ever heard of any one dying 
of It. Am 1 not right in thinking that you never heard of 
any one dying between those two ages?” 

“I see what you mean,” I said, “but I’m afraid you ca’n't 
prove rti/imnimg to be safe, on the same prmciple. It is no 
uncommon thing to hear of some one being drowned." 

“In country,” said Mem Herr, “no one is evef 
drowned ” 

“Is th«re no water deep enough?” 

“Plenty! But we ca’n’t sttt^ We are all lighter than wa' 
ter. Let me explain,” he added, seeing my look of surprise. 
“Suppose you desire a race of pigeont of a particular shape 
or colour, do you not select, from year to year, those that 
are nearest to the shape or colour you want, and keep 
those, and part with the others?” 

“We do,” 1 replied “We call it ‘Artificial Selection * ” 
“Exactly so,” said Mem Herr “Well, we have practised 
that for some centuries — constantly selecting the lightest 
people so that, now, everybody is lighter than ^vatc^.” 
“Then, you never can be drowned at sea? ' 

“Ncvcrl It IS only on the land — for instance, when at- 
tending a play in a theatre— that we arc in such a danger. 
“How can that happen at a theatre?" 

“Our theatres are all underground Large tanks of wa- 
ter are placed above If a fire breaks out, the taps are turn- 
ed, and in one minute the theatre is flooded, up to the very 
roof* Thus the fire is extinguished ” 

"And theaudiencc,! presume?” 

“That IS a minor matter,'* Mctn Herr carelessly replied 
“But they have the comfort of knowing that, whether 
drowned or not, they arc all lighter than water. We have 
not yet reached the standard of making people lighter 
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than air: but \vc are aiming at it; and, in another thou- 
sand years or so — " 

- “What does 00 do \viz the peoples that’s too hea\7?” 
Bruno solemnly enquired. 

“We have applied the same process,” Mein Herr con- 
tinued, not noticing Bruno’s question, “to many other 
purposes. We have gone on selecting al- 

^\’ays keeping those that walked till we have obtain- 
ed some, that can u’alk by themselves! have gone on 
selecting cotton-wool, till we have goo some lighter than 
air! You’ve no idea what a useful material it is! We call it 
‘Impondcral.’ ” 

“What do you use it for?” 

“Well, chiefly for packing articles, to go by Parcel-Post. 
It makes them weigh less than nothing, you knosv.” 

“And how do the Post-Oflicc people knotv tvhat you 
have to pay?” 

“That’s the beauty of the new systemi” Mein Herr cried 
exultlngly. “They pay us: we don’t pay them! Tve often 
got as much as five shillings for sending a parcel.” 

“But doesn’t your Government object?” 

“Well, they do object a little. They say it comes so ex- 
pensive, in the long run. But the thing’s as clear as day- 
light, by ihdr own rules. If 1 send a parcel, that weighs a 
pound more than nothing, I pay three-pence: so, of course 
if it weighs a pound less than nothing, I ought to receive 
three-pence.” 

“It is indeed a useful article!” I said. 

‘Tet even ‘Impondcral’ has its disadvantages,” he re- 
sumed. “I bought some, a few days ago, and put it into my 
hat, to carry it home, and the hat simply floated away!” 

• “Had 00 some of that-funny stuff in oor hat today?" 
Bruno enquired. “Sylvie and me saw 00 in the road, and 
oor hat were ever so high up* Weren’t it, Sylvie?” 
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“No, ilni cjuuc another thmq," snid ^^cln Herr 
“Tltcrc wts a drop or t\\o of rain falling* so I put mv hat 
on the lop of my stick— as an umbrella, )ou know. As I 
came along the road,” he conunued, turning to mc^ “I 
%\as overnken by — " 

“ — 1 shower of ram?** said Bruno. 

“Well, it looJieti more like the tail of a dog,” Mem Herr 
replied “It was the most curious thingl Something rub- 
bed ancciionatcly against m> knee And I looked down 
And I could see nathiagi Only, about a yard off, there 
was n dog‘s tail, wngging, all b) itself! ‘ 

"Oh, Syhie!’ Bruno murmured reproachfully “Oo 
didn’t finish making him visible!" 

“I’m ro sorry!" Sylvie said, looking very penitent "1 
meant to rub it along hts back, but we were m such a 
hurry We'l! go and finish him tomorrow Poor thingl 
Perhaps hell get no supper tonight! ’ 

“Coiirje he won’tl" said Bruno * Nobody never gives 
bones to a dog’s tail!” 

Mem Herr looked from one to the other m blank as- 
tonishment ‘ I do not understand you,” he said "I had 
lost my way, and I was consulting a pocket map, and 
somehow I had dropped one of my gloves, and this in- 
visible Something, that had rubbed against my knee, ac- 
tually brought It back to mcl" 

“Course he didl” said Bruno ‘ He’s tvelly fond of fetch- 
ing things ” 

Mein Herr looked so thoroughly bewildered that I 
thought It best to change the subject "What a useful thing 
a fwcket map tsl ' I cemarLed 
“That’s another thing we’ve learned from your Nation,” 
said Mem Herr, “map making But we vccamed it much 
further tlian yo« What do you consider the largest map 
that would be really useful? ’ 
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“About stT inches to the mile.” 

“Only six inches!" exclaimed Afcin Herr. “Wc very 
soon got to six yards to the mile. Then we tried a hundred 
yards to the mile. And then came the grandest idea of all! 
Wc actually made a map of the country, on the scale of 
a mile to the mile!" 

“Have you used it much?” I enquired. 

“It has never been spread out, yet,” said Mein Herr: 
“the farmers abjected i they said it would cover the whole 
country, and shut out the sunlighti So wc now use the 
country itself, as its own map, and I assure you it docs 
nearly as well. Now let me ask you another question. 
What is the smallest world you xTOuld care to inhabit?” 

'7 know!” cried Bruno, who was listening intently. “I'd 
like a little teeny-tiny world, just big enough for Sylvie 
and mel" 

“Then you would have to stand on opposite sides of it,” 
said Mein Herr. “And so you xvould never see your sister 
atalll" 

“And I’d have no lessons" said Bruno. 

"You don’t mean to say you’ve been trying experiments 
in that directionl” I said. 

“Well, not experiments exactly. Wc do not profess to 
construct planets. But a sdcntiBc friend of mine, who has 
made several balloon-voyages, assures me he has visited a 
planet so small that he could xvalk right round it in twenty 
minutesi There had been a great battle, just before his 
visit, which had ended rather oddly: the vanquished army 
ran away at full speed, and in a very few minutes found 
themselves face-to-face with the victorious army, who 
were marching home again, and who were so frightened 
at finding themselves between two armies, that they sur- 
rendered at onccl Of course that lost them the battle, 
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though, OS a matter of fact, they had killed all the soldiers 
on the other side.” 

“Killed soldiers carCt run away,” Bruno thoughtfully 
remarked. 

“ ‘Killed’ IS a technical word,” replied Mem Herr. “In 
the little planet I speak of, the bullets were made of soft 
black stuff, which marked everything it touched. So, after 
a battle, all you had to do was to count how many soldiers 
on each side were ‘killed’ — that means ‘marked on the 
back^l for marks in front didn’t count ” 

“Then you couldn’t ‘kill’ any, unless they ran awav^” I 
said 

“My scientific friend found out a better plan than that 
He pointed out that, if only the bullets were sent the other 
way round the world, they would hit the enemy in the 
baeh_ After that, the worst marksmen were considered 
the best soldiers ; and the very worst of alt always got First 
Prize ” 

‘‘And how did you decide which was the very worst of ' 
all?" 

“Easily The best possible shooting is, you know, to hit 
what IS exactly m front of you so of course the worst pos 
siblc IS to hit what is exactly behind you ” 

“They were strange people in that little planet'” I said 

“They were indeed* Perhaps their method of govern- 
ment was the strangest of all In this planet, I am told, a 
Nation consists of a number of Subjects, and one King* 
but, m the little planet I speak of, it consisted of a number 
of Kings, and one Subjectl" 

“You say you are ‘told’ what happens m this planet," I 
said “May I venture to guess that you yourself arc a 
visitor from some other planet?” 

Bruno chppcd his hands in his excitement “Is oo the 
Man m the Moon?” he cned 
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Mein Herr looked uneasy. "I am not in ihc Moon, my 
child," he said evasively. “To return to what I was say- 
ing. I think that method of government ought to answer 
well. You see, the Kings would be sure to make Laws 
coniradicting each other: so the Subject could never be 
punished, because, whaieaer he did he’d be obeying some 
Law." 

“And, whatever he tlid, he’d be drVobeying some Law!" 
cried Bruno. “So he’d always be punished!” 

Lady Muriel was passing at the moment, and caught 
the last word. "Nobody’s going to be punished here!” she 
said, taking Bruno in her arms. “This is Liberty-Hall! 
Would you lend me the children for a minute?" 

“The children desert us, you see,’’ I said to Mein Herr, 
as she carried them off: “so we old folk must keep each 
other companyl” 

The old man sighed. “Ah, tvell! ^Ve’re old folk now; 
and yet I was a child myself, once— at least I fancy so." 

It tl/el seem a rather unlikely fancy, 1 could not help 
owning to myself— looking at the shaggy white hair, and 
the long beard — that he could ei'er have been a child. 
“You are fond of young people^” I said. 

"Young men," he replied. “Not of children exaedy. I 
used to teach young men — many a year ago — in my dear 
old University!” 

“I didn’t quite catch its name?" I hinted. 

“I did not name it,” the old man replied mildly. “Nor 
would you know the name if I did. Strange tales I could 
tell you of all the changes I have witnessed therel But it 
s\’Quld weary you, I fear." 

“No, indeed!” 1 said. “Pray go on. What kind of 
changes?” 

But the old man scented to be more in a humour for 
questions than for answers, “Teff me," he said, faying fus 
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hand impressively on my arm, “tell me something. For 
1 am .a stranger in your land, and I know IjuIc of your 
modes of education: yet something tells me wf arc fur- 
ther on than you m die eternal cycle of change — and 
that many a theory tt/e have tried and found to fail, you 
also will try, with a wilder enthusiasm: you also will find 
to fail, with a bitterer dcspairl” 

It was strange to see how, as he talked, and his words 
flowed more and more freely, with a certain rhythmic 
eloquence, his features seemed to glow with an inner 
light, and the whole man seemed to be transformed, as 
if he had grown fifty years younger in a moment of lime. 


Chapter Xlf 

Fairy-Music 

The silence that ensued \va< broken by the voice of the 
musical young lady, who had seated herself near us, and 
was conversing with one of the ncwly-arrived guests. 
“Well!” she said in a tone of srornful surprise. “We are 
to have something new m the svay of music, it appears!” 

I looked round for an expbnauon, and was nearly as 
much astonished as the speaker herself: it was Sylvte 
whom Lady Muriel was leading to the piano! 

"Do try It, my darling*’’ she was saying. “I’m sure you 
can play very nicelyl” 

looked. cQTicui «. wvt, vntfci iTi her tyes. 1 
tried to give her an encouraging smile, but it was evi- 
dently a great strain on the nerves of a child so wholly 
unused to be made an exhibition of, and she was fright- 
ened and unhappy. Yet here came out the perfect sweet- 
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the name of this so charming an atrl It is of an opera, 
most surely. Yet not even will the opera remind his name 
to mcl What you call him, dear child?” 

Sylvie looked round at him with a rapt expression of 
face. She had ceased playing, but her fingers still wan- 
dered fitfully over the keys All fear and shyness had 
quite passed away now, and nothing remained but the 
pure ]oy of the music that had thrilled our hearts 
‘ The title of it!" the Count repeated impaUcntly “How 
call you the opera?" 

“I don’t knoiv what an opera w,” Sylvie half-whispercd 
“How, then, call you the atr? ' 

“I don’t know any name for it,” Sylvie replied, as she 
rose from the instrument 

"But this IS marvcUousl” exclaimed the Count, follow 
ing the child, and addressing himself to me, as if 1 were 
the proprietor of this musical prodigy, and so must know 
the origin of her music "You have heard her play this, 
sooner — I would say ‘before this occasion’? How call you 
the atr?” 

I shook my head, but was saved from, more questions 
by Lady Muriel, who came up to petition the Count for 
a song 

The Count spread out his hands apologetically, and 
ducked his head ‘ Bur, Milady, I have already respected 
— would say prospected — ^all your songs, and there shall 
be none fitted to my voice! They arc not for basso voices!” 

‘Wo’ n’t you look at them again?" Lady Muriel im 
plorcd 

■^Lct's help him^" Bruno whispered to Sylvie "Let’s 
get him — you know!” 

Sylvie nodded “Shall ti/e look for a song for you?" 
she said sweetly to the Count 
‘Mais out> the little man exclaimed 
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“Of course we may!” said Bruno, while, each taking 
a hand of the delighted Count, they led him to the music- 
stand. 

“There is still hope!” said Lady Muriel over her shoul- 
der, as she followed them. 

I turned to "Mein Herr," hoping to resume our inter- 
rupted conversation. “You were remarking — ” I began: 
but at this moment Sylvie came to call Bruno, who had 
returned to my side, looking unusually serious. “Do come, 
Bruno!" she entreated. "You know weVe nearly found 
ill” Then, in a whisper, "The locket's in my hand, now. 
I couldn’t get it out while they were lookingl" 

But Bruno drew back. “The man called me names,” 
he said with dignity. 

"What names?” I enquired with some curiosity. 

: “I asked him,” said Bruno, "which sort of song he liked. 
And he said 'A song of a man, not of a lady.' And I said 
'Shall Sylvie and me find you the song of Mister Totiles?’ 
And he said 'Wait, cell’ And I’m not an eel, 00 know!" 

*Tm iure he didn’t mean it!” Sylvie said earnestly. 
“It’s something French— you knotv he ca’n’t talk English 
so well as—” 

Bruno relented visibly. “Course he knows no better, if 
he’s Flenchl Flenchmcn never can speak English so 
goodly as tit!" And Sylvie led him away, a willing cap- 
tive. 

“Nice children!" said the old man, taking off his spcc- 
ucles and rubbing them carefully. Then he put them on 
again, and watched with an approving smile, while the 
children tossed over the heap of music, and we just 
caught Sylvie’s reproving svords, “We’re not making hay, 
Bruno!” 

"Tills has been a long interruption to our conversa- 
tion," I aid. “Pray let us go on!” 
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■■Willinglyl" replied the gentle old mm "I was mueh 

passed his hand uneasily aeross his brow. "One Wets ” 

he m , hT, of your teaehers do you ?alue 

"'•’“o o'o easily under- 

st^d or those who puYzle you at every turn?" 

the tlehe -no^ 

the teachers we couldn t qujic understand 

\Ve^rl“’’ '*’0 ™y ” begins. 

Well, me were at that stage some eighty years aiWor 

™rv' vr."’' d°" S“‘ -0- 

Z 7 oJr 7 « I 'W year we admired him moro-,ust 

s«oe aifd a? "" “ >" “ '“"d- 

seape, and admire a view with franue delight when they 

Morarp"h f""®! ““ ^00 how It rnded.™ ts 

Moral Philosophy that our idol lectured on Well hrs 
pupils eouldn t nralve head or tail o£ it, but they got I’t all 
by heart; and when Examinauon tim^ came w ote 

LX’- 'Boouwf X 

£—“;r.S;s.- 

And how did it end?” 

£oui“rht^t^:T.;em^h^ph,^'’,C 

about Moral Phrlosophy So L abdished"T "^ehtf 
classes, examiners, and aU And .£ any one ,0 

learn anything about it, he had to raahe it our 
sel£, and a£ler another tsventy years or so there were seT 
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**Ii's ihe last one," said the old man. "I must have tired 
you out with my long storj'. Each College vvanicd to get 
the clever boys: so x\x adopted a system svhich we had 
heard was very popular in England: the Colleges com- 
peted against each other, and the boys let themselves out 
to the highest bidderl WTiat geese we were! Why, they 
were bound to come to the University somehow. We 
needn't have paid ’em! And all our money went in get- 
ting clever boys to come to one College rather than an- 
other! The competition was so keen, that at last mere 
money-payments were not enough. Any College, that 
wished to Secure some specially clever young man, had 
to waylay him at the Sntion, and hunt him through the 
streets. The first who touched him was allowed to hasx 
him." 

"That hunting-down _of the scholars, as they arrived, 
must have been a curious business,” I said. "Could you 
give me some idea of what it wos like?" 0 

“WilUnglyl" said the old man. *‘I will desaibe to y^ou 
the very last Hunt that took place, before that form of 
Sport (for it svas actually reckoned among the Sports of 
the day: we called it ‘Cub-Hunting’) was finally aban- 
doned. 1 svitnessed it myself, as I happened to be passing 
by at the moment, and vvas what we called 'in at the 
death.’ I cm sec it nowf” he went on in an cxdtcd tone, 
gazing into vacancy with those large dreamy eyes of his. 
“It seems like yesterday; and yet it happened — He 
checked himself hastily, and the remaining w-ords died 
away into a whisper. 

■“How many years ago did you say?" I asked, much 
interested in the prospect of at last learning some definite 
fact in his history. 

“Many years ago,” he replied. “The scene at the Rail- 
way-Station had been (so they told me) one of svild 



i628 SYLVIE A-ND ERUNO COSCL13DED 

excitement Eight or nine Heads of Colleges had as- 
sembled at the gates (no one was alloued inside), and 
the Stauon Master had drawn a line on the pavement, 
and insisted on their all standing behind it The gates 
were flung opcnt The young man darted through them, 
and fled like lightning down the street while the Heads 
o! CoUeges actually yelled with excitement on catching 
sight of himl The Proctor gave the word, m the old 
Statutory form Semell Btsl Ter! Currtte ^ , and the Hunt 
begani Oh it was a fine sight, believe mcl At the first 
corner he dropped his Greek Lexicon further on his 
raihvayrug then various small articles then his um 
brclla lastly, what I suppose he prized most his hand 
bag but the game was up the spherical Principal of— 
of — 

Of which College^ I said 

— of one of the CoUeges he resumed, had put into 
operation the Theory — his own discovery— of Accelerated 
Velocity, and captured him just opposite to where I 
stood I shall never forget that wild breathless strugglcl 
But It was soon over Once m those great bony hands, 
escape was impossible! 

May I ask why you speak of him as the spherical 
Principal? I sa d 

The epithet referred to his shape which was a perfect 
spj ere You arc aware that a bullet, another instance of 
a perfect sphere when falling m a perfectly straight line, 
moves with Accelerated Velocity? 

I bowed assent 

Well my spherical friend (as I am proud to call him) 
set himself to investigate the catues of this He found 
them to be three One that it is a oerfcct sohere Two 
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is not upwards. When these three conditions are fulfilled, 
you get Accelerated Velocity.” 

“Hardly,” J said: “if you mil excuse my differing from 
you. Suppose we apply the theory to horizontal motion. 
IE a bullet is fired horizontally, it — ” 

“ — it does not move in a straight line” he quietly fin- 
ished my sentence for me. 

“I yield the point,” I said. “What did your friend do 
next?” 

“The next thing was to apply the theory, as you rightly 
suggest, to horizontal moixon. But the moving body, ever 
tending to fall, needs constant support, if it is to move 
in a true horizontal line. ‘What, then,’ he asked himself, 
'will give constant support to a mocing body?' And his 
answer ^vas 'Human legs!’ That was the discovery that 
immortalised his namcl” 

"His name being—?” I suggested. 

“I had not mentioned it,” was the gentle reply of my 
most unsatisfactory informant. “His next step tos an 
obvious one. He look to a diet of suct-dutnplings, until 
his body had become a perfect sphere. Then he went out 
for his first experimeota! run — which nearly cost him his 
lifcl” 

“How -was that?” 

“Well, you see, he had no idea of the tremendous new 
Force in Nature that he was calling into play. He began 
too fast. In a very few minutes he found himself moving 
at a hundred miles an hourl And, if he had not had 
the presence of mind to charge into the middle of a hay- 
stack (which he scacrcrcd to the four winds) there can be 
no doubt that he would have left the Planet he belonged 
to, and gone right aw-ay into Space!" 

"And how came that to be the lastoi the Cub-Hunts?" 

I enquired. 
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“Well, you see, ic led to a rather scandalous dispute 
between two of the Colleges Another Principal had laid 
his hand on the young man, so nearly at the same mo- 
ment as the sphertccd one, that there was no knowing 
which had touched him first The dispute got into print, 
and did us no credit, and, in short, Cub-Hunts came to 
an end Now I’ll tell you what cured us of that wild 
craze of ours, the bidding against each other, for the 
clever scholars, just as if they were articles to be sold by 
auction! Just when the craze had reached its highest 
point, and when one of the Colleges had actually adver- 
tised a Scholarship of one thousand pounds per annum, 
one of our tourists brought us the manuscript of an old 
African legend— I happen to have a copy of it in my 
pocket Shall I translate it for you?” 

"Pray go on,” I said, though I felt 1 was getting very 
sleepy. 


Chapter XIII 
What Tottles Meant 

Mein Herr unrolled the manuscript, but, to my great 
surprise, instead of reading it, he began to sing it, in a 
rich mellow >oicc that seemed to ring Uirough the room. 

"One thousand pounds per annuum 
Is not so had a figure, eontel ' 

Cried Tottles "And I tell you, fiat, 

A man may marry welt on that! 

To say 'the Husband needs the Wife" 

Is not the H ay to represent it 
The erouming joy of Woman’s life 
Is Man! said Tottles {and he meant it) 
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The blissful bioney-moon u past: 

The Pair have settled dosvn at last: 

Mamma-in-taw their home will share. 

And ma\e their happiness her care. 

' Your income is ars ample one: 

Co it, my ehildrent” {And they went it). 

7 rayther thin\ this l(ind of fun 
Won't last!" said Tottles (and he meant it). 

They tooh, a little country-box — 

A box at Covent Garden also: 

They lived a life of double-knocks. 

Acquaintances began to call so: 

Their London house wat much the same 
(It took three hundred. Hear, to rent ;V): 

"Life IS a very jolly game!" 

Cried happy Tottles (and he meant it). 

"Contented with a frugal lot" 

(He altvays used that phrase at CunteHs), 

He bought a handy Uttle yacht — 

A dozen serviceable hunters — 

The fishing of a Highland Loch — 

A sailing-boat to circumvent it — 

"The sounding of that Gaelic 'och' 

Beats mcl” said Tottles (and he meant it). 

Here, with one of those convulsive starts that wake 
one up in the very act of dropping off to sleep, I became 
conscious that the deep musical tones that thrilled me 
did not belong to Mein Herr, but to the French Count. 
The old man was still conning the manuscript. 

“I beg your pardon for keeping you waitingl” he said. 
“I tvas just making sure that I knew the English for^all 
the words. I am quite ready now.” And he readmte the 
following Legend: — 
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“In a cjty that stands m the very centre of Africa, and 
IS rarely visited by the casual tourist, the people had al- 
ways bought eggs— a da'ilv necessity in a climate where 
egg (lip was the usual diet— from a Merchant who came 
to their gates once a week And tile people always hid 
wildly against each other so there was quite a lively 
auction every time the Merchant came, and the last egg 
in his basket used to fetch the value of two or three 
camels, or thereabouts And eggs got dearer every neck 
And still they drank their egg flip, and wondered where 
nil their money went to 

“And there came a day when they put their heads to 
gether. And they understood what donkeys they had 
been 

“And next day, when the Merchant came, only one 
Man went forth And he said 'Oh, thou of the hook nose 
and the goggle-eyes, thou of the measureless beard, how 
much for that lot of eggs?’ 

“And the Merchant answered him ‘I could let thee have 
that lot at ten thousand piastres the dozen ' 

‘And the Mm chuckled inwardly, and said Ten 
piastres the dozen I offer thee, and no more, oh de- 
scendant of a disunguished grandfatherl’ 

“And the Merchant stroked his beard, and said HumI 
I will await the coming of thy friends ’ So he ivaitcd 
And the Man waited with him And they waited both 
together ’ 

•The manuscript breaks off here.’ said Mem Herr as 
he rolled it up again, ' but it was enough to open our 
eyes We saw what simpletons ivc had been-buymg our 
Scholars much as those ignorant savages bought their 
eggs— and the ruinous system was abandoned 1 £ only we 
could have abandoned, along with it. all the other fash 
10ns we had borrowed from you, instead of carrying them 
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to ihrir lr>i:icj1 fciuhs! Hut h wai not tn lx:, WIui ruinct! 
my ctnintfA', ant! dro\e me from my, home, ms the in* 
tTtxfuatcnt— into the Army, of all places— <5f your thaary 
of IV.itscal Dichotomy!’* 

! trt»uh!c you too mucK'’ 1 mJ. “if I ask you 
tn explain uhat you mean by ‘the Theory of Politial 
D.'checnmy*?** 

“No trouble at all!” \rat Mein Hetr’i most courteous 
reply.*'! tjii’recnlnj'talljn::. when I pa so a listener. 
What xiaricd ilie thmp. ujth us, was the report broujjhi 
to us, by one of our roost emtnettt statesmen, who had 
Kayrd some time in linjtland, of the svay afTatrs were 
nunagrtl there. It waia political necessity (so he assured 
us, and s\e I'cliesed him. though we had ne\-er diJctn"eTcxJ 
it till that moment) that there should be tiio Parties, in 
cs-ery affair and on every subject. In Poittiet, the two 
Panics, which you had found it necessary to jmtltuic, 
were called, he told os. ‘Whip’and ’Tories'." 

“Tliai must luve been some time atjo?” I remarked. 

■'It it’jj tome Umc spo." be admmed. “.And this was 
the ss-ay the affairs of the Hntish Nation were managed, 
(You will correct me if I misrepresent it. 1 do but repeat 
what our traveler told us.) *rhcse two Panics — which 
wxre in chronic hostility to eacli other— took turns in 
conducting the Government; and the Party, that hap- 
pened not to be in power, was called the ‘Opposition’, I 
beheve.*" 

“That is the right name,** I said. “There have always 
been, so long as wc base had a Parliament at all, tifo 
Parties, one ‘in’, and one ’om’.’* 

“Well, the function of the Tns’ (if I may so call them) 
was to do the best they could for the -national welfare— 
in such things as makuig vv-ar or peace, commercial 
iratics, and $u forth?” 
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“Undoubtedly,’ I said 

“And the {unction of the ‘Outs' was (so our traveler 
assured us, though we were very incredulous at first) to 
prevent the ‘Ins' from succeeding m any of these things?" 

“To criticize and to amend their proceedings," I cor- 
rected him “It would be unpatrtotic to hinder the Gov- 
ernment in doing what was for the good of the NationI 
We have always held a Patriot to be the greatest of 
heroes, and an unpatriotic spirit to be one of the worst 
of human illsl" 

“Excuse me for a moment," the old gentleman courte- 
ously replied, taking out his pocket-book “I have a few 
memoranda here, of a correspondence 1 had with our 
tourist, and, if you will allow me, III just refresh my 
memory— although I quite agree with you— u is, as you 
say, one of the worst of human ills—" And, here Mem 
Herr began singing again — 

But oh, the worst of human silt 
(Poor Tollies found) are 'little bills' I 
And with no balance in the Ban\ 

What wonder that his spmis sanl(? 

Still, as the money flowed away 
He wondered how on earth she spent it 
' You cost me twenty pounds a day, 

At leastl ' cned Tottles (and he meant it) 

She sighed ' Those Drawing Rooms, you hjiowl 
I really never thought about it 
Mamma declared we ought to go — 

We should be Nobodtes without it 
That diamond-arclet for my brow — 

1 quite believed that she had sent if. 

Until the Bill came tn put now — ” 

‘ Viperl ' cned Tottles (and he meant u) 
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Poor Mrs.T.eou!d hear no more. 

But fainted fat upon the floor. ‘ ‘ _ 

hfamma-indaw, with anguish wild, 

' ■ See^s, all in vain, to rouse her child. 

"Quiel(! Ta\e this box of smelling-salts! 

Don't scold her, fames, or you'll repent it. 

She's a dear girl, with all her faults — ” 

"She is!” groaned Tottles {and he meant it). 

**/ was a donkey," Tottles cried, 

"To choose your daughter for my bride! 

Twos you that bid us cut a dash! 

Tis you have brought us to this smash! 

You don't suggest one single thing 
That eon in any way prevent it — " 

"Then what’s the use of arguing?" 

Shut up*” cried Tottles {and he meant it). 

Once more I started into wakefulness, and realised that 
Mein Herr s\’a$ not the singer. He was still consulting 
his memoranda. 

“It is exactly what my friend told me,” he resumed, 
after conning over various papers. '"Unpatriotic' is the 
very word I had used, in wTiting to him, and 'hinder' is 
the very word he used in his reply! Allow me to read 
you a portion of bis letter; — 


"7 can assure you! he writes, 'that, unpatriotic as you may 
thin\ it, the recognised function of the 'Opposition' is to 
hinder in every manner not forbidden by the Law, the 
action of the Government. This process is called 'Legitimate 
Obstruction': and the greatest triumph the 'Opposition' can 
ever enjoy, is when they are able to point out that, owing to 
their 'Obstruction , the Government have failed in every- 
thing they have tried to do for the good of the blaiionr " 
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“Your fncncl has not put it {itnte correctly?’ I said 
‘ The Opposition would no doubt be glad to point out 
that the Go\ernment had /nilcd through thetr own fault, 
but not that they had faded on account of Obsiructionl ’ 
‘ You thmh so?'^ he gently replied, “Allow me now to 
read to you this newspaper-cutting, tvhich my friend en- 
closed in hiS'lcttcr It is part of the report of a public 
speech, made by a Statesman who was at the time a 
member of the ‘Opposition* — 


\ 


”At the close of the Session, he thought they had no 
reason to be discontented with the fortunes of the campaign 
They had routed the enemy at every point But the pursuit 
mutt be continued They had only to follow up a disordered 
and dispirited foe ‘ 


‘ Now to what portion of your national history would 
you guess that the speaker was referring? ’ 

‘Really, the number of successful wars we have waged 
dunng the last century,’ I replied, with a glow of British 
^ride, IS far too great for me to guess, with any chance 
of success, ivhich it was we were then engaged in How 
cver^ I ^vill name Tn'dta' as the most probable The 
Mutiny was ‘no diubt, all but crushed, at the time that 
^spec6h ^ade What a fine, manly, patriotic speech 
It must have been!” I exclaimed in an outburst of en- 
thusiasm 

t, You think so? ’ he. replied, in a tone of gentle pity 
Yet my friend tells me that the 'disordered and dispirit 
•^ed ^00 &un:5lY'‘nicint the Staigsraeo. who happened to be. 
m power at the moment, that the 'pursuit' simply meant 
‘Obstruction , and that the- words "‘they had routed the 
enemy' simply meant that the Opposition had succeeded 
m hindering ihetjoverntnent from doing any of the work 
which the Nation had empowered them to do! ’ 
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, I thought it best to say nothing. ^ 

“It seemed queer to ///, just at first,” he resum^, after 
courteously v.’aiiing a minute for me to speah : “bur, when 
once we had mastered the idea, our respea for your Na^ 
lion was so great that \vc carried it into every department 
of life! It was ^the beginning oj the entf with us. ^fy 
country never held up its head again!” And the poor old 
gendeman sighed deeply. 

“Let us change the subject,” I said. “Do not distress 
yourself, I beg!" 

“No, no!” he said, with an effort to recover himself. 
“I had rather finish my storyl The next step (after re- 
ducing our Government to impotence, and putting a stop, 
to all useful legislation, which did not take us long to 
do) ss'as to introduce what \vc called ‘the glorious British 
Principle of Dichotomy’ into AgrieuUure. We persuaded 
many of the well-to-do farmers to divide their staff of 
labourers into trwi Parties, and to set them one against 
the other. They «xrc called, like our political Parties, dre 
‘Ins’ and the ‘Outs’; the business of the ‘Ins’ uus to do 
as much of ploughing, sou-ing, or whatever might be 
needed, as they could marugc in a day, and at night they, 
were paid according to die amount they had done: the 
business of the ‘Outs’ was to hinder them, and they were 
paid for the amount they had hindered. The farmers 
found they had to pay only half as much usages as they 
did before, and they didn’t observe that the amount of 
work done s\-as only a quarter as much as sras done be- 
fore: so they took it up quim enthusiastically, at first,” 

1 , And afterwards — ?” I enquired. 

.“Well, afterwards they didn’t like it quite so Tsell. In 
a'vcry short time, things setded down into a regular 
routine. No svork at all was done- So the ‘Ins’ got no 
sv’agcs, and the 'Outs’ got full pay. And the farmers never 
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disTOvercd, dll most of them were ruined, that the rascals 
had agreed to manage it so, and had shared the pay be- 
fwcen theml While the thing lasted, there were funny 
sights to be sccnl Why, Tve often watched a ploughman, 
with two horses harnessed to the plough, doing his best 
to get it jortvards; while the opposition-ploughman, with 
three donkeys harnessed at the other end, was doing hit 
best to get it bacf{tvaTds\ And the plough never moving 
an inch, either wayl” ’ 

"But tve never did anything like that!" I exclaimed. 
“Simply because you were l«s logical than we were," 
replied Mein Herr. "There is sometimes an advantage in 
being a donk— Excuse me! No personal allusion intended. 
All this happened long ago, you knowl” 

“Did the Dichotomy-Pnnctple succeed in any direc- 
tion?" I enquired. 

^‘In none!' Mein Herr candidly confessed. “It had a 
very short trial in Commerce. The shop-keepers wouldn't 
take it up, after once crying the plan of having half the 
attendants busy in folding up and carrying away the 
goods which the other half were trying to spread out up- 
on the counters. They said the Public didn’t like it!” 

“I don’t wonder at it," I remarked. ' 

“Well, we tried ‘the British Principle' for some years. 
And the end of it all was — " Hts voice suddenly dropped, 
almost to a whisper; and large tears began to roll down 
his checks. “ — the end svas that we got involved in a 
war; and there was a great battle, in which we far out- 
numbered the enemy. But svhat could one expect, when 
only half of our soldiers were fighting, and the other half 
pulling them back^ It ended in a crushing defeat — an 
utter rout. This caused a Revolution; and most of the 
Government were banished. 1 myself was accused of 
Treason, for having so stror^ly advocated ‘the British 
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Principle.’ My property U'as all forfeited, and — and— J 
'ras driven into cxiJcJ *Now the mischiefs done,' they 
said, ‘perhaps you’!! kindly leave the country?’ It nearly 
broke my heart, but I had to go!” 

The melancholy tone became a umil: the t\*ail became 
a chant: the chant became a song — though whether it 
was Mein Herr that was singing, this time, or somebody 
else, I could not feel certain. 

“Ani, note the mitehief’t done, perhaps 
Yea'll hittdly go and pac\^ot(r traps? 

Since two ( yo«r daughter and your son) 

Are Company, hut three ere none. 

A course of saving tve'll begin: 

■When change is needed. I’ll invent it: 

Don’t thinh, to put your finger in 
This pie!" cried Tattles {and he meant it) 

The music seemed to die away. Mein Herr was again 
speaking in his ordinary voice. "Now tcii me one thing 
mor^" he said. “Am I right in thinking that in your 
Universities, though a man may reside some thirty or 
forty years, you examine him, once for all, at the end of 
the first three or four?” 

“That is so, undoubtedly,” I admitted. 

‘Tractically, then, you examine a man at the beginning 
of his career!” die old man said to himself rather than 
to me. “And what guarantee have you that he retains the 
knowledge for which you have rewarded him — before- 
hand, as fve should say?” 

! /‘None,” I admitted, feeling a little puzzled at the drift 
of his remarks. “How do you secure that object?” 

“By examining him at the end of his thirty or forty 
years — not at the beginning,” he gendy replied. “On an 
average, the knowledge then found is about one-fifth of 
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what It was at first — the process of forgettihg going oh 
at a very steady uniform rate— and he, who forget^ least, 
gets most honQuf> and most rewards ’ ” 

‘ Then you. give him the money when he needs iflib 
longer? And you make him live most of his life on 
fiothtn^f'* ’ ' 

‘‘Hardly that He gives his orders to the tradesmen: 
they supply him, for forty, sometimes fifty years, at their 
own risk then he gets his Fellowship — ^which pays him 
in one year as much as your Fellowships pay in fifty — 
and then he can easily pay all his bills, with interest” 
"But suppose he fails to get his Fellowship ? That must 
occasionally happen” 

“That occasionally happens ” Ii was Mem Herr’s turn, 
now, to make admissions 
"And what becomes of the tradesmen?" 


"They calculate accordingly When a man appears to be 
getting alarmingly ignorant, or Stupid, they will some- 
'times refuse to supply him any longer You have no idea 
With what enthusiasm a man will begin to rub up his 
forgotten sciences or languages, when his butcher has cut 
off the supply of beef and mutton!" ^ 

“And who arc the Examiners^” 


“The young men who have just come, brimming over 
with knowledge You would think it a curious sighty" he 
went on, "to sec mere boys examining such old men ’I 
have known a man set to examine his oun grandfaUicr 
It was a little painful for both of them, no doubt The 
old gentleman ^vas as bald as a coot — " 

"HoW bald xv^ould thatbc?"Tve no idea why I asked 
this question- I felt I was getting foolish. * 



Chapter XIV. 

Bruno’s Picnic . 

“As hald as bald,” was the bewildering reply. “^NVv*j 
Bruno, I'll tell you a story.” 

“And I'll tell 00 a story,” said Bruno, beginning in ai 
great hurry for fear of’Sylvic getting the start of him:', 
“once there were a Mouse — a little tiny Mouse— such ^ 
tiny little Mouse! Oo never sa\v such a tinyiMousc — 
"Did nothing ever happen to it, Bruno?” I asked. 
“Haven’t you anything more to tell us, besides its bcingj 
so tiny}" . , 

“Nothing never happened to it,” Bruno solwnnly re-j 
piled. ' . ‘ , 

j“Why did nothing never happen to it?” said Sylvie, 
syho Was sitting, .with her head on Bruno’s shoulder, 
patiently waiting for a chance of beginning Aer story, 

♦“It were too tiny,” Bruno explained. 

"That’i no reason!” I sa/d. “However tiny it was, things, 
might happen to it.” 

.Bruno looked pityingly at me, as if he thought me very 
stupid. "It were too tiny,” he repeated. “If anything hap- 
pened to it, it would die— it -ivcrc so very tinyl" 

“Really that’s enough about its being tiny!” Sylvie put 
in. “Haven’t you invented any more about it?” 

“Haven’t invented no mor^ , < 
;‘!Wcll, then, you shouldn’t begin a story till you’ve m 
vented more! Now be quiet, there's a good boy, and listen 
to my story." 

And Bruno, having quite exhausted all his inventive 
lacjilty, by beginning jii too great a burry, quietly re- 
signed himself to listening. "TcU,about the other Bruno^_ 
please,” he said coaxingly. 
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Sylvie put her arms round his neck, and began — 

The wind was whispering among the trees ’’ (“That 
wasn’t good mannersi” Bruno interrupted "Never mind 
about manners,” said Sylvie) “and it was evenmg-a nice 
moony evening, and the Owls were hooting—” 

“Pretend they weren’t Otvlsl” Bruno pleaded, stroking 
her cheek with his fat hide hand “I don’t like Owls 

ciensP 

"Are you afraid of their great hig eyes, Bruno?” I said 
Aren t fraid of nothing,” Bruno answered in as care- 
less a tone as he could manage- “they’re ugly with their 
grut big eyes I think if they coed, the tears would be 
asbig-^h as big as the moon!” And he laughed merrily. 

Doos Owls cry ever, Mister Sir?” ^ 

“Owls cry never,” I said gravely, trying ,0 copy Bruno’s 

™u know” ® “"y f"- 

"Oh, but they havel” Bruno exclaimed '’They’re ever 
so sorry cause they killed the poor little MousesI” 

But they re not sorry when they’re /,„„gry. I suppose?" 
Oo don t know nothing about Owlsl” Bruno scorn- 
fully tetnarked When they’re hungry, they’re very, very 
sorry they l-thad the little Mouses, ’cause if they 
killed them there d be sumfin for supper, 00 knowl” 

Bruno was evidently getting into a dangerously inven- 
tive state of mind, so Sylvie broke in with’ Nosy I’m Z 
mg on with the storv So the Owls-the Chickens, I mL 
pvere lookmg to see if they could find a nice fat Mouse 
for their supper—” iviousc 

“Pretend it was a nice ’abbitl’ said Bruno 
But K warn', a nice habit, to kill Mouses,” Sylvie 
argued "I can’t pretend Ihatl ’ oyivie 



BRUNo's PICNIC 643 

"I didn’t say 'habit! 00 silly fellowl” Bruno replied 
wth a merry nvinkle in his c)'c. “ 'abhits—that runs about 
in the fields!” 

“Rabbit? Well it can be a Rabbit, if you like. But you 
mustn’t alter my story so much, Bruno. A Chiicn 
couldn’t cat a Rabbit!” 

“But it might have wished to see if it could.try to cat it.” 

“Well, it wished to sec if k could try— oh, really, Bruno, 
that’s nonscnsel I shall go back to the Owls.” 

“Well then, pretend they hadn’t great eyes!” 

“And they saw a little Boy," SylWc trent on, disdalrtins 
to make any further corrections. “And he asked them to 
tell him a story. And the Owls hooted and flew away—” 
(“Oo shouldn’t say 'flstvedf 00 should say 'fiteJ! ” Bruno' 
whispered. But Sylvie wouldn’t hear.) “And he met a 
Lion. And he asked the Lion to tell him a story. And the 
lion said ‘yes,’ it would. And, while the Lion %vas telling 
him the story, it nibbled some of his head off—” 

■“Don’t say ‘nibbled'!" Bruno entreated. "Only little 
things nibble— little thin sharp things, with edges — ” 

“Well then, it 'nubbUd! ” said Sylvie. “And when it had 
nubbled all his head off, he went asvay, and he never said 
‘thank you’!” 

'“That were very rude,” said Bruno. “If he couldn’t 
speak, he might have nodded — no, he couldn't nod. Well, 
he might have shaked hands with the Lion!” 

“Oh, I’d forgotten that part!” said Sylvie. "'Hz did shake 
hands with it. He came back again, you know, and he 
thanked the Lion very much, for telling him the story.” 

“Then his head had grooved up again?” said Bruno. 

. “Oh yes, it grew up in a minute. And the Lion begged 
pardon, and said it sstiuldn’t nubble off little boys’ heads 
— ^not nes'cr no morel” 
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Bruno looked much pleased at this change of cvcnis. 
“Now that arc a really nice storyl" he said. "Aren't it a 
nice story, Mister Sir?” 

“Very,” I said “I would like to hear another stoiy' 
about that Boy.” 

“So would said Bruno, stroking Sylvie’s check again. 
"Please tell about Bruno’s Picnic; and don't talk about 
nubbly Lionsl" 

“I won’t, if It frightens you,” said Sylvie 
'Tlishtens me!” Bruno exclaimed indignantly. “It isn't 
that} It's ’cause ‘nubbly* '$ such a grumbly word to say — 
when one person’s got her head on another person’s shoul- - 
dcr. When she talks like that," he exclaimed to me, “the 
talking goes down bofe sides of my face — all the way to 
my chm—and it <ioot tickle sol It’s enough to make a 
beard grow', that it isl ’ ^ 

He said this was great seventy, but it was evidently 
meant for a joke so Sylvie laughed— a deUcious musical 
little laugh, and bid her soft check on the top of her 
brother’s curly head, as tf u were a pillow, while she went 
on with the story. “So this Boy — ” 

‘ But it wasn’t me, 00 know!” Bruno interrupted "And 
00 needn't try to look as if it was, Mister Sir'” 

I represented, respectfully, that I was trying to look as 
if It wasnit. .• 1 

“—he was a middling good Boy — , 

“He were a welly good Boyl” Bruno corrected her. 
“And he never did nothing he xvasn't told to do — " 

"That doesn’t make a good Boy!” Sylvie said con- 
temptuously. 

“That do make a good Boy!” Bruno insisted 
Sylvie gave up the point he was a very good 

Boy, and he always kept his promises, and he had a big_ 
cupboard — ” 
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“ — for to keep all hts promises in!” cried Bruno. 

“If he kept all his promises," Sylvie said, wth a mis- 
chievous look in her eyes, "he u'asn't like some Boys’ I 

• know off” 

“He had to put salt wnih them, a-course^" Bruno said 
gravely; “00 ca’n’t keep promises when there isn’t any 
salt. And he kept his birthday on the second shelf.” 

“How long did he keep his birthday?" I asked. “I 
never can keep mine more than twenty-four hours.” 

"Why, a birthday stays that long by itself!” cried Bruno. 
"Oo 'doesn’t know how to keep birthdays! This Boy kept 
^tr a whole year!" 

"And then the next birthday swuld begin,” said Sylvie. 
“So it tN'culd be his birthday always.” 

"So it were," said Bruno. “Does 00 have treats on oot 
birthday. Mister Sir?" ‘ “ 

‘ “Sometimes," I said. 

“^Vhen ooVe good, I suppose?” 

"Why, it is a sort of treat, being good, isn’t it?" I said. 

“A son of treatl” Bruno repeated. “It’s a sort of punisk^ 
merit, I think!” 

“Oh, Bruno!” SylWe interrupted, almost sadly. “How 
can you?” 

“Well, but it is” Bruno persisted. "^Vhy, look here. 
Mister Sir! This is being good!" And he sat bolt upright, 
and put on an absurdly solemn face. "First 00 must sit 
- up as straight as pokers — ” 

‘^as a poker,’’ Sylvie corrected him. 

“—as straight as powers” Bruno firmly repeated. “Then 
00 must clasp oor hands — so. Then — ^“Why hasn’t 00 
bnuhed oor hair? Go and bnish it lorec^lyl’ Then — ‘Oh, 
Bruno, 00 musm’t dog’s-ear the dabies!’ Did 00 leam oor 

• spelling wiz daisies, Mister Sir?” 

“I u-ant to hear about that Boy’s Birthday” I said. 



646 SYLVIE AND BRUNO CONCLUDED 


Bruno returned to the story insuntl). “Well, so this 
Boy said 'Now it’s my Bitthdayl' And so-I'm nredl" he 
suddenly broke oB, laying his head in Sylvie's lap. “Sylvie 
knows It best Sylvie's grown-upper than me. Go on 
Sylstel" 

Sylvie patiently took up the thread of the story again 
“So he said 'Now it's my Birthday. Whatever shall 1 do 
to keep my Birthday? All good httle Boys—" (Sylvie 
turned away from Bruno, and made a great preteiiK of 
whispering to me) “—all good little Boys— Boys that 
learn their lessons quite perfect— they ahvays keep their 
birthdays, you know. So of course this little Boy kent hi! 
Birthday." 

"Oo may call him Bruno, if 00 like," the httle fellow 
carelessly remarked “It weren’t me, but it makes it more 
interesting" 


So Bruno said to himself 'The ptoperest thing to do 
IS to have a Picnic, all by myself, on the top of die hill 
And I’U take some Milk, and some Bread, and some’ 
Apples and first and foremost, I want some MMV So 
first and foremost, Bruno took 3 milk-pail— " ^ * 

“And he went and tmikted the Cowl ' Bruno put in 
“Yes,” said Sylvie, meekly accepung the new verb 
And the Cow said 'Moot What are you going to do wirE 
all that Milk I" And Bruno said 'Please’m, I wanTufo 
my Picnic’ And the Cow said 'Mool But I hope you 
woVt boil any of it?’ And Bruno said 'No, indeed I 
wo’n’t! New Milk’s so nice and so warm, it wants no 
boilingl' ” 


“It doesn’t want no boding,” Bruno offered as an 
amended version 


"So Brano put the Milk in a bottle And then Bruno 
said 'Now I want some BreadI’ So he went to the Oven 
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hoped for some suggestion from the birds, who were 
singing merrily among the branches overhead But no 
result followed 

‘ Whnt does an Apple-Tree begin with, when it wants 
to speah?” Sylvie murmured despairingly, to the irre- 
sponsivc birds 

At last, taking a leaf out of Bruno’s book, I ventured 
on a remark. “Doesn’t ‘Apple-Tree* always begin with 
‘Ehl’?” 

"Why, of coKrre it does! How clever of youl” Sylvie 
cried delightedly. 

Bruno jumped up, and patted me on the head I tried 
not to feel conceited 

"So the Apple-Tree said ‘Ehl What are you going to 
do with all those Apples?’ And Bruno said ‘Please, Sir, si 
want them for my Picnic ’ And the Apple-Tree said ‘Ehl 
But I hope you wo’n’t l>a^e any of them^’ And Bruno 
said ‘No, indeed I wo’n’t! Ripe Apples arc so nice and 
so sweet, they want no baking!”’ 

“They never doesn’t — Bruno was beginning, but 
Sylvie corrected herself before he could get the words out. 

" ‘They never doesn't nohow want no baking ’ So 
Bruno put the Apples in the hamper, along with the 
Bread, and the bottle of Milk And he set off to have a 
Picnic, on the top of the hill, all by himself — ” 

“He wasn’t greedy, 00 know, to have it all by himself,” 
Bruno said, patting me on the check to call my atten 
tton, ‘ ’cause he hadn’t got no brothers and sisters” 

‘It was very sad to have no sisters, wasn’t it?’ I said 
“Well, 1 don t know,” Bruno said thoughtfully, " 'cause 
he hadn’t no lessons to do So be didn’t mind ” 

Sylvie went on * So, as he was walking along the road, 
he heard behind him such a curious sort of noise — a sort 
of a Thump* Thump* Thump! 'Whatever is that?’ said 
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Bruno. ‘Oh, I"know!’ said Bruho. ‘NVhy, it’s only my 
jiWntch'a-ticking!'”" ^ c j 

“Were it his Watch a-dchiog.^” Bruno asked me, with 
.iyes that iairly ’Sparkled ivith 'mischievous delight. 

-‘.‘No doubt of it!” I replied. And Bruno laughed cxult- 
ingly. 

“Then Bruno thought a little harder. And he said 
‘No! it crCn't be my Watch a-ticking; because I haven’t 
got a Watch!”’ 

Bruno peered up anxiously into my face, to see Koiv I 
took it. I hung my head, and put a thumb into my 
mouth, to the evident delight of the little fellow. 

1 ■ J‘So Bruno tvent a little further along the road. And 
then he . heard It again, that.- queer noise— Thump! 
.Thumpl .Thump! ‘Whatever is that?' said Bruno. ‘Oh, I 
know)’ said Bruno. ‘V/hy, it’s only the Carpenter a-mend- 
,!ng my Whcelbarrowl’ '* 

' '"Were it the Carpenter a-mending his Wheelbarrow?” 
Bruno asked me. 

I brightened up, and said “It must have been!” in a 
tone of absolute conviction. 

/ Bruno threw his arms round Sylvie’s neck. “Sylviel” 
he said, in a perfectly audible whisper. “He says it must 
have been!’’ 

: • ‘‘Then.Bruno thought a little harder. And he said *Nof 
It-can'r be the Carpenter a-mending my Wheelbarrow, 
bccaustl haven’t got a Whcelbarrowl’ ’’ 

This time I hid my face in my hands, quite unable to 
meet Bruno’s look of triumph. 

ei’JStr.-Brurio went a httlc further along the road. And 
then he heard that queer noise again — ^Thump! Tlmmpl 
TburopJ'So he thought he'd look mund, s/iis time, just 
to see what it was. And what should it be but a great 
IrianE'a ...! v -i-'* ' 
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“A great big Lion,” Bruno correaed her. 

“A great big Lion And Bruno was e\er so frightened, 
and lie ran—” 

“No, he wasn’t fiisktened a bitl” Bruno interrupted. 
(He nas evidently anxious for the reputation of his name- 
sahe ) “He runned away to get a good look at the Lion; 
’cause he wanted to see if it were the same Lion what 
used to nubble little Boys’ heads off, and he wanted to 
know how big u was!” 

"Well, he ran away, to get a good look at the Lion. 
And the Lion trotted slowly after him And the Lion 
called after him, in a very gentle voice, ’Little Boy, little 
IJoyl You needn’t be afraid of me! I’m a very gentle old 
Lion npw I never nubble little Boys’ heads off, as I used 
to do ’ And so Bruno said ‘Don’t you really, Sir? Then 
what do you live on?’ And the Lion — ” 1 

"Oo see he weren’t a bit flightencd’" Bruno said to me, 
patting my cheek again "’cause he remembered to call 
It ‘Sir,’ 00 know.” 

I said that no doubt that was the real test whether a 
person was frightened or not 
"And the Lion said *Oh, I live on bread and butter, and 
cherries, and marmalade, and plum-cake — ’ " 

“ — and apples! ' Bruno put in 

"Yes, ‘and apples’ And Bruno said 'Won’t you come 
with me to ray Picnic^’ And the Lion said ‘Oh, I should 
like it very much indeed^ And Bruno and the Lion went 
away together ’ Sylvie stopped suddenly 
"Is that alV? ’ I asked, dcspondmgly 
“Not quite all," Sylvie sidy replied ‘ There’s a sentence 
or two more Isn’t there, Bruno?’ < 

"Yes,’ with a carele^ncss that was evidently put on. 
“just a sentence or two more ’’ 

"And, as they were walking along, they looked over 
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a hedge, and who should they see but a little black Lamb! 
And the Lamb was ever so frightened. And it ran — 

“ft were really flightened!" Bruno put in. 

“It ran ass-ay. And Bruno ran after it. And he called 
‘Little Lamb! You needn’t be afraid of this Lion! It 
net'er kills things! It lives on cherries, and marmalade — ” 
“ — and apples!" said Bruno. “Oo always forgets the 
apples!” 

“And Bruno said ‘Wo’n’t you come uith us to my 
Picnic?’ And the Lamb said ‘Oh, 1 should like it very 
muck indeed, if my hfa will let me!' And Bruno said 
‘Let’s go and ask you Ma!’ And they went to the old 
Sheep. And Bruno said 'Please, may jour little Lamb 
come to my Picnic?’ And the Sheep said ‘Yes, if it’s 
learnt all its lessons.' And the Lamb said ‘Oh yes, Ma! 
Pvc learnt all my lessons!* ” 

‘‘Pretend it hadn't any lessons!” Bruno earnestly 
pleaded. 

“Oh, that would never do!” said Sylvie. “I ca’n’t leave 
out all about the lessons! And the old Sheep said ‘Do 
jou know j-our ABC yet? Have you lamt A.^’ And 
the Lamb said ‘Oh yes, Ma! 1 u-cnl to the A-ficld, and I 
helped them to make A!’ ‘Very good, my child! And 
have j-ou learnt B?* ‘Oh j-es, Mai I went to the B-hi\-c, 
and the B gave me some honey!' *Vciy good, my child! 
And have j-ou learnt C?’ *Ofi jes, Ma! I «-ent to the C* 
side, and I saw the ships sailing on the Cl’ ’Very good, 
ray child! You may go to Bruno’s Picnic.’” 

“So they set off. And Bruno walked in the middle, so 
that the Lamb mightn’t see the Uon — " 

“It were fiiyktened," Bruno explained. 

“Yes, and it trembled so; and it got paler and paler; 
and, before they’d got to the top of the hill, it was a 
h-kite ImJe Lamb— as white as snow!" 



652 SYLVIF AND BRUNO CONCLUDED 
“liut Bruno wercn'i fligUtcnccll" said ihc owner of 
that name “So /le staid blackl" 

“No, he didn't slay black! He staid ptnl{!" laughed 
SylMc “1 shouldn’t ktss you Ukc this, you know, if you 
were black) ' 

“Oo’d bate tol” Bruno said with great decision “Bc- 
>idcs, Bruno wasn’t Bruno, 00 know— 1 mean, Bruno 
wasn’t me — I mean — don’t talk nonsense, Sylvie!" 

“I won’t do it agiinl" Sylvie said very humbly “And 
so, as they went along, the Lion s-iid ‘Oh, I'll tell you 
what I used to do when I was a young Lion I used to 
hide behind trees, to watch for little Boys ’ ’’ (Bruno 
cuddled a hide closer to her) “‘And, if a little thin 
scraggy Boy came by, why, I used to let him go But, if 
a little fat juicy—”’ 

Bruno could bear no more “Pretend he wasn’t juicyl" 
he pleaded, half sobbing 

' Nonsense, Bruno!” Sylvie briskly replied “It’ll be 
done in a moment' ‘—if a little fat juicy Boy came by, 
why, I used to spring out and gt^blc him up' Oh, you’ve 
no idea what a delicious thing it is— a little juicy Boyl’ 
And Bruno said ‘Oh, if you please, Sic, don’t talk about 
eating little boys! It makes me so shivery^ ’ 

The real Bruno shivered, in sympathy with the hero 
“And the Lion said ‘Oh, well, we won’t talk about it, 
then! I’ll tell you what happened on my wedding day — ’ ” 
‘ 1 Ukc this part better,” said Bruno, patting my check 
to keep me awake 

“‘There was, oh, such a lovely wedding breakfasti At 
one end of the table there was a large plum pudding 
And at the other end there Avas a nice roasted Lamb! 
Oh, you VC no idea what a delicious thing it is — a nice 
roasted Lamb'' And the Lamb said 'Oh, if you please. 
Sir, don’t talk about eating Lambsl ft makes me so 
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shivery}' And the Lion said ‘Oh, well, we won’t talk 
about it, then!’”' 


Chapter XV 
The Little Foxes 

So, when they got to the top of the hill, Bruno opened 
the hamper: and he took out the Bread, and the Apples, 
and the Milk: and they ate, and they drank. And when 
they’d finished the Milk, and eaten half the Bread and 
half the Apples, the Lamb said ‘Oh, my paws is so sticky! 
I want to wash my paws!’ And the Lion said ‘Well, go 
down the hill, and wash them in the brook, yonder. 
We’ll wait for you!”’ 

“It never corned backi” Bruno solemnly whispered to 
me. 

But Sylvie overheard him. ‘‘You’re not to whisper, 
Bruno! It spoils the story! And when the Lamb had been 
gone a long time, the Lion said to Bruno ‘Do go and 
see after that silly little LambI It must have lost its way.’ 
And Bruno went down the hill. And when he got to 
the brook, he saw the Lamb sitting on the bank: and 
who should be sitting by it but an old FoxI” 

“Don’t know who should be sitting by it,” Bruno said 
thoughtfully to himself. “A old Fox were sitting by it.” 

“And the old Fox were saying,” Sylvie went on, for 
once conceding the grammatical point, “ ‘Yes, my dear, 
you’ll be ever so happy 'vith us, if you’ll only come and 
see Us! I’ve got three little Ftwes there, and \ve do love 
little Lambs so dearlyl’ And the Lamb said ‘But you 
never eat them, do you. Sir?’ And the Fox said ‘Oh, no! 
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What, eat a Lamb^ Wc never dream of doing such a 
thingl* So the Lamb said ‘Then I’ll come with you ’ And 
o^ they went, hand m hand ” 

“That Fox were welly extremely wicked, weren’t it?” 
said Bruno 

“No, nol" said Sylvie, rather shocked at such violent 
language “It wasn’t quite so bad as thatl” 

“Well, I mean, it wasn’t nice,” the little fellow cor- 
rected himself 

“And so Bruno went back to the Lion ‘Oh, come 
quick!’ he said ‘The Fox has taken the Lamb to his 
house with him* I’m sure he means to cat it*’ And the 
Lion said TU come as quick as ever 1 canl’ And they 
trotted down the hill ” 

“Do 00 think he caught the Fox, Mister Sir?” said 
Bruno 1 shook my head, not liking to speak and Sylvie 
went on 

“And when they got to the house, Bruno looked m at 
the window And there he saw the three little Foxes sit- 
ting round the table, with their clean pinafores on, and 
spoons in their hands — ’ r 

“Spoons in their hands!” Bruno repeated m an ecstasy 
of delight 

“And the Fox bad got a great big knife — all ready to 
kill the poor little Lamb—’’ ( Oo needn’t be /lightened, 
Mister Sir!” Bruno pm in, m a hasty whisper ) 

“And just as he was going to do it, Bruno heard a 
great ROAR — ” (The real Bruno put his hand into mine, 
and held light), “and the Lion came han% through the 
door, and the next moment it had bitten off the old 
Fox s head! And Bruno jumped in at the window, and 
went leaping round the room, and crying out ‘Hoorayl 
Hooray! The old Fox is dead! 'The old Fox is dead!’ ” 
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• Bruno got up in some exdtcmem. “May I do it now?” 
he enquired. 

' Sylvie ^\’as quite decided on this point. “Wait till after- 
tt’ards,” she said. “The speeches come next, don’t you 
know? You always love the speeches, don't you?” 

^ “Ves, I doos,” said Bruno: and sat down again. 

“The Lion’s speech. ‘Now, you silly little Lamb, go 
home to your mother, and never listen to old Foxes 
again. And be very good and obedient.’ ” 

“The Lamb’s speech. ‘Oh, indeed. Sir, I sviU, SirJ' and 
the Lamb went away.” (“But 00 needn't go awayl" 
Bruno explained. “It’s quite the nicest part— what’s com- 
ing nowl” Sylvie smiled. She liked having an apprecia- 
tive audience.) 

' “The Lion’s speech to Bruno. ‘Now, Bruno, lake those 
little Foxes home with you, and teach them to be good 
obedient little FoxesI Not like that nicked old thing 
there, that’s got no head!’" CTTiat hasn’t got no head,” 
Bruno repeated.) 

. “Bruno’s speech to the Lion. ‘Oh, indeed, Sir, 1 will, 
Sir!’ And the Lion went away.” (“It gets betterer and 
betterer, now,” Bruno whispered to me, “right atvay to 
the end!”) 

' “Bruno’s spe^h to the little Foxes. “Now, little Foxes, 
you’re gomg to have your first lesson in being good. I’m 
going to put you into the hamper, along uith the Apples 
and the Bread: and you’re not to eat the Apples: and 
you’re not to eat the Bread: and you’re not to eat any- 
thing — till we get to my house: and then you’ll have your 
supper.’ ” 

“The little Foxes’ speech to Bruno. The little Foxes 
said nothing. 

“So Bruno put the Apples into the hamper — and the 
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litilc Foxes— and the Bread — ” (“They had picnicked all 
the Milk,” Bruno explained m a whisper) “ — and he set 
of£ to go to his house” (“WeVc getting near the end 
now,” said Bruno ) 

“And, when he had got a little way, he thought he 
would look into the hamper, and sec how the little Foxes 
were getting on ” 

“So he opened the door — ” said Bruno 
“Oh, Bruno!” Sylvie exclaimed, “you're not telling the 
storyl So he opened the door, and behold, there were no 
Applcsl So Bruno said ‘Eldest little Fox, have you been 
eating the Apples^’ And the eldest little Fox said ‘No 
no nol’ " (It IS impossible to give the tone m which Sylvie 
repeated this rapid Uttlc *No no nol’ The nearest I can 
come to u IS to say that it was much as i£ a young and 
excited duck had tried to quack the words It was too 
quick for a quack, and yet too harsh to be anything else.) 
“Then he said ‘Second little Fox, have you been eating 
the Apples^* And the second little Fox said ‘No no no*’ 
Then he said ‘Youngest little Fox, have you been eating 
the Apples^' And the youngest little Fox tried to say 
‘No no nol’ but its mouth ivas so full, it couldn't, and it 
only s'ud ‘Wauchl Wauchl Wauchl’ And Bruno looked 
into Its mouth And its mouth was full of Apples! And 
Bruno shook his head, and he said *Oh dear, oh dearl 
What bad creatures these Foxes arcl' ” 

Bruno was listening intently and, when Sylvie paused 
to take breath, he could only just gasp out the words 
“About the Bread? ’ 

“Yes," said Sylvie, “the Bread comes next So he shut 
tine itjui tigam , "aTti Vse "Si ixiVArta , tmi 'Aicn 

he thought hed just peep in once more And behold, 
there was no Bread! ’ (‘What do ‘behold mean? ' said 
Bruno ‘Hush!” said Sylvie) “And he said ‘Eldest Jitdc 
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Fck, have you been eating ihe Bread?’ And the eldest 
iittlc Fox said ‘No no nol’ ‘Second little Fox, have you 
been eating the Bread?’ And_ihe second little Fox only 
said ‘^Vauch! Wauch! WauchV And Bruno looked into 
its mouth, and its mouth was full of Bread! ( It might 
havc.chokeded it,” said Bruno.) “So he said Oh dear, 
bhdcaflAVhat rAflW I do-with these Foxes?’ And he went 
■n little further.” (“Now comes the most interesting part, 
Bruno whispered.) . i - • 

t “And when Bruno opened.the hamper again, what do 
you think he saw?” (“Only two Foxes!” Bruno cried in 
a great hurry.) “You shouldn’t tell it so quick. However, 
he did sec only two Foxes. And he said ‘Eldest little Fox, 
have you been eating the yx>ungcsi-little Fox?’ And the 
eldest little Fox said *No no nol’ ‘Second little Fox, have 
~yo» been eating the youngest little Fox?’ And the second 
little Fox did its very best to say ‘No no no!’ but it could 
only say ‘Weuchk! Wcuchkl Wcuchk!’ And when Bruno 
looked into its mouth, it was half full of Bread, and half 
full of Fox!” (Bruno said nothing in the pause this time. 

• He was beginning to pant a little, as he knew the crisis 
was coming.) 

' “And when he'd got nearly home, he looked once more 
into the hamper, and he saw — 

•Only—" Bruno began, but a generous thought stnick 
him, and he looked at me. "Oo may say it, this time, 

• Mister Sir!" he whispered. It was a noble offer, but I 
•'ssTauldn’t rob him of the treat. "Go on, Bruno, I 

■ ")x)u say it much the best.” "Only — but — o/ie— Fox! 

Bruno said wth great solemnity. 

' “ ‘Eldest little Fox,’ " Sylvie said, dropping the narra- 

- tivc-form in her eagerness, “‘You’ve been so good that 
' 1 can hardly believe yontc been disobedient: but Im 
ajrsdd you’ve been eating jxiur Imle sister?’ And the 
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eldest little Fox said ‘WhihuaucK! Whihuauchl’ and then 
It choked And Bruno looked into its mouth, and it was 
full!” (Sylvie paused to take breath, and Bruno lay back 
among the daisies, and looked at me triumphantly “Isn’t 
It grand. Mister Sir^” said he 1 tried hard to assume a 
critical tone “It’s grand,” 1 said “but it frightens one so^” 
“Oo mav SIC a little closer to me, if 00 like,” said Bruno ) 
“And so Bruno went home and took the hamper into 
the kitchen, and opened n And he saw — " Sylvie looked 
at me, this time, as if she thought I had been rather 
neglected and ought to be allowed one guess, at any rate 
“He ca’n’t guessl’ Bruno cried eagerly, “I ’fraid I must 
tell him* There weren’t — mtffin m the hamper*” I shiv- 
ered in terror, and Bruno clapped his hands with delight 
“He IS flighcened, Sylvie! Tell the rest*” 

“So Bruno said ‘Eldest hide Fox, have you been eating 
yourself, you wicked little Fox?’ And the eldest little 
Fox said ‘Whihuauchl’ And then Bruno saw there was 
only Its mouth m the hamper! So he took the mouth, and 
he opened it, and shook, and shook I And at last he shook 
the little Fox out of us own mouthl And then he said 
‘Open your mouth again, you wicked little thingl' And 
he shook, and shook’ And he shook out the second little 
Fox* And he said ‘Now open your mouthl* And he shook, 
and shooki And he shook out the youngest little Fox, 
and all the Apples, and all the Bread! 

“And then Bruno stood the little Foxes up against the 
svall and he made them a little speech ‘Now, little Foxes, 
you’ve begun very wickedly — and you’ll have to be pun- 
ished First you’ll go up to the nursery, and wash your 
faces, and put on clean pinafores Then you 11 hear the 
bell ring for supper. Then you’ll come down and you 
won't have any supper but you’ll have a good whipping! 
Then you ll go to ^d Then 10 the morning you'll hear 
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the bell ring for brcak£ajt.Bi/iyo« won’t have any brea\- 
JastI You’ll have 3 good tvhtppsng! Then you’ll have your 
lessons. And, perhaps, if j'ou’rc very good, when dinner- 
time comes, you’ll have a little dinner, and no more 
whipping!’” (“How very kind he was!" I whispered to 
Bruno. “Mtefd/ing kind,” Bruno corrected me gravely.) 

“So the little Foxes ran up to the nursery. And soon 
Bruno s\ent into the hall, and rang the big bell. Tingle, 
tingle, tingle! Supper, supper, supper!' Down came the 
little Foxes, in such a hurry for their supper! Clean pina- 
fores? Spoons in their hands! And, when thej* got into 
the dining-room, there n*as c\'cr such a white table-cloth 
on the table! But there was nothing on it but a big whip. 
And they had such a whippingl” (1 put my handkerchief 
to my e)es, and Bruno hastily climbed upon my knee 
and stroked my face. “Only one more whipping, Mister 
Strl” he whispered. “Don’t cry more than 00 ca’n’t help!") 

“And the nc.xt morning early, Bruno rang the big bell 
again. ’Tingle, tingle, tingle! Breakfast, breakfast, break- 
fast!’ Down came the little Foxes! Clean pinafores! 
Spoons in their hands! No breakfast! Only the big whip! 
Then came lessons," Sylvie hurried on, for I still had my 
handkerchief to my e)-cs. “And the little Foxes were ever 
so good! And they learned their lessons backssxirds, and 
fon\-ards, and upside-dossu. And at last Bruno rang the 
big bell again. ‘Tingle, tingle, tingle! Dinner, dinner, 
dinner!’ And when the little Foxes came down—” (“Had 
they clean pinafores on?" Bruno enquired. "Of course!" 
said Sylvie. "And spoons?” “Why, you h.now they had!" 
“Couldn’t be certain” said Bruno.) “—the)’ came as slow 
as slow! And they said ‘Oh! '^ercll be no dinner! 
There’ll only be the big whip!' But, when they gtx into 
the room, they saw the most lovely dinner!" (“Buns?" 
cried Bruno, cbpping his hands.) “Buns, and cake, and 
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— ” (“—and jam)” said Bruno) “Yes, jam— and soup — 
and — ” (“ — and sugar phimsl" Bruno put m once more; 
and Sylvie seemed satisfied ) 

“And ever after that, they were such good little Foxes* 
They did their lessons as good as gold — and they never 
did what Bruno told them not to — and they never ate 
each other any more — and they never ate themselves^" 
The story came to an. end so suddenly, it almost took 
my breath away, however I did my best to make a pretty 
speech of thanks ‘Tm sure it’s very — ^very — very much so. 
I’m surel” I seemed to hear myself say 


Chapter XVI 

Beyond These Voices 

“I oion’t quite catch what you saidl” were the next 
words that reached my car, but certainly not m the voice 
cither of ’Sylvie or of Bruno, whom 1 could just sec, 
through the crowd of guests, standing by the piano, and 
listening to the Count’s song Mem Herr was the speaker. 
“I didn’t quite catch what you said!” he repeated “But 
I’ve no doubt you take my view of it Thank you very 
much for your kind attention There is only but one verse 
left to be sungl" These last words were not m the gentle 
voice of Mem Herr, but in the deep bass of the French 
Count And, m the silence that foUoued, the final stanza 
of “Tottlcs” rang through the room 


See now this couple settled down 
In quiet lodgings, out of ton n 
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Submisiifely the tearful tfife 
Accepts a plain and humble life: 

Yet begs one boon on bended I^nee: 

"‘My due\y-darling, don't resent it! 

Mamma might come for tsvo or three — ” 
"NEVER!" yelled Tottles. And he meant it. 

The conclusion of the song ivas followed by quite a 
chorus of thanks and compliments from all parts of the 
room, which the gratified singer responded to by bowing 
low in all directions. “It is to me a great privilege," he 
said to Lady Muriel, “to have met with this so marvellous 
a song. The accompaniment to him is so strange, so mj's- 
terious: it is as if a new music were to be inventcdl I 
will play him once again so as that to show you what 1 
mean." He returned to the piano, but the song had 
vanished. 

The bewildered singer searched through the heap of 
music lying on an adjoining table, but it was not there, 
either. Lady Muriel helped in the search: others soon 
joined: the excitement grew. “What can have become of 
it?" exclaimed Lady Muriel. Nobody knew; one thing 
only was certain, that no one had been near the piano 
since the Count had sung the bst verse of the song. 

“Ncs-are mind him!" he said, most good-naturedly. “I 
shall gi\e it \ou w'iih memorj* alone!" He sat dosvn, and 
began vaguely fingering the notes; but nothing re- 
sembling the tunc came out. Then he, too, grew exated. 
“I5ut svhat oddness! How much of singularity! That I 
might lose, not the wxirds alone, but the tunc also— that 
is qu'ac CL'rioits, J suppose'" 

We all supposed it, heartily. 

“It ss-as that sweet little boy, who found it for me," the 
Count suggested. “Quite perhaps he is the thief.*" 
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“Of course he isl" cried Lady Muriel "Brunol Where 
are you, my darling?” 

But no Bruno replied it seemed that the two children 
had vanished as suddenly, and as mysteriously, as the 
song 

' They are playing us a trick?” Lady Muriel gaily ex- 
e 'iTi " 'empore game of Hide-and- 

Seekl That little Bruno is an embodied Mischietl” ' 

The suggestion was a welcome one to most of us, for 
some of the guests were beginning to look decidedly un- 
easy A general search was set on foot with much en 
thusiasm eurtains were thrown back and shaken, cup- 
boards opened and ottomans turned over, but the hum 
ber of possible hiding places proved to be strictly limited, 
and the search came to an end almost as so„n as it had 
begun 


pey must have run out, while we were wrapped up 
m the song. Lady Muriel said, addressing herself to the 
Count, po seemed more agitated than the others, "and 
no doubt theyve found their way back to the house- 
Keeper s room ” 


“Not hyih, doorl” was the earnest protest of a knot 
of two or three gentlemen, who had been grouped round 
1 ^ actually leaning against it) for the 

last half hour as they declared -Th.s door has not been 
opened since the song begani’ 

T uncomfortable silence followed this announcement. 

y unci ventured no further conjectures, but quietly 
examined the fastenings of the windorvs, which opened as 
doors They a 1 proved to be weU fastened, mrn/e 
e resources. Lady Muriel rang 

the bell Ask the housekeeper to step here," she said, “and 
to bring the children’s walking things with her " 
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■ *Tvc brought them, ray Lady,” said the obsequious 
housekeeper, entering after another min ute of silcncc- 
‘‘I thought the young lady would have come to my room 
to put on her boots. Here’s your boots, my love!” she 
added cheerfully, looking in all directions for the chil- 
dren. There u’as no answer, and she turned to Xady 
Muriel %vith a puzzled smile. “Have the little darlings 
hid themselves?” 

“I don’t sec them, just now,” Lady hfuricl replied, 
rather evasively. “You can leave their things here, Wilson. 
rU dress them, when they’re ready to go.” 

The US'D little hats, and Sylvie’s walking-jacket, were 
handed round among the ladies, with many exclama- 
tions of delight. There certainly was a sort of witchery 
of beauty about them. Even the little boots did not miss 
their share of favorable criddsm. “Such natty little 
things!" the musical yoting lady exclaimed, almost 
fondling them as she spoke. “And what tiny tiny feet they 
must have!” 

Finally, the things were piled together on the centre- 
ottoman, and the guests, despairing of seeing the children 
again, began to wish good-night and leave the house. 

There were only some eight or nine left — to whom the 
Count was explaining, for the twentieth time, how he had 
had his eye on the children during the last verse of the 
song; how he had then glanced round the room, to see 
what effect “dc great chest-note” had had upon his audi- 
ence; and how, when he looked back again, they had both 
disappeared — when exclamations of dismay began to be 
heard on all sides, the Count hastily bringing his story 
to sa end to join in the oofery. 

The Walking-things had all disappeared! 

After the utter failure of the search for the ehildrertt 
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there was a very half-hearted search luade for their ap 
parch The remammg guests seemed only too glad to get 
away, leaving only the Count and our four selves. 

The Count sank into an easy-chair, and panted a little. 

"Who then arc these dear children, I pray you?" he 
said “Why come they, why go they, m this so little ordi- 
nary a fashion? That the musie should make itself to 
vanish—that the hats, the boots, should make themselves 
to vanish— how is it, I pray you^” 

‘Tve no idea where they arel" was all 1 could say, on 
finding myself appealed to, by general consent, for an 
explanation 

The Count seemed about to ask further questions, but 
checked hiihself 

"The hour makes himself to become late,” he said “I 
wish to you a very good night, my Lady I betake myself 
to my bed-to dream-if that indeed I be not dreaming 

nowl And he hastily left the room 

"Stay awhile, stay awhilel" said the Earl, as I was about 
.0 follow die Count "Yoi, are not a guest, you knowl 
Arthur s friend is at home here!” 

“Thanksr I said, as with true English instincts, wc 
drew our chairs together round the fire place, though no 
foe was burning— Lady Muriel having taken the heap of 
SIC on cr knee, to have one more search for the 
strangely vanished song 

Dont you sometimes feci a wild longing,” she said, 
a rcssing erself to me, "to have something more to do 
with your hands, while you talk, than just holding a 
agar, and now and then knocking off the ash? Oh, I 
Know all that you’re going to sayl’ (This was to Arthur, 
Who appeared about to interrupt her) "The Majesty of 
oug t supersedes the work of the fingers A Man’s 
cevcrc thinking, plus the shaking-ofl a cigar-ash, comes to 
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the same total as a Woman’s trivial fancies, plus the most 
elaborate embroidery. Thafs your sentiment, isn’t it, only 
better expressed?” 

Arthur looked into the radiant, mischievous face, widi 
a grave and very tender smile. “Yes,” he said resignedly: 
“that is my sentiment, exactly.” 

“Rest of body, and activity of mind,” I put in. “Soms 
writer tells us that is the acme of human happiness.” 

“Plenty of bodily rest, at any rate!” Lady Muriel re 
plied, glancing at the three recumbent figures around her. 
“But what you call activity of mind — ” 

“—is the privilege of young Physicians only," said the 
Earl. “We old men have no claim to be activcl What can 
an old man do but die?" 

“A good many other things, I should hope" Arthur 
said earnesdy. 

“Well, maybe. Still you have the advantage of me in 
many ways, dear boyl Not only that your day is dawning 
while mine is setting, but your interest in Life — somehow 
I ca’n’t help envying you that. It will be many a year be- 
fore you lose your hold of that" 

“Yet surely many human interests survive human 
Life?” I said. 

“Many do, no doubt. And some forms of Science; but 
only some, I think. Mathematics, for instance; that seems 
to possess an endless interest: one ca’n’i imagine any 
form of Life, or any race of intelligent beings, where 
Mathematical truth would lose its meaning. But I fear 
Medicine stands on a dilTerent footing. Suppose you dis- 
cover a remedy for some disease hitherto suppos^ to be 
incurable. Well, it is delightful for the moment, no doubt 
— full of interest — perhaps it brings you fame and for- 
tune. But what then? Look on, a few years, into a life 
where disease has no e.xisicnce. What is your discovery 
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worth, Mrw? Milton makes Jove promise too much ’Of 
so much fame m heave/i expect thy meed ’ Poor comfort 
when one’s ‘fame’ concerns matters that will have ceased 
to have a meaning!” 

“At any rale one wouldn’t care to make any fresh 
medical discoveries,” said Anhur “I see no help for that 
— though I shall be sorry to give up my favorite studies 
Still, medicine, disease, pain, sorrow, sin— I fear they’re 
all linked together Banish sm, and you banish them alll” 
'Military science is a yet stronger instance,” said the 
Earl “Without sin, war would surely be impossible Still 
any mind, that has had m this life any keen interest, not 
m Itself sinful, will surely .find itself some congenial line 
of work hereafter Wellington may have no more battles 
to fight— and yet— 

'We doubt not that, for one so true, 

There must be other, nobler wor\ to do, 

Than token he fought at Waterloo 

And Victor he must ever be!' " 

He lingered over the bcauuful words, as if he loved 
them and his voice, like distant music, died aNvay into 
silence 

After a minute or two he began again ‘ If I’m not 
wearying you, I would like to tell you an idea of the fu- 
ture Life which has haunted me for years, like a sort of 
waking nightmare— I ca'n’t reason myself out of it ” 

‘ Pray do,” Arthur and I replied, almost in a breath 
Lady Muriel put aside the heap of music, and folded her 
hands together 

“The one idci, the Eail resumed, “that has seemed to 
me to overshadow all the rest, is that of Eternity — involv- 
ing, as It seems to do, the necessary exhaustion of all sub- 
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jecis of human interest. Take Pure Mathematics, for in- 
stance — a Science indcpenrfenr of our present surround- 
ings. I have studied it, myself, a litdc. Take the subject of 
circles and ellipses — what wc call ‘curves of the second de- 
gree.’ In a future Life, it would only be a question of so 
many years (or hnndredt of years, if you like), for a man 
to work out all their properties. Then he might go to 
curves of the third degree. Say that took ten times as long 
(you see wc Have unlimited time to deal with). I can 
hardly imagine his interest in the subject holding out 
eii’cn for thosej and, though there is no limit to the degree 
of the curves he might study, yet surely the time, needed 
to exhaust all the novelty and interest of the subject, 
Avould be absolutely finite? And so of all ocher branches of 
Science. And, when I transport myself, in thought, 
through some thousands or millions of years, and fancy 
myself possessed of as much Science as one created reason 
can carry, I ask myself 'What then? With nothing more 
to learn, can one rest intent on knowledge, for the eter- 
nity yet to be lived through?’ It has been a very wearying 
thought to me. I have sometimes fancied one might, in 
that event, say 'It is better not to be,’ and pray for per- 
sonal annihilation — the Ntn’ana of the Buddhists.” 

“But that is only half the picture," I said. "Besides work- 
ing for oneself, may there not be the helping of others?" 

"Surely, surclyl" Lady Muriel exclaimed in a tone of 
relief, looking at her father with sparkling eyes. 

“Yes,” said the Earl, "so long as there were any others 
needing help. But, given ages and ages more, surely all 
created reasons would at length reach the same dead level 
of satiety. And then svhat is there to look forward to ? ” 

"I know that weary feeling," said the young Doctor. 

“I have gone through it all, more than once. Now let me 
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little child, playing with toys on Ins nursery floor, and yet 
able to reason, and to look on, thirty years ahead Might 
he not say to himself By that time I shall have had 
enough of bricks and nmepms How weary Life will be)’ 
Yet, if we look forward through those thirty years, we find 
him a great statesman, full of interests and joys far more 
intense than his baby life could give — joys wholly incon- 
ceivable to his baby mind— joys such as no baby language 
could in the faintest degree describe Now, may not our 
life, a million years hence have the same relation, to our 
life now, that the man’s life has to the child s? And, just 
as one might try, all m vain, to express to that child, m th6 
language of bricks and ninepins, the meaning of 'poll 
tics,' so perhaps all those descriptions of Heaven, with its 
music, and its feasts, and ns streets of gold, may be only 
attempts to describe, m otir words things for which we 
really have no words at all Don t you think that, m your 
picture of another life, you arc m fact transplanting that 
child into political life, without making any allowance 
for his growing up? 

1 think 1 understand you, said the Earl The music 
of Heaven may be something beyond our powers of 
thought Yet the music of Earth is sweetl Muriel, my 
child sing us something before wc go to bcdl 

Do, said Arthur, as he rose and lit the candles on the 
cottage piano, lately banished from the drawing room to 
make room for a semi grand There is a song here, 
hat 1 have never heard you sing 

Hatl to thee bl the spml\ 

Bird thou never wert 
That from Heaven or near u 
Paurest thy fuB heart! " 
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he read from the page he had spread open before her. 

“And our fiede life here,” the Earl %vcnt on, “is, to that 
grand time, like a child’s summer-day! One gets tired as 
night draws on,” he added, wth a touch of sadness in his 
voice, “and one gets to long for bed! For those welcome 
wrds ‘Come, child, 'tis bed-timeP ” 


Chapter XVII 
To the Rescue! 

“It isn't bed-iimcl” said a sleepy latle voice. “The owls 
hasn’t gone to bed, and I s’a'n’t go to seep wizout oo 
sings to me!” 

“Oh, Bruno!" cried Sylvie. “Don't you know the owls 
have only just got up? But the frogs have gone to btd, 
ages ago.” 

“Well, / aren't a frog,” said Bruno. 

“What shall I sing?” said Sylvie, skilfully avoiding the 
argument. 

“Ask Mister Sir,” Bruno lazily replied, clasping his 
hands behind his curly head, and lying back on his fern- 
leaf, till it almost bent over with his sveight. "Tins aren’t 
a comfablc leaf, Sylvie. Find mca comfablcr— please!” he 
added, as an after-thought, in obedience to a Avarning fin- 
ger held up by Sylvie. “I doesn’t like being fect-upwards!" 

It Was a pretty sight to see— the motherly way in which 
the fa{ry<hild g.nthercd up her little brother in her arms, 
and laid him on a stronger leaf. She gave it just a touch to 
set it rocking, and it went on vigorously by itself, as if it 
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contained some hidden machinery It certainly wasn’t the 
wind, for the evening breeze had quite died away again, 
and not a leaf was stirring cner our heads 
“Why docs that one leaf rock so, without the others?” I 
asked Sylvie She only smiled sweetly and shook her head. 
'*! don’t know why^' she said “It always docs, lE it’s got a 
fatry-child on it It has to, you know ” 

“And can people see the leaf rock, who ca'n’t see the 
Fairv on it?" 

“Why, of course*” cried Sylvie “A leafs a leaf, and 
everybody can see it, but Bruno's Bruno, and they ca’n’c 
see htm, unless they’re cene, like you ” 

Then I understood how 11 was that one sometimes secs 
agoing through the woods m a still evening— one fern- 
leaf rocking steadily on, all by itself Haven’t you ever 
seen that? Try if you can see the fairy sleeper on it, next 
time, but don’t pic^ the leaf, whatever you do, let the 
little one sleep on I 

But all this time Bruno was getting sleepier and sleep- 
ier ‘ Sing, sing*" he murmured fretfully Sylvie looked to 
me for instructions * What shall it be? ’ she said 
‘ Could you sing him the nursery song you once told me 
of? ’ I suggested ‘ The one that had been put through 
the mind mangle, you know 'The little man that had a 
little gun' I think it was ” 

‘ Why, that are one of the Professors songs!” cried 
Bruno ‘I likes the Uitle man, and I likes the way they 
spinned him — like a tcctic totlc turn” And he turned a 
loving look on the gentle old man who was sitting at the 
other side of his leaf bed, and tyho instantly began to sing, 
accompanying himself on his Outlandish guitar, while 
the snail, on which he sat, waved its horns in time to the 
music. 
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1 • TO THE rescue! 

In stature the Manlet tvas dwarfish — 

No burly big Blunderbare he: 

And he wearily gazed on the crawfish 
His Wijelet -had dressed for hts tea. 

"Now reach me, sweet Atom, my gunlet. 
And hurl the old shoelet for luc\: 

Let me hie to the ban\ of the runlet. 

And shoot thee a Duc^t" 

She has reached him his mini\in gunlet: 

She has hurled the old shoelet for lue^: 

She is busily baling a bunlet. 

To welcome him home with hit Due\. 

On he speeds, never tvasting a wordlet. 
Though thoughtlets cling. Aosely as wax. 
To the spot where the beautiful birdlet 
So quietly quacks. 

Where the Lobsterlet Jurist, and the Crablet 
So slowly and sleepily crawls: 

Where the. Dolphin's at home, and the Dahlet 
Pays long ceremonious calls: 

Where the Cmblet is sought by the Froglet: 

Where the Frog is pursued by the Ditch^: 
Where the Duel(let is ehased by the Doglet— 
So runs the svorld's lueh) 

He has loaded udth bullet and powder: 

His fops fall is noiseless as air: 

But the Voices grow louder and louder. 

And bellow, and bluster, and blare. 

They bristle before him and after. 

They flutter above and below. 

Shrill shne\ings of lubberly laughter. 

Ward waslingt of woe! 
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They echo mihotit him, withw him 

They thrill through his tuhts\ers and heard’ 
Lthe a teetotum seeming to spin him, 

With sneers neter hitherto sneered 
"Avengement!" they try, "on our Foeletl 
Let the AfanJ^jn weep /or our ivrongsl 
Let us drench him, from toplet to toelet. 

With NiirserySongtl 

"H« shall muse upon ‘Heyl Diddle! Diddle!' 

On the Cow that surmounted the MoOn 
He shall rate of the Cat arid the Fiddle, 

And the Dish that eloped mth the Spoon ' 
And hit soul shall he sad jor the Spider. 

When Mits htufjet « as sipping her tvhey, 
That so tenderly sat down betide her, 

And scared her away! 

"The music of Midsummer madness 
Shall sung htm with many a bile, 

Till, in rapture of rollicking sadness, * 

He shall groan with a gloomy delight 
He shall swathe hxm.Uke muts of the rtioening. 
In platitudes lusaous and bmp 
Such as deck, with a deathless adorning 

The Song of the Shrimp! 

"When the Duckjeds dark doom ts decided. 

We will trundle htm home in a tnce 
And the banquet, so plainly provided. 

Shall round into rose buds and nee 
In a blaze of pragmaijc invention 

He shall wrestle mth Fate, and shall reign 
But he has not a friend fit to mention, 

So hit him again } ' 
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the Poet’s exquisite description of how Geraint, when 

waited on by Enid, was moved 

"To stoop and \iss the tender httle thumb 
That crossed the platter at she laid it dou n/' 

and to suit the action to the word — an audacious liberty 
for which, I feel bound to report, he was not duly re 
pnmanded 

As no topic of conversation seemed to occur to any one, 
and as we were, all four, on those delightful terms with 
one another (the only terms, 1 think, on which any friend 
ship, that deserves the name of intimacy, can be main 
tamed) which involve no sort of necessity for speaking 
for mere speaking’s sake, we sat m silence for some 
minutes 

At length I broke the silence by asking “Is there any 
fresh news from the harbour about the Fever?” 

“None since this morning,’ the Earl said, looking very 
grave “But that was alarming enough The Fever is 
spreading fast the London doctor has taken fright and 
left the place, and the only one now available isn’t a reg 
ular doctor at all he is apothecary, and doctor, and den 
Ust, and I don’t know what other trades, all in one It’s a 
bad outlook for those poor fishermen — and a worse one 
for all the tvomen and children ” 

‘ How many arc there of them altogether? ’ Arthur 
asked ^ 

‘ There were nearly one hundred, a week ago,” said 
the Earl but there have been twenty or thirty deaths 
since then " 

“And what religious ministrauons are there to be had?” 

“There arc three brave men down there,’ the Earl re- 
plied, his voice trembling with emotion, “gallant heroes as 
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ever won the Victoria Crossl I am certain that no one of 
the three will ever leave the place merely to save his own 
life. There’s the Curate: his wife is with him: they have 
no children. Then there’s the Roman Catholic Priest- And 
there’s the Wcslej'an Minister. They go amongst their 
OWTl flocks, mostly; but I’m told that those who arc dying 
like to have any of the three with them. How slight the 
barriers seem to be that part Christian from Christian, 
when one has to deal with the great facts of Life and the 
rcalit)’ of Death!” 

“So it must be, and so it should be — ” Arthur was be- 
ginning, when the front-door bell rang, suddenly and 
violently. 

We heard the front-door hastily opened, and voices 
outside: then a knock at the door of ^e smoking-roo^ 
and the old house-keeper appeared, looking a little scared. 

"Two persons, my Lord, to speak with Dr. Forester. 

Arthur stepped outside at once, and we heard his cheery 
"Well, my men?" but the answer was less audible, the 
only wxtrds I could distinctly catch being “ten since morn- 
ing, and two more just — 

“But there // a doctor there?” we beard Arthur say: and 
a deep voice, that sve had not heard before, replied Dead, 
Sir. Died three hours ago.” 

Lady Muriel shuddered, and hid her face in her hands : 
but at this moment the front-door was quietly dosed, and 
wx heard no more. 

For a few minutes we sat quite silent: then the 
the room, and soon returned to tell us that Arthur had 
gone asvay with the two fishermen, leaving word that he 
would be back in about an hour. And, true enough, at the 
end of that imcrval-during which very little u-as said, 
none of us seeming to have the heart to ulk-the front- 
door once more creaked on its n«ty hinges, and a step was 
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heard m the passage, hardly to be recognised as Arthur’s, 
way “■ man feeling his 

“V"’ "“"u ‘•esting one 

hand heavily on the table, and wid. a strange look in his 
eyes, as if he were walking in his sleep 

hiir lov^ he paused, and his lips quivered 
but aft r a minute he went on more steadily •’Muriel- 
my darling-they-mam mo-down in the Lrbour” 
hant';;! r S """S and laying her 

Arthurrit’'“ ‘’"”"'"'8,'''" "’■* “Must you go, 
Arthur? It may mean— deathi” ^ 

de«h’'b!.M'd fl-whing “It docs mean 

cdUd aL "'‘■“P"’ ' tut-darhng-I am 

with quite silent, looking upwards 

Xk he “V'.''’'” "O'V useless, 

ooonv L t =■">* "’■■h the grea; 

LemL t, “1"® inspiration 

™ue sweet “P I-" f-' "'■* =■ 

“^-hfe." she repeated “It is no. 

-n SieSne?’-' “ “P"' 

brmn Shei;"? >■" “ft')' 1" his 

before amt t I ‘^°uc such a thing in my presence 
« iff snare vni deeply she must be moved "I 

And to God spoor," he whispered 
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“And to God’s poor,” she added. “When must it be, 
sweet love?” 

“To-morrow morning,” he replied. “And I have much 
to do before then." 

And then he told us hotv be had spent his hour of ab- 
sence. He had been to the Vicarage, and had arranged for 
the wedding to take place at eight the next morning 
(there was no legal obstacle, as he had, some time before 
this, obtained a Special license) in the little church we 
knew so well. “My old friend here,” indicating me, “wUl 
act as 'Best Man,’ I knotv: your father will be there to 
give you away : and — and— you will dispense sviih bridc's- 
maids, my darling?" 

'She nodded: no words came. 

“And then I can go with a willing heart—to do God's 
work— knowing that we are one— and that we are to* 
gechcf in fpint, though not in bodily presence— and are 
most of all together svhen we prayl Our prayers will go 
up together—” 

“Yes, yesi” sobbed Lady Muriel. “But you must not 
Slay longer now, my darling! Go home and take some 
rest. You will need all your strength to-morrow — 

"Well, I Avill go," said Arthur. "We will be here in 
good time to-morrow. Good night, my own own darling!” 

I followed his example, and \%t two left the house to- 
gether. As we walked back to our lodgings Arthur 
sighed deeply once or twice, and seemed about to speak — 
but no words came, till we had entered the house, and 
had lit our candles, and were at our bedroom-doors. Then 
Arthur said "Good night, old fellowl God bless you!" 

“God bless )ouf” I echoed, from the very depths of my 
heart. 

We were b.ick again at the Hall by eight in the morn- 
ing, and found Lady Munel and the Earl, and the old 
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Vicar waiting for us It was a strangely sad and silent 
party that walked up to the little church and back, and I 
could not help feeling that it was much mote like a funer- 
a than a wedding to Lady Muriel it mar in fact, a funer- 
al ra*er than a wedding, so heavily did the presentiment 
weigh upon her (as she told us afterwards) that her 
newty won husband was going forth to his death 

“il too soon, the vehicle 
the door which was to convey Arthur, first to his 

-in/'iL®'' r"'^ ’’t '“■'“g with him, 

was r A “ticken hamlet as it 

3 ere m ^ “ ''™ “£ *e fishermen 

of the way' f'" 

owr^ne^m' ^ certainly And my 

Z ow^wa Tf »>■= “ty 

made that is' "* IS a fisherman’s suit, ready 

the bedsides of the sick and dying—' 

to fetch iZli't, ^httcl and she ran upstairs 

Z aTshV 1 "'™"" “ ‘t but 'Muriel,' ” she 

“No t 'r“'’ '* ■■*»« I inscribe-'' 

“What enuu'^^ Arthur, taking it from her 

h^an ZZ ^“1"”"''’' 'ban that? Could any 

propertv? At ' *' clearly as my own individual 
SZ avli r y-"' ("'.th all 

and hiftl?s'°"® '“'■"’S ‘be Earl and to me. 

00m, accompanied only by his wife, who was 
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bearing up bravely, and w-as — outwardly, at least — less 
overcome than her old father. Wc w’aitcd in the room a 
minute or two, till the sound of wheels had told us that 
Arthur had driven a^rayJ and even then we svaited still, 
for the step of Lady Muriel, going upstairs to her room, to 
die away in the distance. Her step, usually so light and 
joyous, now sounded slow and weary, like one who plods 
on. under a load of hopeless misery; and I felt almost as 
hopeless, and almost as wretched, as she. “Arc w’c four 
destined ever to meet again, on this side the grave.?” I 
asked myself, as I svalkcd to my home. And the tolling of 
a distant bell seemed to anssver me, “No! No! No!” 


Chapter XVIII 

A Newspapcr^utiing 

extract from the 'Tayfield chronicled 

Our readerf will have folhiveJ with painful interest, the 
accounts tve have from time to time published of the terrible 
epidemic which has, during the last two months, carried 
oQ rnost of the inhabitants of the little fishing-harbour ad- 
joining the village of Elveston. The last survivors, number- 
ing twenty-three only, out of a population which, three short 
months ago, exceeded one hundred and twenty, uvre re- 
moved on Wednesday last, under the authority of the Local 
Foard, and safely lodged in the County Hospital' and the 
place is now leritably ”a city of the 'dead!' without a single 
human voice to brea\ its silence. 

The rescuing party consisted of six sturdy fellows — fisher- 
men from the neighbourhood — directed by the resident 
Physician of the Hospital, who came over for that purpose. 
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IZi'l, T", Ti. s,x n,cn ha 

-/or Mor s,rxnph 
even nnm t expeeliiton war considered to be, 

Every preeautton that setenee could suegest, agamst the 
hMrZdTl7‘ ‘-IrerstvL Lder 

r f oooA Zth a hasp, 

pad etZlIluren /,T'' "°T' °< 

,A/x«x twoZZT,] '""'-.o? 

but five pertoZZ t'‘a77ma'fo’'"'" i“""'‘"' 

^•ryonrf a doubt that all ft ° ascertained. 

It ., a raelaZtlTpZlZlZ^ 

these genmne martyr,—, L“" ”” “/ 

«'orM> /o «jrfrfif o« ti. T 7°”*^' are more 

They are as follom, — "/ ' ^"otx' 

The Rev James Burgess Mu4 nuX u t 
teas ,he Curare a, the Hash f 

been marrred only t.Z yelZZ'Z' 7' 

'"ZZt 77 dZTZtiZ^Zh."""' 

FoTcster 7Jho^‘^^ honoured name of Dr 

nobly faced the im ^ death of the local phystaan 

^hcsVpoor mZarelT 

yoor ;o/^ for in their last extremity No record 
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of fiu name, or of the date of hU death, teas found: but the 
corpse teas easily identified, although dressed in the ordi- 
nary fishermans suit (^tvhich he was \notim to have adopted 
when he went dotim there), by a copy of the 'New Testa- 
ment, the gift of his wife, which was found, placed next his 
heart, with his hands crossed over^it. It was not thought 
prudent to remove the body, for burial elsewhere: and ac- 
cordingly it was at once committed to the ground, along 
tvith four others found in different houses, tvith all due 
reverenee. His wife, whose maiden'name was Lady Muriel 
Orme, had been married to him on'the very morning on 
which he undertook his self-sacriffcing mission. 

Next we fecord the Rev. Walter Saunders, Wesleyan Min- 
ister. His death (s believed to have la\en place two or three 
tvee}{s ago, as the words "Died October S" were found writ- 
ten on the wall of the room tvhich he is l(^nown to have occu- 
pied— the house being shut up, and apparently not having 
been entered far some time. 

Lastshough not a whit behind the other four in glori- 
ous self-denial and devotion to duty— let us record the name 
of Father Francis, a young Jesuit Pnesl who had been only a 
few months in the place. He had not been dead many hours 
when the exploring party tame upon the body, tehich svas 
identified, beyond the possibility of doubt, by the drets, and 
by the crucifix which teas, ls\e the young Doctors Testa- 
ment, clasped closely to his heart. 

Since reaching the hospital, two of the men and one of 
the children have died. Hope is entertained for all the 
others: though there are two or three eases where the vital 
powers seem to be so entirely 'exhausted that it is but "hop- 
ing against hope" to regard ultimate recovery as even 
possible. 



Chapter XIX 
A Fairy-Duct 

The ycar-what an eventful year .t had been for mel— 
was drawing to a close, and the brief wintry day hardly 
pvc light enough to recognise the old familiar objects, 
^^PPy nicmorics, as the train 
glided round the last bend into the station, and the hoarse 
ElvestonI" resounded along the plat- 

It was sad to return to the place, and to feel that I should 
rd'm^ ^8^*^ ®te t e glad smile of welcome, that had await- 
ed me here so few months ago "And yet, it I were to find 
Do?ter k ’ at in solitary state 1 followed the 

ff he 1 wheeling my luggage on a barrow, "and 

jeel ft to be strange ! 

m!* uTa®"''" to have my luggage taken to 

“t suchT" a """T^rters. to my dear old friends 
haUa vear f ■' -as barely 

daughter “ met-the Earl and his widowed 

dirouvh^ik^^^k ^ remembered, was to cross 

Srafd H 1 P“*a<I open the little wicket- 

fals of d, ‘ '™>' “™''S the solemn memor- 

Si i^e^ *‘”''‘"8 of 'ha many who had, 

ring the past year, disappeared from the place, and had 

m f Ik ” A very few steps brought me 

m A? d *' Eady Muriel, dressed 

m Ae deepest mourning, her face hidden by a long crape 

68a 
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vdl, ^yas kneeling- before a little marble cross, round 
which she was fastening a wreath of flowers. 

The cross stood on a piece of level turf, unbroken by 
any mound, and I knew that it was simply a memorial- 
cross, for one whose dust reposed elsewhere, even before 
reading the simple inscription: — 

In loving Memory of 
ARTHUR FORESTER, M.D. 
whose mortal remains He buried by the sea: 
whose spirit has returned to God who gave it, 

“greater love hath no man than this, that 

A MAN LAY DOWN HIS LIFE FOR HIS FRIENDS.” 

She threw back her veil on seeing me approach, and 
came fbrsvards to meet me, with a quiet smile, and far 
more self-possessed than 1 could have expected. 

“It is quite like old time^ seeing you here againl” she 
said, in tones of genuine pleasure. “Have you been to see 
my father?” 

“No,” I said: “I was on my way there, and came 
.through here as the shortest wy. I hope he is well, and 
you also?” 

“Thanks, we are both quite well. And you? Are you 
any better yet?” 

“Not much better, I fear: but no worse, I am thankful 
to say.” 

“Let us sit here awhile, and have a quiet chat,” she 
said. The calmness — almost indifference — of her manner 
quite took me by surprise. I little guessed what a fierce 
restraint she was putting upon herself. 

“One can be so quiet here," she resumed. "I come here 
every— -every day.” 
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‘ It IS very peaceful," I said 
‘ You got my letter? ’ 

‘ ""'“"S- I‘ so hard to say-on 

sveLwr;/,' ''“h DS when 

more hurned'lv° "I ="6 went on 

nmes bu T harbour several 

ines, but no one knows which of those vast graves it is 

s^rermfcrr/'rr "l' 6-6 tf that wls 

aTstruvried ° "'hrre-where- " 

wayTt la? ai^d T “ ?“ "“6 gates had given 

nble I had ?ver w.t?e?sedTot?lly®??lrdr '’"f"’"' 

marb?e®em« ‘‘Oh'm ''“'P'6 roLd®th= little 

“And God men r' ^ , (' tofi, my darhngl ' she sobbed 
I w, ^ T ? P'"' '6= to be so beautifull" 
very ward’s of the°d’'l"’ ‘''“l ry“''6 by JLady Muriel, the 

so bitterly over the fa"d ha^e ^ 

fluence mysterious in- 

back to?"” fmry spirit, e^e she svent 

SO dearly? The idp j human spirit that loved her 

-e the?? Z%„t: ;c '°A° ‘"'■'f ^"6 yet, 

*c»mr of our ph.lLphy"? " 

.y .-iTS G^r ' "‘■“P"'''- 

say no more, but rose arf lefrT"!"'!!"' 
the Earl s hou^P T j 1”* entrance gate to 

mg the sun se ce r ’ 8“" '"6 Tvatch- 

some sorrowful’— um^rfd””!!? some happy, 

Sh^ „r., , Muiicl joined me 

“My father*^w ^ 

My tath will be so pleased to see youl* 

The old man rose from h.s chair, with a smile, to wel 
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come me; but his self-command was far less than his 
daughter’s, and the tears coursed down his face as he 
grasped both my hands in his, and pressed them tvarmly. 

My heart was too full to speak; and we all sat silent for 
a minute or two. Then Lady Muriel rang the bell for tea. 
‘Tou da take five o’clock tea, I know!” she said to me, 
wth the sweet playfulness of manner I remembered 50 
well, “even though you ca’n't work your wicked will on 
the Law of Gravity, and make the teacups descend into 
Infinite Space, a little faster than the tea!” 

This remark gave the tone to our conversation. By a 
tacit mutual consent, we avoided, during this our first 
meeting after her great sorrow, the painful topics that 
filled our thoughts, and ulked like light-hearted children 
who had never knotvn a care. 

. “Did you ever ask yourself the question,” Lady Muriel 
began, d propos of nothing, “what is the cAief advantage 
of being a Man instead of a Dog?” 

"No, indeed," I said: "but 1 think there arc advantages 
on the Dog's side of the question as well. 

"No doubt,” she replied, svith that pretty mock-gravity 
that became her so well: “but, on Man's side, the chief 
advantage seems to me to consist in having poc/^ets! It 
svas borne in upon me — upon «r, I should say; for my 
father and I were returning from a walk— only yesterday. 
We met a dog carrying home a bone. What it svanted it 
for. I’ve no idea: certainly there was no meat on it—” 

A strange sensaiion came over me, that I had heard all 
this, or something exactly like it, before: and 1 almost 
expected her next words to be "perhaps he meant to make 
a cloak for the winter?” However what she really said 
was “and my father tried to account for it by some 
Wretched joke about pro bono publico. Well, the dog laid 
doivn the bone— / jo/ in disgust mth the pun, which 
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“ ‘'°s '“piy “ 

my ChZabr°^ P“y Won't you ,o,n 

stick in your moudt "• “ '° “"S' y"-' 

o/fwalkL*^ t®"''' '“•‘O” 

rm^bv a Z r''"r ' *■='* ™“ ""“““‘i. of 

a large doR^®rfr""™L ^ ohild, and 

was walkmir To l* on which I 

manrut Zn ' -PP°-- ‘ho Sontk 

parasol, and then led umbrella and the lady’s 

from which he sent tht do?L"l‘f ' *' P‘“’ 

I was watching 

back to svhere I stood but f„,.Z ^ ^ ® “‘“® 

m picking up theZ;„ , K n ‘hfficulty 

asol Of ZrL Z"t drfZ*’^'"” “h' P^"' 

and It wa, able to ^ ZZ'b U '7^ ™ 

galloped ofT m trmmnl, ^ umbrella, and 

«one^.hrouZa ‘ 

don'trthte'l^fjZ 'hot 

■ThL ccr"Z7y =‘”‘' ' 

ago," said the eItI ■ The “ *'"'‘““0" 

to stand or fall ,vith the as * R'hgion seemed ready 
seasoning anim™ L, ,7""™ “en nas the only 
still claim eZm ” “ « =■" '"d "“'e Man can 

aim eerram monopolies-f„r instance, such a use 
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o£ language as enables us to utilise the work of many, by 
‘division of labour,’ But the belief, that we have a monop- 
oly of Reason, has long been swept amy. Yet no catas- 
trophe has followed. As some old poet says, 'God is where 
he ivas' ” 

I “Most religious believers would now agree with Bishop 
Butler,” said I, “and not reject a line of argument, even 
if it led straight to the conclusion that animals have some 
kind of soul, which survives their bodily death.” 

"I would like to know that to be tiucl” Lady Muriel 
exclaimed. “If only for the sake of the poor horses. Some- 
times I’ve thought that, if anything could make me cease 
to believe in a God of perfect justice, it would be the suf- 
ferings of horses— without guUt to deserve it, and without 
any compensation!” 

“It is only part of the great Riddle,” said the Earl, “why 
innocent beings euer suffer. It //a great strain on Paith— 
but not a breaking strain, 1 think.” 

“The sufferings of horses!' 1 said, “arc chiefly caused 
by Man's cruelty. So that is merely one of the many in- 
stances of Sin causing suffering to others than the Sinner 
himself. But don't you find a greater difficulty in suffer- 
ings inflicted by animals upon each other? For instance, a 
cat playing tvich a mouse. Assuming it to have no moral 
responsibility, isn’t that a greater mystery than a man 
over-driving a horse?” 

“I think it is!' Mid Lady Muriel, looking a mute appeal 
to her father. 

“\Vhat right have we to make that assumpuon?” said 
the Earl. "Many of our religious difficulties are merely de- 
ductions from unK'arranted atsumptions. The nisest an- 
swer to most of them, is, I think, ‘behold, we k’^ow not 
anything ' " 

“You mentioned ‘divisiorfof bbour,’ just now," I said. 
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"Sure^ " to a wondarfol pcrfactton in a h.va of 

&'rf “rd"t'“~^ ™P"-h“man-" ta.d the 

Sty’thow X ^ ■"“"«««! w.th the lutdltgcnca 

Ir nfT f ‘‘ hold, a very h.ah or- 

any reasonable sele „f .hr 'T""' “ 

abouti We should ntT “ simply bangs itself 

Andyetware ,1 “‘’“PP'’ ‘hat behaved so 

aW Snl::: Newmor ■= 

at aU?“ ''™ P"^' ““"‘ains no /Jeamo 

ofTbefhivrrvr ” h-'ld that the work 

none of it is done GoS h ^ 

and has put into th/m..!^ri 7 u tf 'Msoned it all out, 
of the reasoning process " ‘“’'“■''"‘“"A only, 

askfd” to work together I 

■>acurpleadmr T iT” ' "■« 'h'^ “>»- minds ?" 
in a most unfihal toKof P ” ^ady Monel cried, 

said lust now, 

replied “It has oceujrertr.^' S'""'’' 

non of the 'Bee mystery th-,^ “ probable solu 

one mmd among tlam We oft" 
a most complel eollectron T 

loaned together Mmi i • ®nd organs, when 

ncction IS necessary? MaTn r"" “"J' ™‘“'al con- 

enough? If so, a swarm of 1 ^ neighbourhood be 

whose many hmbs arc nor ^ “ simply a single animal 
' “m not quite close togetherl" 
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‘It is a bewildering thought,” I said, and needs a 
night’s rest to grasp it properly. Reason and Instinct both 
tell me I ought to go home. So, good-night! ^ 

“I’ll ‘set’ you part of the way,” said Lady Muriel. I vc 
had no walk to-day. It will do me ^od, and I have more 
to say to you. Shall we go through the wood? It will be 
pleasanter than over the common, even though it is get- 
ting a litde dark,” 

We turned aside into the shade of interlacing boughs, 
which formed an architecture of almost perfect symmetry, 
grouped into lovely groined arches, or running out, far as 
the eye could fallow, into endless aisles, and chancel^ 
and naves, like some ghostly cathedral, fashioned out of 
the dream of a moon-struck poet. 

“Always, in this wood,” she began after a pause 
(silence seemed natural in this dim solitude), I be^n 
thinking of Fairiesl May I ask you a question?" she 
added hesitatingly. “Do you believe in Fairies? 

The momentary impulse svas $0 strong to tell her of 
tny experiences in this very wood, that 1 had to make a 
real effort to keep back the words that rushed to my 
lips. “If you mean, by ‘believe,’ ‘believe in their possible 
existence,’ I say ‘Yes.’ For their actual existence, of course, 


one would need evidence” 

“You were saying, the other day,” she*svent on, that 
you would accept anything, on p>od evidence, that uus 
not h priori impossible. And I think you named Ghosts 
as an instance of a provable phenomenon. Would Fames 
be another instance?" , , u 

“Yes, I think so." And again it was hard to check the 
wish to say more: but I svas not yet sure of a sympathetic 


iisicncr. , , 

“And have you any theory as to what sort of place 
they would occupy in Creation? Do tell me what you 



^ SYLVIE AND BEUNO CONCLUDED 
th.nk about thami Would ihc>, for instance (supposing 
such beings to exist), ssould they base any moral re- 
sponsibdny! I mean" (and the light bantering tone sud- 
denly changed to one of deep seriousness) "ssould they 
he capable of sm?” 

They can reason— on a losser IcscI, perhaps, than men 
and svomen-never rising. I think, above the faculties of 
1 k * » tD t ey base a moral sense, most surely. Such 
a being, svithout free rii/f, ssould be an absiirditv. So I 
”Yn"r '"“O" •l>at they ere capable of sin ” 

^ she cried delightedly, with a 

dden motion as if about to clap her hands “Nosv tell 
me, have you any reason for ie>" 

sum wal'ei ' ’"“n "'■''"■on > 

-not 1 “ */“• averysvhere 

senses "Merely svhat is palpable to our 

rrur'osv '"Visible as svell We believe 

in our osvn immaterial essence— call it 'soul ‘ or ‘snirit,’ 

alrnd r” "S^e’s 

bodv' Did linked on to a visible and material 

» dCc^iTk '^k™''' of '"'ppy '"“ 0 “- 

othcr ohiert ,k * *o"^oo"' lot one hour of bliss, for no 
of conscious '"lagine, than to swell the sum 

draw XT And svhere shall ave dare to 

draw dae line, and say 'He has made all these and no 

eyes 'iurlk 'vatching me with sparkling 

hLe nf * "t' only reasons tor not deaymg You 

have more reasons *an this, have you not? ’ 

“And T ' f^vlmg I might safely tell all now 

tTu ■" •'"» very wood!’ 

oacedL “’'"d "<> rnore questions Silently she 

paceu at my side, with head bowed dosvn and hands 
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clasped lightly together. Only, as roy talc ^vcnt on, she 
drew a little short quick breath now and then, like a 
child panting with delight. And I told her what I had 
never yet breathed to any other listener, of my double 
life, and, more than that (for mine might have been but 
a noonday-dream), of the double life of those two dear 
children. _ 

And when I told her of Bruno’s wild gambols, she 
laughed merrily; and when f spoke of Sylvie’s sweet- 
ness and her utter unselfishness and trustful love, she 
drew a deep breath, like one who hears at last some 
precious tidings for which the heart has ached for a Jong 
while; and the happy tears chased one another down her 
cheeks. 

“I have often longed to meet an angel," she whispered, 
so low that I could hardly catch the words. "I'm so glad 
I’ve seen Sylvie! My heart went out to the child the firs* 
moment that I saw her — Listen!” she broke off sudden'v. 
"That’s Sylvie singing! I’m sure of ifJ Don’t you know 
her voice?” , 

“I have heard Bruno sing, more than once," I said, 
"but I ncs’cr heard Sylvie." 

"I have only heard her once” said Lady Muriel. "It was 
that day when you brought us those mysterious flowers. 
The children had run out into the garden; and I saw 
Eric coming in that way, and went to the window to 
meet him: and Sylvie svas singing, under the trees, a 
song T had never heard before. TTie words were some- 
thing like T think it is Love, I feel it is Love.’ Her voice 
sounded far away, like a dream, but it was bcauuful 
beyond all words — as sweet as an infant’s first smile, or 
the first gleam of the white cliffs ivhen one is coming 
home after wear)’ years — a voice that seemed to fill one’s 
whole being with peace and heavenly thoughts — Listen!” 
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she cried, breaking o(T again in her excitement ‘ That is 

her \oice, and Oiai’s the very songl" 

I could distinguish no words, but there wns a dreamy 
sense of music in the air that seemed to grow ever louder 
and louder, as if coming nearer to us We stood quite 
silent, and in another minute the two children appeared, 
coming straight tow’ards us through an arched opening 
among the trees Each had an arm round the other, and 
the setting sun shed a golden halo round their heads, 
like what one secs in pictures of saints They were look- 
ing in our direction, but evidently did not see us, and I 
soon made out that Lady Muriel had for once passed 
into a condition familiar to me, that we were botli of 
us “eerie", and that, though we could see the children so 
plainly, we were quite invisible to them 
The song ceased just as they came into sight but, to 
my delight, Bruno instantly said Let’s sing it all again, 
Sylviel It <lid sound so prcttyl” And Sylvie replied ‘ Very 
well It’s you to begin, you know" 

So Bruno began, in the sweet childish treble I knew 
so well — 

'Say, what is the spell, when her fledgelings are cheeping 
That lures the bird home to her nett? 

Or wakes the tired mother, whose infant is weeping. 

To cuddle and croon it to rest? 

Whats the magic that charms the glad babe m her arms. 
Till it cooes with the voice of the dove? 

And now ensued quite the strangest of all the strange 
experiences that marked the wonderful year whose history 
I am writing — the cxpenenM of prst hearing Sylvie’s 
voice in song Her part tvas a very short one — only a 
few words — and she sang it timidly, and very low indeed. 
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scarcely audibly, bui the sweetness of her voice was simply 
indescribable; I have never heard any earthly music like it. 

" ’Tis a secret, and so let us whisper it low — 

^nd the name of the secret it Laeel” 

On me the first effect of her voice was a sudden sharp 
pang that seemed to pierce through one’s very heart. (I 
had felt such a pang only once before in my life, and it 
had been from seeing what, at the moment, realised one’s 
idea of perfect beauty — it was in a London exhibition, 
where, in making my way through a crowd, I suddenly 
met, face to face, a child of quite unearthly beauty.) Then 
came a rush of burning tears to the eyes, as though one 
could weep one’s soul away for pure delight. And lasdy 
there fell on me a sense of awe that w'as almost terror- 
some such feeling as Moses must have had when he 
heard the words "Put off thy shoes from off thy feet, for 
the place whereon thou standest is holy ground!' The 
figures of the children became vague and shadowy, like 
glimmering meteors: while their voices rang together in 
exquisite harmony as they sang: — 

"For I thin\ it is Love, 

For I feel it is Love, 

For I'm sure is is nothing but Love!" 

By this time I could sec them clearly once more. Bruno 
again sang by himself: — 

"Say, whence it the voice that, when anger is burning. 

Bids the whirl of the tempest so cease? 

That stirs the vexed soul with an aching — a yearning 
For the brotherly hand-grip of peace? 

Whence the music that fills idl our being — that thrills 
Around us, beneath, and above?" 
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Sylvie sang more courageously, this time* the words 
seemed to carry her away, out of herself* — 

•' ‘Tis a secret none Xnows how tt comes, how tt goes: 

But the name of the secret is LoveV 

And clear and strong the chorus rang out; — 

"For I thtn\ tt ts "Love, 

For I feel tt ts Love, 

For I'm sure it ts nothing hut Love!" 

Once more we heard Bruno's delicate little voice 
alone — 

"Say whose is the skill that points valley and hill. 

Like a picture so fair to the sight? 

That flecks the green meadow with sunshine and shadow. 
Till the little lambs leap with delight?" 

And again uprose that silvery voice, whose angelic 
sweetness I could hardly bear — • 

" 'Tis a secret untold to hearts cruel and cold. 

Though 'tis sung, by the angels above, 

In notes that ring clear for the ears that can A«r— 

And the name of the secret tt Lavel" 

And then Bruno joined m again with 

"For I think it is Love, 

For J feel it u Love, 

For I’m sure tt ts nothing but Level" 

“That arc prcityl" the little fellow exclaimed, as 
children pass^ us — $0 closely that we drew hick a little 
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to malcc room for them, and it seemed we had only to 
reach out a hand to touch them: but this we did not 
attempt. . , , j 

“No use to try and stop them!” I said, as they passed 
away into the shadows. “Why. they could not even 
see us!” . , 

“No use at all.” Lady Muriel echoed with a sigh. One 
™uld likf to meet them again, in living form! But I feel, 
somehow, that can never be. They have passed out o 
o«r lives!" She sighed again; and no more was said, Ull 
we came out into the main road, at a point near my 
lodgings. 

“Well, I will leave you here,” she said. I want to get 
back before dark; and I have a cottage-friend to visit, 
first. Good night, dear friend! Ut us see you soon-and 
often!” she added, with an affectionate warmth that tvent 
to my very heart. “For thou ore foto wo hold as door! 

"Good night!" I answered. “Tennyson said that of a 
worthier friend than me.” 

"Tennyson didn't know what he tvas talking about! 
she saucily rejoined, svith a touch of her old childish 
gaiety; and we parted. 


Chapter XX 
Gammon and Spinach 

My landlady's welcome had an extra heartiness about it: 
and though, with a rare delicacy of fecUg. she ma'>' 
direct allusion to the friend whose compamonship had 
done so much to brighten life for me, I felt sure that it 
was a kindly svmoathy with my solitary state that made 
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her so specially anxious to do all she could think of to 
ensure my comfort, and make me fee! at home 

The lonely evening seemed long and tedious yet I 
lingered on, watching the dying fire, and letting Fancy 
mould the red embers into the forms and faces belong' 
ing to bygone scenes Now it seemed to be Bruno’s 
roguish smile that sparkled for a moment, and died 
away now it was Sylvie’s rosy cheek* and now the Pro- 
fessor’s jolly round face, beaming with delight “You’re 
welcome, my httle pncsl’’ he seemed to say And then 
the red coal, which for the moment embodied the dear 
old Professor, began to wax dim, and with its dying 
lustre the words seemed to die away into silence I seized 
the poker, and with an artful touch or two revived the 
waning glow, while Fancy— no coy minstrel she— sang 
me once again the magic strain I loved to hear 
* You’re welcome, httle ones! ’ the cheery voice re- 
peated “1 told them you were coming Your rooms are 
all r«aidy for you And the Emperor and the Empress- 
well, I think they’re rather pleased than otherwise! In 
fact, Her Highness said ‘I hope they II be m time for the 
Banquet! Those were her very words, 1 assure youl” 

‘ Will Uggug be at the Banquet? Bruno asked And 
both children looked uneasy at ihe dismal suggestion 
‘ Why, of course he will! chuckled the Professor 
‘ Why, It’s his birthday^ don t you know? And his health 
will be drunk, and all that sort of thing What would 
the Banquet be without hm? 

Ever so much nicer,’ said Bruno But he said it m 
a very low voice, and nol»dy but Sylvie heard him 
The Professor chuckled again It 11 be a jolly Banquet, 
now you’ve come, my httle mani I am so glad to see you 
again! ’ 
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“I ’fraid' we’ve been very long in coming,” Bruno 
politely remarked. 

“Well, yes,” the Professor assented. “However, you’re 
very short, now you’re come: that’s some comfort. And 
he went on to enumerate the plans for the day. The 
Lecture comes first,” he said. “That the Empress insists 
on. She says people will eat so much at the Banquet, 
they’ll be too sleepy to attend to the Lecture aftcr,vards 
and perhaps she’s right- There’ll just be a little re/rerA- 
ment, when the people first arrive— as a kind of surprise 
for the Empress, wu know. Ever since she s been— -well, 
not quite so clever as she once vvas — we’ve found it de- 
sirable to concoct little surprises for her. T/ien comes the 
Lecture — 

“What? The Lecture you were getting ready— ever $0 
long ago?” Sylvie enquired. 

“Ycs-ihat’s the one,” the Professor rather reluctanUy 
admitted. “It has taken a goodish time to prepare. I’ve 
got so many other things to attend to. For msunce, I m 
Court'Physiaan. I have to keep all the Royal Servants 
in good health— and that reminds mel he cried, ringing 
the bell in a great hurry. “This is Medidnc-Dayl ^Ve 
only give Medicine once a week. If we were to begin 
giving it every day, the botdes would soon be cmptyl 

“But if they were ill on the other days?” Sylvie sug- 
gested. 

“\Vhat, ill on the wong dayH exclaimed the Professor. 
“Oh, that would never dol A Servant VN-ould ^ di^ 
missed at onee, who was iU on the wrong day! This is 
the Mcdidnc for toJay,’* he went on, taking dovra a large 
jug from a shelf. “I mixed it, myself, fint this 

morning. Taste it!” he said, holding out the jug to 
Bruno. “Dip in your finger, and taste it! 
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Bruno did so, and made such an excruciatingly wry 
face that Sylvie exclaimed, in alarm, “Oh, Bruno, you 
mustn’tl” 

^ “It’s welly extremely nastyl” Bruno said, as his face 
resumed its natural shape 

“Nastyl” said the Professor “Why, of course it isl 
What would Medianc, be if it wasn’t nasty?" 

“Nice,” said Bruno 

“1 was going to say — the Professor faltered, rather 
taken aback by the promptness of Bruno’s reply, “ — that 
that would never do* Medicine has to be nasty, you know 
Be good enough to take this )ug, down into the Set 
vants’ Hall,’’ he said to the footman who answered the 
bell “and tell them it’s their Medicine for today ’’ 
“Which of them is to drink it?’’ the footman asked, 
as he carried o(f the jug 

“Oh, I’ve not settled that yeti’ the Professor briskly 
replied “I’ll come and settle that, soon Tell them not to 
begin, on any account, till 1 come) It’s really wonderfiih' 
he said, turning to the children, “the success I ve had in 
curing Diseases! Here arc some of my memoranda ’’ He 
took down from the shelf a heap of little hits of paper, 
pinned together iti twos and threes "Just look at this set, 
now *Under-Coo\ Number Thirteen recovered from 
Common Fever — Fehrts Communis ’ And now sec what’s 
pinned to it *Gave Under Coo\ Number Thirteen a 
Double Dose of Medicine ’ That's something to be proud 
of, isn't it^’’ 

“But which happened first? ’ said Sylvie, looking very 
much puzzled 

The Professor examined the papers carefully “They 
arc not dated, I find," he said with a slightly dejected 
air “so I fear I ca’n’r tell you But they both happened 
there’s no doubt of that The Medicine's the great thing, 
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you know. The Diseases arc much less important. You 
can keep a Medicine, for years and years: but nobody 
ever u’ants to keep a Disease! By the way, come and 
look at the platform. The Gardener asked me to come 
and see if it would do. We may as well go before it gets 
dark.” 

“We’d like to, very much!” Sylvie replied. “Come, 
Bruno, put on your hat. Don’t keep the dear Professor 
wailing!” 

“Ca’n’t find my hat!" the litdc fellow sadly replied. 
“I were rolling it about. And it’s rolled itself away!” 

“Maybe it’s rolled in there," Sylvie suggested, pointing 
to a dark recess, the door of which stood half open: and 
Bruno ran in to look. After a minute he came slowly out 
again, looking very grave, and carefully shut the cup- 
board-door after him. 

"It aren’t in there," he said, with such unusual 
solemnitj’, that Sylvie’s curiosit)' was roused. 

“What ts in there, Bruno?” 

“There’s cobwebs — and two spiders — ” Bruno thought- 
fully replied, checking off the catalogue on his fingers, 
—and the cover of a picture-book — and a tortoise — and 
a dish of nuts — and an old man.” 

An old man!" cried the Professor, trotting across 
the room in great e.xcitcnient. “^Vhy, it must be the 
Other Professor, that’s been lost for ever so long!” 

He opened the door of the cupboard wnde: and there 
he was, the Ocher Professor, sitting in a chair, with a 
book on his knee, and in the act of helping himself to 
a nut from a dish, which he had taken down off a shelf 
/ujf icrthin his reach He fooketf roimci at but said 
nothing till he had cracked and eaten the nut. Then he 
asked the old question. “Is the Lecture all ready?” 

“It’ll begin in an hour,” the Professor said, evading 
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the question “First, we must have something to sur- 
prise the Empress And then comes the Banquet—’* 
“The Banquet!” cried the Other Professor, springing 
up, and filling the room with a cloud of dust Then I’d 
better go and — and brush myself a little What a state 
I’m ml” 

“He docj want brushingl” the Professor said, with a 
critical air, “Here’s your hat, little man! I had put it on 
by mistake I’d quite forgotten I had one on, already. 
Let's go and look at the platform ” 

“And there’s that nice old Gardener smgmg still!” 
Bruno exclaimed in delight, as we went out into the 
garden “I do believe he’s been singing that very song 
ever since we went atvay!” 

“Why, of course he has!” replied the Professor “It 
wouldn’t be the thing to leave off, you know” 
“Wouldn’t be what thing?” said Bruno but the Pro- 
fessor thought It best not to hear the quesuon “What are 
you doing with that hedgehog?” he shouted at the Gar- 
dener, whom they found standing upon one foot, sing- 
ing softly to himself, and rolling a hedgehog up and 
down with the other foot 

“Well, I wanted fur to know what hedgehogs lives on 
so 1 be a keeping this here hedgehog — fur to sec if it cats 
potatoes — ' 

“Much better keep a potato,’ said the Professor, “and 
see if hedgehogs eat it!” 

“That be the roight way, surely!” the delighted Gar- 
dener exclaimed “Be you come to see the platform^” 
“Aye, aye*” the Professor cheerily replied “And the 
children have come back, you seel’ 

The Gardener looked round at them with a grin Then 
he led the way to the Pavilion, and as he went he sang — 
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"He loo\ed again, and found it was 
A Double Rule of Three: 

*And all its Mystery’ he said, 

‘Is clear as day to mef " 

“You've been months over that song,” said the Pro- 
fessor. “Isn’t it finished yet?” 

“There be only one verse more,” the Gardener sadly 
replied. And, with tears streaming down his cheeks, he 
sang the last verse:— 


"He thought he saw an Argument 
That proved he was the Pope: 

He looJ(ed again, and found it seas 
A Bar of Mottled Soap. 

‘A fact so dread,' he faintly said, 

‘Extinguishes all hopeV " 

Choking with sobs, the Gardener hastily stepped on a 
few yards ahead of the party, to conceal his emotion. 

“Did he sec the Bar of Mottled Soap?" Sylvie en- 
quired, as we followed. 

“Oh, certainly/” said the Professor. “That song is his 
own history, you know,” 

Tears of an cvcr-rcady sympathy glittered in Bruno’s 
‘ eyes. “I’s welly sorry he isn’t the Pope!” he said. “Aren’t 
you sorry, Sylvie?” 

“Well — I hardly know,” Sylvie replied in the vaguest 
. manner. “Would it make him any happier.^” she asked 
. the Professor. 

“It wouldn’t make the Pope any happier,” said the Pro- 
fessor. “Isn’t the platform lovely?" he asked, as we en- 
tered the Pavilion. 

“I’ve put an extra beam under ill” said the Gardener, 
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palling It alTectionatcly as he spoke “And now it’s that 
strong, as— as a mad elephant might dance upon itl” 
“Thank you very muchl” the Professor heartily re- 
joined “I don’t know that we shall exactly require^ut 
It’s convenient to know.’’ And he led the children upon 
the platform, to explain the arrangements to them “Here 
arc three seats, you sec, for the Emperor and the Em- 
press and Prince Uggug But there must he two more 
chairs here!" he said, looking down at the Gardener. 
One for Lady Sylvie, and one for the smaller animal!” 
* And may I help in the Lecture^’’ said Bruno “1 can 
do some conjuring tricks’’ 

Well, It’s not exactly a conjimng lecture,” the Pro- 
fessor said, as he arranged some curious-looking machines 
on the table “However, what can you do^ Did you ever 
go through a table, for instance?” 

"Often!” said Bruno. “Hct'cnV I, Sylvie?” 

The Professor was evidently surprised, though he tried 
not to show It “This must be looked into,” he muttered 
to himself, taking out a note book “And first — what kind 
of table?” 

Tell him! Bruno whispered to Sylvie, putting hts 
arms round her neck 
“Tell him yourself,’’ said Sylvie 
Ca n t, said Bruno “It’s a bony word ” 

Nonsense! ’ laughed Sylvie * You can say it well 
enough, if you only try Cornel” 

‘ Muddle—’’ said Bruno ‘ That’s a bit of it ” 

What does he say?” cned the bewildered Professor 
He means the multiplicauoD table,” Sylvie explained 
The Proftasor looked annoyed, and shut up his note 
book agam '‘Oh, that’s qnite another thing,” he said 
It are ever so many other things,” said Bruno “Aren't 
It, Sylvie?” 
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A loud blast of trumpets interrupted this conversation. 
“Why, the entertainment has begunf" the Professor ex- 
claimed, as he’ hurried the chfldren into the Rcccpdon- 
Saloon. “I had no idea it ivas so Jatcl” 

A small table, containing cake and wine, stood in a 
corner of the Saloon; and here we found the Emperor 
and Empress waiting for us. The rest of the Saloon had 
been cleared of furniture, to make room for the guests. I 
tvas much struck by the great change a fciv months had 
made in the faces of the Imperial Pair. A vacant stare was 
now the Emperor’s usual expression; while over the face 
of the Empress there flitted, ever and anon, a meaning- 
less smile. 

"So you’re come at last!” the Emperor sulkily remarked, 
as the Professor and the children took their pl.aces. It was^ 
evident that he w’as eery much out of temper: and we 
were not long in learning the cause of this. He did not 
consider the preparations, made for the Imperial party, 
to be such as suited their rank. "A common mahogany 
table!” he growled, pointing to it contemptuously uath 
his thumb. "Why wasn’t it made of golt^‘ 1 should l^c 
to know?” ‘ j 

“It would have taken a very Jong—” the Professor 
began, but the Emperor cut the sentence short. 

“Then the cake! Ordinary plum! ^yhy W'asn’t it made 
of — of — He broke off again. "Then xhz wnc! Merely 
old Madeira! Why wasn’t it— P.picn this chair! That’s 
'TOrst of all. Why ^v-asn’t it a ifejnc.? One might excuse 
the other omissions, but I ea’n’t get rnTr the chairP 
“What I ca’n’t get over,” said the Empress, in ca^ 
sympathy wth her angry hus^nd, ”is thcJaBle!” 

“Pooh!” said. the Emperor. , 

“It is much to be regretted!” the Protc^or milc|Iy re- 
plied, as soon as he had a chance of speaking. After a 
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moment’s thought he strengthened the remark "Every- 
thng," he said, addressing Society in general, “is very 
much to be regrettedi” 

A murmur of “Hear, hcarl" rose from the crowded 
Saloon 

There was a rather awkward pause* the Professor evi- 
dently didn’t know how to begin The Empress leant 
forwards, and whispered to him “A few jokes, you know, 
Professor— just to put people at theu- easel" 

True, true, Madaml" the Professor meekly replied 
“This little boy—" 

Please don’t make any jokes about me!” Bruno ex- 
clauncd, his eyes filling with tears 

I svon t^if you’d rather I didn’t,’’ said the kind hearted 
Professor “It was only something about a Ship’s Buoys 
a harmless pun— but it doesn’t matter ” Here he turn^ 
to the crowd and addressed them m a loud voice “Learn 
your A’s'” he shouted “Your Bs' Your C’st And your 
D'sl Then you’ll be at your easel” 

There was a roar of laughter from all the assembly, 
and then a great deal of confused whispering "What was 

It he said? Something about bees, I fancy ” 

The Empress smiled in her meaningless way, and 
fanned herself The poor Professor looked at her timidly 
he was clearly at his wits’ end again, and hoping for 
another hint The Empress whispered again 

Some spinach, you know. Professor, as a surprise” 
The Professor beckoned to the Head Cook, and said 
someAmg to him in a low voice Then the Head Cook 
left the room, followed by all the other cooks 

Its difficult to get things started," the Professor re- 
marked to Bruno “When once we get started, it’ll go on 
all right. VQu’ll »• © . t, 
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all found ourselves in ihe Pavilion, and the Professor in 
the act of beginning the long-cxpcctcd Lecture. 


Charter XXI 

The Professor’s Lecture 

■“In Science — in fact, in most things — it is usually best 
io begin at the beginning In some things, fo course, it’s 
better to begin at the other end For instance, if you 
wanted to paint a dog green, it might be best to begin 
with the tail, as it doesn’t bite at that end And so — " 
"May I help oo^ ’ Bruno interrupted 
“Help me to do what?” said the puzzled Professor, 
looking up for a moment, but keeping his finger on the 
book he was reading from, so as not to lose his place. 

“To paint a dog greenl” cried Bruno “Oo can begin 
wiz Its motif, an<i I'll — " 

‘No, no'” said the Professor “We haven’t got to the 
Experiments yet And so,” returning to hts note book, 
“I’ll give you the Axioms of Science After that I shall 
exhibit some Specimens. Then I shall explain a Process 
or two And I shall conclude with a few Experiments An 
Axiom, you know, is a thing that you accept without 
contradiction For instance, if I were to say ‘Here we arc!’, 
that would be accepted without any contradiction, and it’s 
a nice sort of remark to begin a conversauon with So 
It would be an Axioth Or again, supposing I were to say, 
‘Here we are notl’, that would be — ” 

“ — a fib!” cried Bruno 

“Oh, Bnina!” said Sylvie m a warning whisper. “Of 
course it would be an Axiom, if the Professor said itl” 
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“ — that would be accepted* i£ people were con- 

tinued the Professor; “so it would be another Axiom.” 

“It mi%ht be an Axleduro Bruno said: “but it wouldn’t 
be true\" 

“Ignorance of Axioms,” the Lecturer continued, “is a 
'great drawback in life. It w'astcs so much time to have 
to say them os'cr and over again. For instance, take the 
_^Axiom, 'Nothing u greater than itself: that is, ‘Nothing 
can contain itself' How often you hear people say “He 
was so cxdtcd, he was quite unable to contain himself.’ 
^^’hy, of course he was unable! The excitement had noth- 
ing to do with it!" 

"I say, look here, you know!" said the Emperor, who 
‘ was getting a little restless. “How many Axioms arc you 
going to give us? At this rate, we sha’n’i get to the Er- 
periments tiU to-morrow-week!” 

“Oh, sooner than thaty I assure you!” the Professor re- 
plied, looking up in alarm. “There are only,” (he re- 
ferred to his notes again) ’'osAytsco more, that are really 
necessaryf' 

“Read ’em out^ and get on to the Specimens^ grumbled 
,thc Emperor. 

“The First Axiom,” the Professor read out in a great 
-'hurry, “consists of these wnrds, 'Whatever is, is' And the 
Second consists of these wnrds, 'Whatever isn't, isn't' Wc 
will now go on to the Speeimens. The first tray contains 
Crystals and other Things.” He drew it towards him, 
and again referred to lus note-book. “Some of the labels 
— owing to insufficient adhesion — Here he stopped 
again, and carefully examined the page wnth his ey^ 
glass. “I ca’n’t rad the rest of the sentence," he said at 
last, “but it meant that the labels have come loose, and 
the Things have got mixed — 

“Let me stick ’em on again!” cried Bruno eagerly, and 
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began licking them, like postage stamps, and dabbmg 
them down upon the Crystals and the other Things But 
the Professor hastily moved the tray out of his reach. 
“They might get fixed to the wrong Specimens, you 
knowl” he said 

“Oo shouldn’t have any wrong peppermints in the 
trayl ’ Bruno boldly replied '‘Should he, Sylvie?” 

But Sylvie only shook her head 

The Professor heard him not He had taken up one 
of the bottles, and was carefully reading the label through 
his eye glass “Our first Specimen—” he announced, as 
he placed the bottle in front of the other Things, “is — 
that ts, It IS called—” here he took it up, and examined 
the label again, as if he thought it might have changed 
since he last saw it, “is called Aqua Pura — common 
tvater — the fluid that cheers — 

“Hipl Hipl Hipl" the Head Cook began enthusias- 
tically 

“—but not incbriatcsl’ the Professor went on quickly» 
but only just in time to check the “Hooroar*” which was 
beginning 

“Our second Specimen,” he went on, carefully open- 
ing a small jar, “is—” here he removed the hd, and a 
large beetle instantly darted out, and with an angry buzz 
went straight out of the Pavilion, “—is— or rather, I 
should say,” looking sadly into the empty jar, “it was— 
a curious kind of Blue Beetle Did anyone happen to re- 
mark— as it went past— three blue spots under each 
wing?” 

Nobody had remarked them 

“Ah, iveliJ” the Professor said with a sigh "It’s a pity. 
Unless you remark that kmd of thing at the moment, it’s 
very apt to get overlooked^ The next Specimen, at any 
rate, uiU not fly awayl It i$— ,n short, or perhaps, more 
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correctly, at length — an Elephant, You will observe — ” 
Here he beckoned to the Gardener to come up on the 
platform, and with his help began putting together what 
looked like an enormous dog-kenncI, with short tubes 
projecting out of it on both sides. 

“But we‘vc seen Elephants before,” the Emperor 
grumbled. 

“Yes, but not through a Megaloscope!" the Professor 
eagerly replied. “You know you ca’n’t sec a Flea, prop- 
crly, without a rnagru/ying-glass — what wc call a A/r'ero- 
scape. Well, just in the same way, jou ca’n’t see an 
Elephant, properly, without a m/»;njj/y/ng.glass. There’s 
one in each of these little tubes. And this is a Megaloseopel 
The Gardener tvill now bring in the next Specimen. 
Please open both curtains, down at the end there, and 
make way for the Elephant!” 

There was a general rush to the sides of the Pavilion, 
and all eyes were turned to the open end, watching for 
the return of the Gardener, who had gone away sing- 
ing “A/c thought he taur an ElepFant That practised on 
a Fife!" There was silence for a minute: and then his 
harsh voia was heard again in the distance. "He looked 
again — come up then! He looked again, and found it 
was — svoa back! and found it was A letter from his — 
make way thercl He’s a-coming!” 

And in marched, or waddled — it is hard to say which 
is the right word — an Elephant, on its hind-legs, and 
playing on an enormous fife which it held with its fore- 
feet. 

The Professor hastily threw open a large door at the 
end of the Mcgaloscope, and the huge animal, at a signal 
from the Gardener, dropped the fife, and obediendy 
trotted into the maebinev the door of which w’as at once 
shut by the Professor. “The Specimen is now ready for 
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observation^' he proclaimed. **It is exactly the size of the 
common Mouse— Mi/r CommunuV’ 

There was a general rush to the tubes, and the spec- 
tators watched with delight the mmikin creature, as it 
playfully coiled us trunk round the Professor’s extended 
finger, finally taking its stand upon the palm of his hand, 
while he carefully lifted il out, and earned it off to ex- 
hibit to the Imperial party. 

“Isn’t It a darltng?" cried Bruno “May I stroke it, 
please? I’ll touch it welty gently!” 

The Empress inspected it solemnly ivith her eye-glass. 
“It IS very small,” she said in a deep voice. “Smaller than 
elephants usually are, I believe?” 

The Professor gave a start of delighted surprise. “Why, 
that’s he murmured to himself. Then louder, turn- 
ing to the audience, “Her Imperial Highness has made a 
remark which is perfectly sensible*” And a wild xheer 
arose from that vast muhtude. 

“The next Specimen,” the Professor proclaimed, after 
carefully placing the Utdc Elephant in the tray, among 
the Crystals and other Things, “is a Plea, which sve will 
enlarge for the purposes of observation ” Taking a small 
pill box from the tray, he advanced to the Megaloscopc, 
and reversed all the tubes “The Specimen is ready!” he 
cried, with his eye at one of the tubes, while he carefully 
emptied the pill box through a little hole at the side. “It 
IS now the size of the Common Horse — Eqtnis Com- 
munis]" 

There was another general rush, to look through the 
tubes, and the Pavilion rang with shouts of debght, 
through which the Professor’s anxious tones could scarce- 
ly be heard ‘ Keep the door of ^he Microscope shut]" he 
cried “If the creature were to escape, this size, it would—” 
But the mischief was done The door had swung open. 
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and in another moment the hlonstcr had got out, and 
was trampling down the terrified, shrieking spectators. 

But the Professor’s presence of mind did not desert 
him. "Undraw those curtainsl" he shouted. It tvas done. 
The Monster gathered its legs together, and in one 
tremendous bound vanished into the sky. 

“Where if it?” said the Emperor, rubbing his eyes. 

“In the next Province, I fancy,” the Professor replied. 
"That jump would take it at least five miles! The next 
thing is to explain a Process or two. But I find there is 
hardly room enough to operate— the smaller animal is 
father in my way—” 

"Who docs he mcan.^” Bruno tvhispercd to Sylvie. 

“He means yo«/” Sylvie whispered back. "Hush!” 

"Be kind enough to move— angularly— to Mw comer,'* 
the Professor said, addressing himself to Bruno. 

Bruno hastily moved his chair in the direction indi- 
cated. “Did I move angrily enough?” he inquired. But 
the Professor was once more absorbed in his Lecture, 
which he was reading from his note-book. 

“I svill now’ explain the Process of — the name Is blotted, 
I’m sorry to say. It svill be illustrated by a number of — 
of — " here he examined the page for some lime, and at 
last said "It seems to be either 'Experiments’ or 'Speci- 
mens’ — ” 

“Let it be Experiments'' said the Emperor. "We’ve 
seen plenty of Specimens'’ 

“Certainly, certainly!” the Professor assented. "We svill 
have some Experiments.” 

"May I do them?” Bruno eagerly asked. 

“Ofidear no*'" The Professor looked dismayed. “/ rally 
don’t know what would happen if yoti did them!” 

"Nor nobody doosn't know what'll happen if 00 doos 
theml" Bruno retorted. 
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“Our First Experiment requires a Mnchinc. It has t'vo 
knobs— only two—vo\x can count them, if >ou like” 
The Head Cook stepped forwards, counted them, and 
retired satisfied 

“Now you intght press those two knobs together — ^but 
that’s not the way to do it Or you might turn the Ma- 
chine upside-down — but that’t not the waj to do itl” 
"What are the way to do it?” said Bruno, who was 
listening very attenuvely. 

The Professor smiled bcnignantly. "Ah, ycsl” he said, 
m a voice like the heading of a chapter “The Way To 
Do It) Permit mel” and m a moment he had whisked 
Bruno upon the table “1 divide my subject,” he began, 
“into three parts—" 

"I think rU get down!” Bruno whispered to Sylvie. 
“It aren’t nice to be dividcdl” 

"He hasn’t got a knife, siUy boyl" Sylvie whispered 
sn reply “Stand stiU’ You’ll break ail the bottles!” 

“The first part is to take hold of the knobs," putting 
them into Bruno’s hands ‘ The second part is — ” Here 
he turned the handle, and, with a loud “Ohl”, Bruno 
dropped both the knobs, and began rubbing his elbows. 

The Professor chuckled in delight “It had a sensible 
effect Hadn’t it? ’ he enquired 
‘ No, It hadn’t a sensible effect!” Bruno said indignant- 
ly “It were very silly indeed It jmglcd my elbows, and 
it banged my back, and it ermkied my hair, and it buzzed 
among mv bones! ’ 

“I’m sure It dtdn'tl ’ said Sylvie “You’re only invent- 
ing! 

“Oo doesn’t know nuffin about itl” Bruno replied 
“Oo wasn't there to sec Nobody ca’n’t go among my 
bones There isn’t room! ’ 

“Our Second Experiment,” the Professor announced, 
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as Bruno rciurned to his place, still thoughtfully rubbing 
his elbows, “is the production of that scldom-scen-bui- 
^rcady-to-be-adniired phenomenon, Black Light! You 
have seen "White Ught, Red Light, Green Light, and so 
on: but never, till this wonderful day, have any eyes but 
mine seen Blac\ Ught! This box," carefully lifting it 
upon the table, and covering it with a heap of blankets, 
“is quite full of it. The way I made it was this— I took 
a lighted candle into a dark cupboard and shut the 
door. Of course the cupboard was then full of Yelloti' 
Light. Then I took a bottle of Black ink, and poured 
it over the candle: and, to my delight, cs’cry atom of the 
Yellow Light turned Blae^! That was indeed the proud- 
est moment of my life! Then I filled a bor with it. And 
now— would anyone like to get under the blankets and 
see it?” 

Dead silence followed this appeal: but at last Bruno 
said *771 get under, if it tvon’t jingle my elbou’s.” 

Satisfied on this point, Bruno crawled under the 
blankets, and, after a minute or two, crawled out again, 
very hot and dusty, and with his hair in the wildest 
confusion. 

“What did you sec in the box?” Sylvie eagerly en- 
quired. 

“I saw mt0n!" Bruno sadly relied. "It were too dark!" 

“He has described the appearance of the thing exactlyt” 
the Professor exclaimed widi enthusiasm. “Black Light, 
and Mothing, look so extremely alike, at first sight, that 
I don’t wonder he failed to distinguish them! We will 
now proceed to the Third Experiment." 

The Professor came down, and led the way to where 
a post had been driven firmly into the ground. To one 
side of the post was fastened a chain, with an iron weight 
hooked on to the end of u, and from the other side 
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pro)ected a piece of whalebone, with a ring at the end 
of It “This IS a mosc interesting Expenmentl” the Pro ^ 
fessor announced “It will need utne. I’m afraid but that 
IS a tnfting disadvantage Now observe l£ I were to un- 
hook this weight, and let go, it would fall to the ground 
You do not deny that? ' 

Nobody denied it 

“And m the same way, if I were to bend this piece of 
whalebone round the post— thus — and put the ring over 
this hook — thus — it stays bent but, if 1 unhook it, it 
straightens itself again You do not deny that? ' 

Again, nobody denied ii 

‘ Well, now, suppose we left things )usi as they arc, 
for a long ume The force of the whalebone would get 
exhausted, you know, and n would stay bent, even when 
you unhooked u Now, why shouldn’t the same thing 
happen with the tveight? The whalebone gets so used 
to being bent, that it eaVt riraigAren itself any more. 
Why shouldn’t the weight get so used to being held up> 
that it ca’n’t jail any more? That's what / want to 
know I’’ 

* That s what tve want to knowl” echoed the crowd 

“How long must wc wait^ ‘ grumbled the Emperor 

The Professor looked at Ins waich ' Welt, I thinly a 
thousand ^cars will do to begm with,” he sud ‘Then 
wc Will cautiously unhook the weight and, if it stiH 
shows (as perhaps it will) a slight tendency to fall, wc 
Will hook It on to the chain again, and Icaic it for an- 
other thousand years ' 

Here ihc Empress experienced one of those flashes of 
Common Sense which were the surprise of all around 
her Meanwhile there 11 be lime for another Experiment,’’ 
she said 

“There will imlcedl cried the delighted Professor. “Lei 
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US return to the platform, and proceed to the Fourth Ex- 
periment!” 

“For this concluding Experiment, I will take a certain 
Alkali, or Acid — I forget which. Now you’ll sec what 
will happen when I mix it with Some — ” here he took 
up a bottle, and looked at it doubtfully, “ — when I mix 
it with — with Something — 

Here the Emperor interrupted. “What's the name of 
the stuff?” he asked. 

“I don’t remember the name” said the Professor: “and 
the label has come off.” He emptied it quickly into the 
other bottle, and, with a tremendous bang, both bottles 
flew to pieces, upsetting all the machines, and filling the 
Pavilion with thick black smoke. 1 sprang to my feet 
In terror, and — and found myself standing before my 
solitary hearth, where the poker, dropping at last from 
the hand of the sleeper, bad knocked over the tongs and 
the shovel, and had upset the kettle, filling the air with 
clouds of steam. With a weary sigh, I betook myself 
to bed. 


Chapter XXII 
The Banquet 

"Heaviness may endure jor a night: hut joy cometh in 
the morning” The next day found me quite another be- 
ing. Even the memories of my lost friend and companion 
were sunny as the genial weather that smiled around me. 
I did not venture to trouble Lady Murick or her father, 
with another call so soon: but took a walk into the 
country, and only turned homewards when the low sun- 
beams warned me that day would soon be over. 
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On my way home, I passed the cottage where the old 
man lived, whose face always recalled to me the day 
when I first met Lady Muriel; and I glanced in as I 
passed, half-curious to see if he were still living there. 

the old man was still alive. He was sitting out 
in the porch, looking just as he did when I first saw him 
at hayfield Junction-it seemed only a few days agol 
Good evening!" I said, pausing. 

4 .TTT ^ evening, Maistcr!" he cheerfully responded. 

Wont ce step m?" 

^'^d took a seat on the bench in the porch, 
im giad to see you looking so hearty," I began. "Last 
f«rncmber, I chanced to pass just as Lady Muriel 
corning away from the house. Does she still come to 
see you? 


T slowly "She has na forgotten me. 

1 don Uose her bonny face for many days together. Well 
1 mmd the very first time she come, after we’d met at 
1 way ^tion. She told me as she come to mak' 
amends Dear childl Only dunk o’ that! To mak’ 
amends! 


To make amends for what?" I enquired. “What could 
rAe have done to need it^” i 
“Well, ,t were lothe this, you sec? We were both on 
us a-waiting fur t’ tram at t’ Juncuon. And I had setten 
mysen down upat t’ bench And Station-Maistcr, Ac comes 
and he orders me off-fur t’ mak’ room for her Lady- 
ship. you understand?” 

_remcmbcr tt all,” I mid. “I was there myself, that 

?k mel am' eu"' ?''' An owd n=-er.do.weel 

lAc mcl Ahl She-s been here many a time, sm' then. 
Why, she were m here only yestereen, as it were, a-sittm’. 
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as it might be, where you’re a-sitting no«', an’ lookin’ 
sweeter and kinder nor an angel! An* she says ‘You’s'c 
not got your Winnie, now,* she says, 'to fet de for ye.’ 
hfinnie was my grand-daughicr. Sir, as lis'cd wV me. 
She died, a matter of two months ago— or it may be three. 
She w’as a bonny lass — and a good lass, too. Eh, but life 
has been rare an’ lonely without her!" 

He covered his face in his hands: and I waited a min- 
ute or two, in silence, for him to recover himself. 

“So she says, ‘Just tak’ me fur your Winnie!’ she says. 
‘DidnaiWinnie mak’ your tea fur you?’ says she. ‘Ay,’ 
says I. An’ she mak’s the tea. ‘An* didna Winnie light 
your pipe?’ says she. ‘Ay,’ says I. An’ she lights the pipe 
for me, ‘An’ didna Minnie set out your tea in t’ porch?’ 
An’ I says 'My dear,' I says, ‘I’m thinking you’re hfinnie 
herscnl’ An’ she cries a bit. We both on us cries a bit—" 

' Again I kept silence for a whUe. 

“An* svhiJe I smokes my pipe, she sits an’ talks to me— 
as loving an* as pleasantl HI be bound I ihotvt it were 
Winnie come again! An’ when she gets up to go, I says 
‘Winnot ye shak’ hands >vi’ me?’ says I. An’ she says 
‘Na,’ she says: ‘a cannot hands nn’ thee!' she says.” 

“I'm sorry she said that^ I put in, thinking it nas the 
only instance I had eser known of pride of rank show- 
ing itself in Lady Muriel. 

“Bless you, it werena pride!" said the old man, reading 
my thoughts, “She says 'Your Minnie never shoo^ hands 
yvi' you!’ she saj^. ‘An’ Vm your Minnie nou’,’ she says. 
An’ she just puts her dear arms about my neck — ^and she 
kisses me on t’ check — an’ may God in Heaven bless 
her!" And here the poor old man broke down entirely, 
and could say no more. 

“God bless her!’’ I echoed. “And good night to you!” 

I pressed his hand, and left him. “Lady Muriel,” I said 
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softly to myself as I went homewards, “truly you know 
how to *mik' amcnds’I" 

Seated once more by my lonely fireside, I tried to recall 
the strange vision of the night before, and to conjure up 
Professor among the blazing 
coals That black one—with just a touch of red— would 
suit h.m «cll." I thought "After such a atastrophe, it 
wou d be sure to be cotered with black «a,ns-and he 
would say — 

The result oit/ial combination— you may have no- 
ment?" ' «peat the Evperi 

■No, no! Don't trouble yourselfl" was the general cry. 
And no all trwped olT, m hot haste, to the Banqueting 
H^l, where the feast had already begun 

sneedi'™' J'shes, and very 

Sgs 

so?hevr 'fc' pnneiple,” the Profes- 

TeeatS mi! " 'O'"' 

oecasionally The great advantage of dmner-partiej-" 

Profc« r .‘“"a"? Oher 

The n , u ‘f "■> I'ft for himl • 

wh.eb ? ^."l "r"' "■ reading a large book. 

l»kl 0“= rfsult of his not 

hea^y on his face in the middle of the table 

helped him^up - >«= 

Profamr*'^" ' "■■Pi” “fo *' Oforr 

wXu “Almost onyr/img 

would be better than rto/ he exclaimed ' ft never docs." 
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he added, aside to Bruno, “to be anybody else, docs it?” 

To which Bruno gTa\xly relied “I’s got nuffin on my 
plate.” 

‘ The Professor hastily put on his spectacles, to make 
sure that the faett were all right, to begin with: then he 
turned his jolly round hcc upon the unfortunate owner 
of the empty plate. “And what Tvould you like next, my 
little man?” 

“Well,” Bruno said, a little doubtfully, “I think I'll 
take some plum-pudding, please — while 1 think of it.” 

“Oh, Bruno!” (This was a whisper from Sylvie.) "It 
isn’t good manners to ask for a dish before it comes!” 

And Bruno wfuspered back "But X might forget to ask 
for some, when it comes, 00 know — 1 do forget things, 
sometimes,” he added, seang Sylvie about to whisper 
more. 

And this assertion Sylvie did not venmre to contradict 

Meanwhile a chair had been placed for the Other Pro- 
fessor, between the Empress and Sylvie. Sylvie found him 
a rather uninteresting ndghbour: in fact, she couldn’t 
afterwards remember that he had made more than one 
remark to her during the whole banquet, and that was 
‘^Vhat a comfort a Dictionary is!” (She told Bruno, 
afterwards, that she had been tOO much afraid of him to 
say more than “Yes, Sir” in reply; and that had been the 
end of thdr amversation. On which Bruno expressed a 
very decided opinion that that wasn’t 'v\T>rth calling a 
“amversation” at all. “Oo should have asked him a 
riddle!” he added triumphantly. “^Vhy, / asked the Pro- 
fessor tkree riddles! One tv'as that one you asked me in 
the morning, 'How many pennies is there in wo shill* 
ingsr’ And another wzs — “Oh, Bruno*” Sylvie inter 
rupted. “Thai n’asn't a riddle!” “It werer Bruno fiercely 
replied.) 
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By this time a waiter had supplied Bruno with a plate- 
ful of sometJnng, which drove the plum pudding out of 
his head 

Another advantage of dinner parties,” the Professor 
cheerfully explained, for the benefit of anyone that would 
listen, IS that it helps you to see your friends If you 
want to see a man, offer him something to cat. It’s the 
same rule with a mouse ” 

This Cats very kind to the Mouses," Bruno said, 
stooping to stroke a remarkably fat specimen of the race, 
that had just waddled into the room, and was rubbing 
Itself affecuonately against the leg of his chair “Please, 
bylvie, pour some milk in your saucer Pussic’s ever so 
thirstyl ’ 

Why do you want my saucer?" said Sylvie "You've 
got one yourself! ' 

“Yes, I know," said Btuno “but 1 ivanted mme for 
to give It some more milk in ” 

“"'='’'"'‘““<1 however it seemed quite 
impossible for her ever to refuse what her brother asked 
o she quietly filled her saucer ivith milk, and handed it 
o Bruno, who got down off his chair to administer it 
to the cat 

T"''!- “h 'h'S crowd," the Pro- 

or sai to ylvie I wonder why they don’t put some 
umps of ice in the grate? You fill it with lumps of coal 
n e w inter, you know, and you sit around it and enjoy 
the svarmth How jolly it ivould be to fill it now with 
lumps of ice, and sit round it and enjoy the coolthi" 

Hot as It was, Sylvie shivered a little at the idea "It’s 
tf^ay " “My feet got almost frozen 

, "Til”?!?' ‘'"’/maliyr's faultl" the Professor cheerfully 
replied How often 1 ve explained to him that he onjlSt 
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to makes boots with little iron frames under the soles, 
to hold lampsi But he nc'ver thirties. No one u’ould suffer 
from cold, if only they would thin\ of those little things. 
I always use hot ink, mysdf, in the tvintcr. Very few 
people ever think of that\ Yet how simple it is!” 

“Yes, it’s very simple," Sylvie said politely. "Has the 
cat had enough?” This was to Bruno, who had brought 
back the saucer only half-emptied. 

But Bruno did not hear the question. “There’s some- 
body scratching at the door and tvanting to come in,” be 
said. And he scrambled down off his chair, and went 
and cautiously peeped out through the door-way. 

“Who was it wanted to come in?” Sylvie asked, as 
be returned to his place. 

“It were a Mouse,” said Bruno. “And it peepted in. 
And it saw the Cat. And it said 'I’ll come in another 
day.’ And I said ‘Oo' needn’t be flighiencd. The Cat’s 
weMy kind to Mouses.’ And it said 'But I’s got some 
imporkant business, what 1 must attend to.’ And it said 
‘I'll call again to-morrow.’ And it said ‘Give my love to 
the Cat.’ ” 

“What a fat cat it is!” said the Lord Chancellor, lean- 
ing across the Professor to address his small neighbour. 

It’s quite a wonderl” 

“It ^vas awfully fat when it earned in,” said Bruno: 
“so it would be more wondcrfuUer if it got thin all in 
a minute.” 

“And that was the reason, 1 suppose,” the Lord Chan- 
cellor suggested, “why you didn’t give it the rest of the 
milk?” 

“No,” said Bruno, "It was a betterer reason. I looked 
the saucer up ’cause it were so discontented!" 

“It doesn’t look so to me,” said the Lord Chancellor. 
“What made you think it was discontented?" 
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“ ’cause Jt grumbled in «s throat ” 

"Oh, Bruno*” cried Sylvie “Why, that’s the way cats 
show they’re pleasciU" 

Bruno looked doubtful “It’s not a good way," he ob- 
jected “Oo wouldn’t say / were pleased, if I made that 
noise m my throat* 

“What a singular boy* the Lord Chancellor whis- 
pered to himself but Bruno had caught the words 
“What do u mean to say *a stn^tilar boy’?” he whis 
pered to Sylvie 

“It means one boy,” Sylvie whispered in return “And 
plural means two or three” 

“Then I’s welly glad I u a singular boyl ’ Bruno said 
with great emphasis “It would be horrid to be two or 
three boys! P raps they wouldn’t play with mel ’ 

“Why should they?” said the Other Professor, sudden- 
ly waking up out of a deep reverie “They might be 
uileep, you know ” 

‘ Couldn’t, if I was awak^” Bruno said cunningly 
‘ Oh, but they might indccdl” the Other Professor 
protested “Boys don’t all go to sleep at once, you know 
So these boys — but who are you talking about?’ 

* He never remembers to ask that firstl” the Professor 
whispered to the children 

‘Why, the rest of me, a course*” Bruno exclaimed 
trmmphandy ‘ Supposing I was two or three boys!” 

The Other Professor sighed, and seemed to be sinking 
back into his reverie, but suddenly brightened up again, 
and addressed the Professor ‘ There’s nothing more to be 
done now, is there 

“Well, there s the dinner to finish,” the Professor said 
with a bewildered smile * and the heat to bear I hope 
you’ll enioy the dinner — such as it is, and that you won't 
mind the heat — such as it isn’t ' 



THE BANQUET 723 

The sentence sounded wcH, but somehow I couWn’t 
quite understand it; and the Other Professor seemed to 
be no better off. “Such as it isn’t what?" he peevishly 
enquired. 

“It isn’t as hot as it might be,” the Professor replied, 
catching .it the first idea that came to hand. 

“Ah, I see what j'ou mean now!" the Other Professor 
graciously remarked. “It’s very badly expressed, but I 
quite sec it now! 'niirteen minutes and a half ago," he 
went on, looking first at Bruno and. then at his watch 
as bespoke, “you said ‘this Cat’s very kind to the Mouses.’ 
It must be a singular animair 
“So it are," said Bruno, after carefully examining the 
Cat, to make sure how many there were of it, 

"But how do you know it’s kind to the Mouses— or, 
more correctly speaking, the Mice?" 

"’cause it plays with the Mouses,” said Bruno; “for 
to amuse them, 00 know.” 

“But that is just what I don't know," the Other Pro- 
fessor rejoined. “My belief is, it plays with them to f;ill 
theml” 

“Oh, that’s quite a accident!" Bruno began, so eagerly, 
that It was evident he had already propounded this icry 
difficulty to the Cat. “It ’splaincd all that to me, while it 
ivere drinking the milk. It said ‘I teaches the Mouses neiv 
games: the Mouses likes it ever so much.’ It said ‘Some- 
times little accidents happens: sometimes the Mouses kills 
theirselves.’ It said ‘I’s always welly sorry, when the 
Mouses kills theirselves.’ It said — 

“If it was 50 very sorry," Sylvie said, rather disdam- 
fuily, "it wouldn't eat the lifouscs after they’d killed them- 
selves!” 

But this difficulty, also, had evidently not been lost sight 
of in the exhaustive ethical discussion just concluded. “It 



7^4 SVLVIE AND tlRUNO CONCLUDED 
said— (the orator constantly omitted, as superfiuous, his 
own share m the dialogue, and merely ga\ c us the replies 
of the Cat) It said *Dead Mouses never ob;ccks to be 
eaten It said There s no use wasting good Mouses* It 
said ‘WilTul— ' sumfinoruvscr It said *And oo may live 
to say ‘How much I wiss I had die Mouse that then 
I frew away!* It said—” 

It hadn t time to say such a lot of things!" Sylvie 
intcrruptetl indignantly 

Oo doosnt know how Cats spcaksl" Bruno rejoined 
contemptuously. “Cats speaks « elly quickl" 


Chaptir XXIII 
The Pig-Talc 

By this time the appeutes of the guests seemed to be 
nearly satisfied, and even Bnmo had the rcsoluuon to 
say, when the Professor olTcred him a fourth slice of 

Sud^nly the Professor started as tf he had been elects, 
fied Why, 1 had nearly forgotten the most important 
part of the enterta.nraenti The Other Professor is to re 

“ P'BTale," he corrected 

n^rfthe end" 

sa.d’ sX"e Verses at the em/, can rtf 

seeTm "“r ‘‘“n " ” ' ^en you’ll 

Here he rose to h.s feet, and there was an .nstant s.lence 
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through the Banquettng-Hall; they evidently expected a 
speech. 

“Ladies, and gentlemen,” the Professor began, “the 
Other Professor is so kind as to recite a Poem. The title 
of it is ‘The Pig-Tale.’ He never recited it beforcl” (Gen- 
eral cheering among the guests.) “He will never recite it 
againl” (Frantic excitement, and wild cheering all down 
the hall, the Professor himself mounting the table in hot 
haste, to lead the cheering, and svavlng his spectacles in 
one hand and a spoon tn the other.) 

Then the Other Professor got up, and began: — 

Uule Birds art dioirtg 
Wanly and well. 

Hid in mossy ceil: 

Hid, / say, by waiters 
* Gorgeous in their gaiters^ 

I’ve a Tale to tell. 

Little Birds are feeding 
Justices with jam, ' 

Rich in Jrizslcd ham: 

Rich. I say, in oysters 

Haunting shady cloisters — 

That is what / am. 

Little Birds are teaching 
Tigresses to smUe, 

Innocent of guile: 

Smile, J say, not smir^le — 

Mouth a semicircle, 

Thais the proper style. 

Little Birds are sleeping 
All among the pins. 
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Where the loser wtns 
Where, I say, he sneezes 
When anti how he pleases — 

So the Tale begins 

There was a Pig that sat alone 
Beside a mined Pump 
By day and night he made his moan^ 

It would have stirred a heart of stone 
To see htm wring his hoofs and groan. 
Because he could not jump 

A certain Camel heard him shout— 

A Camel with a hump 
"Oh. IS It Grief or is it Gout? 

What IS this belloitnng about? ' 

That Pig replied, with quivering snout, 
"Beeause I eannot jump! ' 

That Camel scanned htm, dreamy-eyed 
"Methinl^s you ate too plump 
I never l{netv a Pig so wide — 

That wobbled so from side to side — 
Who could, however much he tried. 

Do such a thing as jump! 

Yet f«an^ those trees, two mtles away, 
All clustered m a clump 
If you could trot there twice a day, 

No! ever pause for rest or play. 

In the far future — Who can say ? — 

You may be fit to jump" 

That Camel passed, and left him there, 
Bestde the ruined Pump 
Oh, horrid was that Pigs despair! 

His shrieks of anguish filled the air 
He wrung his hoofs, he rent his hair. 
Because he could not jump 
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There was a Frog that wandered by — 

/4 sleeJ^ end skirting lump: 

Inspected him with fishy eye, 

And said "O Pig, what maizes you cry?" 
And bitter was that Pig’s reply, 

"Because 1 cannot jump!’’ 

That Frog he gnnned a gnn of glee. 

And kit his chest a thump. 

"0 Pig." he said, "be ruled by me. 

And you shall see what you shall see. 

This minute, for a trifling fee, 

I'll teach you how to jump! 

"You may be faint from many a fall. 

And bruised by many a bump: 

But. if you persevere through all, 

And practise first on something small, 
Concluding with a ten-foot wall. 

You'll find that you can jump!" 

That Pig loaf^ed up with joyful start: 

"Ok Frog, you arc a trump! 

'Your words have healed my inward smart — 
Come, name your fee and do your-part: 
Bring comfort to a broken heart. 

By teaching me to jump!" 

"My fee shall be a mutton-chop. 

My goal this ruined Pump. 

Observe with svhat an otry flop 
1 plant myself upon the top! 

Now bend your knees and take a hop. 

For that’s the way to jump!" 

Uprose that Pig, and rushed, full whack. 
Against the ruined Pump 
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Rolled over h^e an empty sacX, 

And settled dottm upon hts bac\. 

While all hit bones at once went "Crac\!’' 

It was a fatal jump 

When the Other Professor had recited this Verse, he 
went across to the fire place, and put his head up the 
chimney In doing this, he lost his balance, and fell head- 
first into the empty grate, and got so firmly fixed there 
that It was some time before he could be dragged out 
again 

Bruno had had time to say “I thought he wanted to 
see how many peoples was up the chimbley ” 

And Sylvie had said "Chimney — not chimbley ” 

And Bruno had said “Don’t talk ’ubbishl" 

All this, while the Other Professor was being extracted 
“You must have blacked your face!” the Empress said 
anxiously “Let me send for some soap^" 

“Thanks, no,” said the Other Professor, keeping his 
face turned away “Black’s quite a respectable colour 
Besides, soap would be no use without water — " 

Keeping his back well turned away from the audience, 
he went on with the Introductory Verses — 

Little Birds are writing 
Interesting boo^s. 

To be read by tookj 
Read, 1 say, not roasted — 

Letterpreis, when toasted. 

Loses Its good looks 

Little Birds are playing 
Bagpipes on the shore. 

Where the tourttts more 
"Thanksl ' they ery ' *Tit thnlhngl 
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Tati^e, oft ta\c this shiUtngf 
. Let us hare no more!" 

■ Little Birds are bathing 

Croeodiles in cream, 

Li^e a happy dreamt 
Li^e, but not so tasting — 

Crocodiles, tvhen fatting. 

Are not all they seem! 

That Camel patted, at Day greio dim 
Around the ruined Pump. 

"O broken heart! O broken limh! 

It needs." that Camel said to him, 

"Something more fairy-hke and slim. 

To execute a jump!" 

That Pig lay still as any stone. 

And could not stir a stump: 

Nor ever, if the truth tvere known. 

Was he again observed to moan, 

Nor ever aring his hoofs and groan. 

Because he could not jump. 

That Frog made no remark, for he 
Was dismal as a dump' 

, He knew the consequence must be 

That he would never get hit fee — 

And still he Ats, in miterie. 

Upon that ruined Pump! 

‘It’s a miserable storyl” said Bnino. "It begins miser- 
ably, and it ends miscrablicr. I think I shall cry. Sylvie, 
please lend me your handkerchief.” 

“I haven’t got it with Sylvie whispered. 

"Then I ^von’t cry,” said Bruno manfully. 

“There are more Introductory Verses to come,” said 
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the Other Professor, "but I’m hungry.” He sat down, 
cut a large slice of cake, put it on Bruno’s plate, and 
gazed at his own empty plate m astonishment 

“Where did you get that cake?” Sylvie whispered to 
Bruno 

“He gived it me,” said Bruno 

“But you shouldn’t ask for things? You \now you 
shouldn’t!” 

I didn’t ask,” said Bruno, taking a fresh mouthful 
he gtved It me ” 

Sylvie considered this for a moment* then she saw her 
way out of it Well, then, ask him to give me some*” 

"You seem to enioy that cake?” the Professor remarked 
Doos that mean ‘munch’?” Bruno whispered to Sylvie 

Sylvie nodded “It means *to munch’ and ‘to like to 
munch ” 

said'^'^'^° Professor “I doos enjoy it," he 

The Other Professor caught the word "And I hope 
you re enjoying yourself, little Man?” he enquired 

Bruno’s look of horror quite startled him "No, indeed 
1 aren’t!’ he said 

The Other Professor looked thoroughly puzzled “Well 
we II he said ’ Try some cowslip wine' And he filled 
a glass and handed it to Bruno ‘ Drink this, my dear, and 
you 11 be quite another mant’ 

Who shall I be? said Bruno, pausing in the act of 
putung it to his lips 

"Don’t ask so many quest, onsi" Sylvia mtorposod, anx 
ions to save the poor old man from further bewilderment. 

Suppose ,ve get the Professor to tell os a story " 

runo a opted the idea sviih enthusiasm “Plcisc dol ’ 

‘ , “S'rlv 'SumSn about tigers— and bumble bees 

and robin redbreasts, oo knows' 



THE PIC-TAl’e. ’ '731 

“^Vhy should you ahvays Have live things in stories?" 
said the Professor. “^Vhy don’t you have events, or dr* 
cumstances?" . 

“Oh, please invent a story like that!” cried Bruno. 

The Professor began fluently enough. “Once a co- 
incidence Was taking a walk with a little accident, and 
they met an explanation — ^a very old explanation — so old 
that it was quite doubled up, and looked more like a 
conundrum — ” he broke off suddenly. 

"Please go on!" both children exdaimed. 

The Professor made a candid confession. “It's a very 
dilKcuIt sort to invent, I find. Suppose Bruno tells one, 
first." 

Bruno ^vas only too happy to adopt the suggestion. 

. "Once there were a Pig, and a Accordion, and iw jars 
ot Orange-marmalade-^” 

“The 'dramatis persons" murmured the Professor. 
"Well, what then?” 

when the Pig played on the Accordion,” Bruno 
'went on, “one of the Jars of Orange-marmalade didn't 
like the tune, and the other Jar of Orange-marmalade did 
like ihc.tiinc — I I shall get confused among those 

Jars of Orange-marmalade. Sylvie!" he whispered anx- 
iously. 

“I will now recite the other Introductory Verses,” said 
the Other Professor. 


UtiU Birds are choking 
Baronets ntsA Aun, 
Taught to pre a gun: 
Taught, / SO}, to spiinter 
Salmon tn the winter— 
Merely for the fun. 
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Little Birds ate hiding 
Crimes in carpet hags, 

Blessed by happy stags 
Blessed, I say. though beaten— 

Since our friends are eaten 
When the memory flags. 

Little Birds are tasting 
Gratitude and gold, 

Pale With sudden cold 
Pale, I say, and wrinkled — 

When the belts have tingled. 

And the Tale is told 

"The next thtng to be done," the Professor cheerfully 
remarked to the Lord Chancellor, as soon as the applause, 
''aused by the recital of the Pig-Tale, had come to an 
tnd, "is to drink the Emperor’s health, is it not?” 

"Undoubtedly!’ the Lord Chancellor replied with 
much solemnity, as he rose to his feet to give the neccs 
sary directions for the ceremony "Fill your glasses!” he 
thundered All did so, instantly. “Drink the Emperor’s 
hcalthl" A general gurgling resounded all through the 
Hall “Three cheers for the Emperor!” The faintest pos 
sible sound followed this announcement and the Chan- 
cellor, with admirable presence of mind, instantly pro- 
claimed “A speech from the Emperor!” 

The Emperor had begun his speech almost before the 
words were uttered ‘ However unwilling to be Emperor 
— since you all ^vish me to be Emperor — you know how 
badly the late Warden managed things — with such en- 
thusiasm as you have shown — he persecuted you — he 
taxed you too heavily — ^you know who is fittest man to 
be Emperor — my brother had no sense — ” 

How long this curious speech might have lasted it is 
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impossible to say, for just at this moment a hurricane 
shook the palace to its foundations, bursting open the 
windows, extinguishing some of the lamps, and filling 
the air \vith clouds of dust, w'hich took strange shapes in 
the air, and seemed to form words. 

But the storm subsided as suddenly as it had risen — 
the casements swung into their places again: the dust 
vanished; all w'as as it had been a minute ago — with the 
exception of the Emperor and Empress, over whom had 
come a wondrous change. The vacant stare, the meaning- 
less smile, had passed away: all could see that these two 
strange beings had returned to their senses. 

The Emperor continued his speech as if there had been 
no interruption. “And we have behaved— my wife and I 
—like two arrant Knaves. We deserve no better name. 
When my brother went away, you lost the best Warden 
you ever had. And Tve been doing my best, ^v^etched 
hypocrite that I am, to cheat you into making me an Em- 
peror. MeJ One that has hardly got the wits to be a shoe- 
blackl" 

The Lord Chancellor wrung his hands in despair. “He 
is mad, good people!" he was beginning. But both 
speeches stopped suddenly — and, in the dead silence that 
followed, a knocking was heard at the outer door. 

“What is it?” was the general cry. People began run- 
ning in and out. The c.\citement increased every moment. 
The Lord Chancellor, forgetting all the rules of Court- 
ceremony, ran full speed down the hall, and in a minute 
returned, pale and gasping for breath. 



Chapter XXIV 
The Beggar’s Return 

Your Imperial HighnessesI ’ he began “It's the old 
Beggar againl Shall we set the dogs at h.m?” 

“Bring him herel" said the Emperor 
The Chancellor could scarcely believe his ears “/fere, 
your Imperial Highness? Did I rightly understand-’’ 
Bring him herd” the Emperor tliundcretl once more 
Ihe Chancellor tottered down the hall— and in another 
minute the crowd divided, and the poor old Beggar was 
SCOT entering the Banqueting Hall 
He was indeed a pitiable object the rags, that hung 
° a c "T’ splsshed avith mud his white hair 

wu his long beard were tossed about m wild disorder 
let he walked uptight, with a stately tread, as if used 
to command and— strangest sight of all— Sylvie and 
Bruno came with him, clinging to his hands, and gazing 
at him with looks of silent love 
Men looked eagerly to sec how the Emperor would 
receive the bold intruder Would he hurl him from the 
Steps of the dais? But no To their utter astonishment, 
the Emperor knelt as the beggar approached, and with 
bowed head murmured ‘Forgive usi 

Forgive us! the Empress, kneeling at her husband’s 
side, meekly repeated 

The Outcast smiled Rise upl he said “I forgive 
you And men saw with wonder that a change had 
passed over the old beggar, even as he spoke What had 
seemc , m now, to be vile rags and splashes of mud, 
riw ““ ** '"“E'y brmdercd with 

r ‘''“'S 'vth gems All knew him now, and 

bent low before the Elder Brother, the true Warden 

734 
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"Brother mine, and Sister mine!” the Warden began, 
in a clear voice that was heard all through that vast hall. 
“I come not to disturb you. Rule on, as Emperor, and 
rule wisely. For I am chosen King of Elfland. Tomorrow 
I return therc^ taking nought from henc^ save only — 
save only — ” he voice trembled, and with a look of in- 
effable tenderness, he laid his hands in silence on the 
heads of the two little ones who clung around him. 

But he recovered himself in a moment, and beckoned 
to 'the Emperor to resume his place at the table. The 
company seated themselves again — room being found for 
the Elfin-King between his two children— and the Lord 
Chancellor rose once more, to propose the next toast. 

“The next toast— the hero of the day— why, he isn’t 
here!" he broke off in svild confusion. 

Good gracious) Everybody had forgotten Prince Ug- 
gug! 

"He was told of the Banquet, of course?” said the 
Emperor. 

“Undoubtedly!” replied the Chancellor. "Tfiat would 
be the duty of the Gold Stick in Waiting.” 

."Let. the Gold Stick come forwards!” the Emperor 
gravely said. ‘■ 

The Gold Stick came forwards. "I attended on His 
Imperial Fatness,” was the statement made by the trem- 
hling official. “I told him of the l.ecture and the Ban- 
quet — 

“'What followed?" said the Emperor: for ilie onha.opv 
man seemed almost too frightened to go on. 

' “His Imperial Fatness u-as graciously pleased to be 
sulky. His Imperial Fatness was graciously pleased to ho\ 
my cars. His Imperial Fatness ss'js graciously pleased to 
tay ’I don’t care*’ ” 



Chapter XXIV 
The Beggar’s Return 

Your Imperinl Highnesses*' he began “It’s the oW 
Beggar again! Shall we set the dogs at him?” 

“Bring him here!" said the Emperor 

The Chancellor could scarcely believe his ears “Here, 
your Imperial Highness? Did I rightly understand—’ 
Bring him here!” the Emperor thundered once more. 
The Chancellor tottered down the hall— and in another 
minute the crowd divided, and the poor old Beggar was 
seen entering the Banqueting Hal! 

He was indeed a pitiable object the rags, that hung 
about him, were all splashed with mud his white hair 
and his long beard were tossed about in wild disorder 
Yet he walked upright, with a stately tread, as x£ used 
to command and— strangest sight of all— Sylvie and 
Bruno came with him, clinging to his hands, and gazing 
at him With looks of silent love 

Mm looked eagerly to see how the Emperor tvould 
receive the bold intruder Would he hurl him from the 
steps of the dais? But no To their utter astonishment, 
the Emperor knelt as the beggar approached, and with 
bowed head murmured "Forgive us'" 

Forgive usi the Empress, kneeling at her husband’s 
side, meekly repeated 

The Outcast smiled "Rise upl ' he said "1 forgive 
you] And men saw with wonder that a change had 
passed over the old beggar, even as he spoke What had 
seemed, but now, to be vile rags and splashes of mud, 

Jin ‘“"S'y ‘"PP'ngs, broidered with 

gold and sparkling with gems All knew him now, and 
bent low before the Elder Brother, the true Warden 
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But the Professor took no notice of the question. He 
was eagerly listening to the Gold Stick’s reply. 

“Please your Highness! His Imperial Fatness is — ” Not 
a word more could he utter. 

The. Empress rose in an agony of alarm. “Let us go 
to him!’’ she cried. And there was a general rush for the 
door. 

Bruno slipped off his chair in a moment. “May we go 
too?" he eagerly asked. But the King did not hear the 
question, as the Professor was speaking to him. "Preoc- 
cupied, your Majestyl" he was saying. “That is what he 
is, no doubtl” 

"May we go and sec him?" Bruno repeated. The King 
nodded assent, and the children ran off. In a minute or 
two they returned, slowly and gravely. "Well?" said the 
King. “What’s the matter svith the Prince?” 

“He’s— what you said,” Bruno replied looking at the 
Professor. “That hard tvord.” And he looked to Sylvie 
for assistance. 

“Porcupine," said Sylvie. 

“No, no!” the Professor corrected her. " 'Pre-occi/pied,' 
you mean.” 

“No, it’s poraipine,” persisted Sylvie. “Not that other 
\TOrd at all. And please will you come? The house is all 
in an uproar.” (“And oo’d better bring an uproar-glass 
wiz oo!” added Bruno.) 

We got up in great haste, and followed the children 
upstairs. No one took the least notice of me, but I uTisn’t 
at all surprised at this, as I had long realised that I svas 
quite invisible to them all — even to Sylvie and Bruno. 

All along the gallery, that led to the Prince’s apart- 
ment, an excited crowd svas surging to and fro, and the 
Babel of voices was deafeniog: against the door of the 
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•■•Don't-circ' came to a bad end," S)Ia]c uhispcred to 
Bruno "I’m not sure, but I Mrere he tias hanged" 
The Professor oserheard her. “Tkat result," he blandly 
remarked, "«as mere!) a case of mistahen identity.” 
iioth children looked pu/yled 

"Permit me to expliin. -Don't^atre’ and 'Care' were 
twin brothers 'Care,' jou know, killed the Oil. And they 
aught Don t^are' h) mistake, and hanged him instead 

'’**.!’''* *’™'''"; That's svhy they say 'Begone, dull Carel'" 
Thank you SyUie said, heartily. "It's scry extremely 
"’I.'su**,*,"® " **>' ** aplam fieryMinr/" 

I '***'*' the Professor modestly 

rejoin^ There are two or three scientific difficulties-" 
What was your general impression as to His Imperial 
ratnKs? the Emperor asked the Gold Suck. 

My impression svas that His Imperial Fatness svas 
getting more— ’ 

“More what? ' 

All listened breathlessly for the next svord 
More PuicKul” 

' **’' Emperor exclaimed, 
sh I u ®'c'‘ r™ *'**' =■ **’“'• The Elfin-King 
fhL 7^''“ 7“** *■"• -*> *■*''" *>= murmured 

to himseif. "Loveless, lovelessi" 

Gold Slick came slowly 

appS” ” Emperor. "Why does not the Pnnee 

oer^aro 7" '**’*‘*y mid the Professor "His Im- 

B™ 7“ 7 *“ *****' Ptmaupied " 

fnmr-wr'a “Bmcy on his old 

Iriend What do that svord mean?" 
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But the Professor took no notice of the question. He 
was eagerly listening to the Gold Stick’s reply. 

“Please your Highness! His Imperial Fatness is — ” Not 
a word more could he utter. 

The, Empress rose in an sgony of alarm. “Let us go 
to himl’’.shc cried. And there was a general rush for the 
door. 

Bruno slipped off his chair in a moment. “May we go 
too?" he eagerly asked. But the King did not hear the 
question, as the Professor was speaking to him. “Preoe- 
cupied, your Majestyl” he was saying. “That is what he 
is, no doubt!” 

"May we go and see him?” Bruno repeated. The King 
nodded assent, and the children ran off. In a minute or 
two they returned, slowly and gravely. “Well?" said the 
King. “What’s the matter with the Prince?” 

“He’s— what you said,” Bruno replied looking at the 
Professor. “That hard word." And he looked to Sylvie 
for assistance. 

“Porcupine," said Sylvie. 

“No, nol” the Professor corrected her. “ 'Pre-occupiedi 
you mean.” 

"No, it’s porcupine," persisted Sylvie. “Not that other 
^vo^d at all. And please wll you come.’ The house is all 
in an uproar.” (“And oo’d better bring an uproar-glass 
wiz oo!” added Bruno.) 

We got up in great haste, and followed the children 
upstairs. No one took the least notice of me, but I wasn’t 
at all surprised at this, as I had long realised that I svas 
quite invisible to them all — even to Sylvie and Bruno. 

All along the gallery, that led to the Prince’s apart- 
ment, an excited crowd was surging to and fro, and the 
Babel of voices was deafening: against the door of the 
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room three strong men were leaning, vamly trying to shut 
It— for some great animal inside was constantly burst- 
ing It half open, and we had a glimpse, before the men 
could push It back again, o£ the head of a funous wild 
beast, with great fiery eyes and gnashing teeth Its voice 
was a sort of mixture — there was the roaring of a Uon, 
and the bellowing of a bull, and now and then a scream 
like a gigantic parrot ‘ There is no judging by thcNOice’” 
the Professor cried in great excitement “Whit is it?" he 
shouted to the rnen at the door And a general chorus 
of voices answered him “Porcupine! Prince Uggug has 
turned into a Porcupine!” 

“A new Specimen!” exclaimed the delighted Professor 
“Pray let me go in It should be labeled at once!” 

But the strong men only pushed him back “Label it, 
indcftdl Do you want to be eaten up^" they ttved v 
“Never mind about Specimens, Professorl” said the 
Emperor, pushing his way through the crowd ‘ Tell us 
how to keep him safe! 

“A large cage' ’ the Professor promptly replied “Bring 
a large cage,” he said to ihe people generally, “with strong 
bars of steel, and a portcullis made to go up and down 
like a mouse trapl Does anyone happen to have such a 
thing about him^” 

It didn't sound a likely sort of thing for anyone to have 
about him, however, they brought him one directly. 
curiously enough, there happened to be one standing m 
the gallery 

“Put It facing the opening of the door, and draw up 
the portcullis*’' This was done in a moment 

‘ Blankets nowl” cried the Professor. ‘This is a mo*t 
interesting Experimentl” 

There happened to be a pile of blankets close by and 
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essor “In giving birthday presents, wy motto is— cheap- 
less! I should think I save forty pounds a year by giving 
—oh, what a twinge of pain!” 

“What IS it^” said Sylvie anxiously. 

“My old enemyl” groaned the Professor “Lumbago — 
rheumatism — that sort of thing I think I’ll go and he 
down a bit ” And he hobbled out of the Saloon, watched 
by the pitying eyes of the two children 

“He’ll be better soonl” the Elfin King said cheerily 
“Brother! turning to the Emperor, “I have some busi 
ness to arrange with you to-mght The Empress will take 
care of the children " And the two Brothers went away 
together, arm in arm 

The Empress found the children rather sad company 
They could talk of nothing but “the dear Professor," and 
"what a pity he’s so ill’’’, till at last she made the welcome 
proposal “Let’s go and see him!" 

The children eagerly grasped the hands she offered 
them and we went off to the Professor’s study, and 
found him lying on the sofa, covered up with blankets, 
and reading a little rnanuscriptbook “Notes on Vol 
Three’’’ he murmured, looking up at us And there, on a 
table near him, lay the book he was seeking when first I 
saw him 

“And how arc you now, Professor?” the Empress asked, 
bending o\cr the invalid 

The Professor looked up, and smiled feebly “As de- 
voted to your Imperial Highness as ever!’’ he said m a 
weak voice “All of me, that is not Lumbago, fs Loyalty!" 

**A sweet scntimcnil” the Empress exclaimed with tears 
in her ejes "You seldom hear anything so beautiful as 
that — even in a Valcnune!" 

“Wc must take jou to stay at the seaside," Sylvie said. 


THE beggar's return 74I 

tenderly. ‘It’ll do you ever $0 much good! And the Sea’? 
SO grand!” 

“But a Mountain’s grander!'* said Bnmo. 

“^Vhat is there grand about the Sea?” said the Profes- 
sor. "Why, you could pur it all into a ttacup!” . 

“Some of it,” SyKie corrected him. 

‘Well, you'd only want a certain number of tea-cups to 
hold it ail. And thm where’s the grandeur? Then as to a 
Mountain — why, you could carry it all anay in a wheel- 
barrow, in a certain number of ycarsf” 

“It wouldn’t look grand — the bits of it in the wheel- 
barrow,” Sylvie candidly admitted. 

“But when 00 put it together again—” Bruno began. 

“\^’hen you’re older," said the Professor, “you’ll know 
that you ca'n't put hCountoins together again so easilyl 
One lives and one learns, you know!” 

"But it needn't be the same one, need iir" said Bruno. 
"Wo’n’t it do, if / live, and \i Sylvie Jeams?" 

"I fj/n’/ learn tvithout living!” said Sylvie^ 

“But I can live tvithoui learning!" Bruno retorted. “Oo 
just try me!” 

“WTiat 1 meant, u'as — the Professor began, looking 
much puzzled, “ — was — that you don’t know cverythngy 
juu know." 

“But I do know ev’crything I know!” persisted the little 
fellow. “I know ever so many things! Everything ’cept 
the things I don't know. And Sylvie knows all the rest." 

The Professor sighed, and gave it up. “Do )'du know 
what a Boojum is ?” 

“/ know!” cried Bruno. “It’s the thing what WTCnches 
people out of their boots!” 

“He means ‘bootjack,’” Sylvie explained in a whisper. 

“You ca’n’t wrench people out of boots^ the Professor 
mildly obscr\-ed. 
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Hruno laughed sauedy. “Oo can, though! Unless they’re 
irlly tight in " 

‘‘Once upon a time there was a Boojum— ” the Profes- 
or began, but stopped suddenl). “1 forget the rest of the 
^ablc,” he said "And there was a lesson to be learned 
rom It. I’m afraid 1 forget that, too." 

"I'll tell oo a rabid" Bruno began in a great hurry* 
Once there were a Locust, and a Magpie, and a Engine 
driver. And the Lesson is, to learn to get up early — " 

It isnt a bit interesting!" Sylvie said contemptuously 
You shouldn’t put the Lesson so soon " 

“When did you invent that rable>" said the Profes- 
sor. "Last week?" 

No! said Bruno "A deal shorter ago than that. Guess 
agaml" 

U ca’n’t guess," sud the Professor. "How long ago?" 
Why, It isn't invented yet!” Bruno exclaimed triumph- 
antly. "But 1 have invented a lovely one* Shall I say it?" 

"If you’ve finished inventing it,” said Sylvie. "And let 
the Lesson be ‘to try agam’l” 

^ “No,’ ’said Bruno with great decision “The Lesson arc 
not to try agam’l” "Once there were a lovely china man, 
what stood on the chimblcy piece And he stood, and he 
stood And one day he tumbledcd off, and he didn’t hurt 
his self one bit Only he would try again And the next 
time he tumbledcd off, he hurted his self welly much, and 
breaked off ever so much varnish " 

“But how did he come back on the chimney-pIecc after 
his first tumble?” said the Empress (It was the first sens- 
ible question she had asked m all her life) 

"I put him there!” cried Bruno 
Then I m afraid you know something about his tum- 
bling, ’ said the Professor “Perhaps you pushed him?” 

To which Bruno replied, very seriously, “Didn’t pushed 
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him much — he were a lovely chma man,” he added hast- 
ily, evidently very anxious to change the subject. 

“Come, my children!” said the Elfin-King, who had 
just entered the room. “Wc must have a little chat to- 
gether, before you go to bed.” And he was leading them 
away, but at the door they let go his hands, and ran back 
again to .wish the Professor good night. 

“Good night, Professor, good nighti” And Bruno sol- 
emnly shook hands with the old man, who gazed at him 
svith a loving smile, while Sylvie bent down to press her 
sweet lips upon his forehead. 

“Good night, little ones!" said the Professor. “You may 
leave me now — to ruminate. I’m as jolly as the day is long, 
except when it’s necessary to ruminate on some very dif- 
ficult subject. All of me,* ’he murmured sleepily as we 
left the room, “all of me, that isn’t Bonhommie, is Ku- 
minationl” 

I'What did he say, Bruno?” Sylvie enquired, as soon as 
we were safely out of hearing. , 

“I thin\ he said ‘All of me that isn’t Bone-disease is 
Rheumatism.’ Whatever are that knocking, Sylvie?” 

Sylvie stopped, and listened anxiously. It sounded like 
some one kiclung at a door. “I hope it isn’t that Porcupine 
breaking loosel” she exclaimed. 

“Let’s go on!” Bruno said hastily. “There’s nuffin.to 
wait for, oo know!” 



Chapter XXV 
Life Out of Death 


The sound of kicking, or knocking, grew louder e\cry 
moment and at last a door opened somewhere near u$ 
Did )ou say ‘come ml’ Sir?” my landlady asked timidly. 

‘‘Oh yes, come ml” I replied “What's the matter?” 

A note has just been left for you, Sir, by the baker's 
boy He said he svas passing the Hall, and they asked him 
to come round and leave it here.” 

The note contained 6vc words only “Please come at 
once Muriel” 

A sudden terror seemed to chill my very heart. “The 
Earl is illl” I Slid to myself 'Dying, perhaps!" And I 
hastily prepared to leave the house 

No bad news, Sir, I hope?" my landlady said, as she 
saw me out “The boy said as some one had arrived unex- 
pectedly— ” 

I hope that IS lit" I said But my feelings were those of 
tear rather than of hope though, on entering the house, I 
was somewhat reassured by finding luggage lying m the 
entrance, bearing the mmals "E L ” 

“It's only Er.o Lmdon nflcr alll" I thought, half re- 
lieved and half annoyed “Surely she need not have sent 
tor me for that! ’ 


Lady Muriel met me in the passage Her eyes were 
gleaming— but it was the excitement of joy, rather than 
° I have a surprise for you!" she whispered 

ou rtiMn that Erie Lmdon is here?” I said, vainly 
Hjmig to disguise the involuntary bitterness of my tone 
fte fungal ba\ed meats did coldly jurntsh jorth the 
r^rrtage ta es, I could not help repeating to myself 

How cruelly I was misjudging her! 
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“No, no)” she ca^Iy Tcplied. “At least — ^Eric is here. 
But — " her voice quivered, “but there is another!” 

No need for further question. J eagerly followed her in. 
There on the bed, he laj> — pale and worn — the mere sha- 
dow of his old self — my old friend come back again from 
the dead! 

“Arthur!” I exclaimed. I could not say another word. 

■ “Yes, back again, old boyi” he murmured, smiling as I 
grasped his hand. “He,” indicating Eric, who stood near, 
“saved my life — He brought me back. Next to God, we 
must thank him, Muriel, my wife!” 

Silently I shook hands with Erie and with the Earl : and 
with one consent we moved into the shaded side of the 
room, where we could talk without disturbing the invalid, 
who lay, silent and happy, holding his wife’s hand in his, 
and watching her with eyes that shone with the deep 
steady light of Love. 

"He has been delirious till to-day,” Eric explained in a 
low voice: “and even to-day be has been wandering more 
than once. But the sight of her has been new life to him." 
And then he svent on to tell us, in would-be careless 
tones — J knew how he hated any display of feeling — ^how 
he had insisted on going back to the plague-stricken town, 
to bring away a man whom the doctor had abandoned as 
dying, but who might, he fancied, recover if brought to 
the hospital: how he had seen nothing in the wasted 
features to remind him of Arthur, and only recognised 
him when he visited the hospital a month after: how the 
doctor had forbidden him to announce the discovery, say- 
ing that any shock to the over-taxed brain might kill him 
at once: how he had staid on at the hospital, and nursed 
the sick man by night and day — ^all this wth the studied 
indifference of one who is rekmng the commonplace acts 
of some chance acquaintance! 
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“And this was his mail” I thought ‘ The man who had 
won from him the heart o£ the woman he loved!” 

‘ The sun is setting,** said Lady Muriel, rising &nd lead 
mg the way to the open window ‘ Just look at the western 
sky! What lovely crimson Unts* We shall have a glorious 
day to morrow — " We had followed her across the room, 
and were standing m a little group, talking m low tones 
in the gathering gloom, when we were startled by the 
voice of the sick man, murmuring words too indistinct 
for the ear to catch 

‘He is wandering again,” Lady Muriel whispered, and 
returned to the bedside We drew a bttle nearer also but 
no, this had none of the incoherence of delirium ‘ What 
reward shall 1 give unto the Lord,” the tremulous lips 
were saying, "for all the benefits that He hath done unto 
Z w:ll receive the eup of salvation, and call-~and 
caU but here the poor weakened memory failed, and 
he feeble voice died into silence 

His wife knelt down at the bedside, raised one of his 
arms, and drew it across her own, fondly kissing the thm 
white hand that lay so listlessly m her loving grasp It 
seemed to me a good opportunity for stealing away with 
out making her go through any form of parting so, 
nodding to the Earl and Eric, I silently left the room 
Eric followed me down the stairs, and out into the night 
Is It Life or Death?’ I asked him, as soon as we were 
far enough from the house for me to speak m ordinary 
tones 

‘ It is Lifel he replied with eager emphasis “The doc 
tors arc quite agreed as to that All he needs now, they 
say, IS rest, and perfect quiet, and good nursing He’s 
quite sure to get rest and quiet, here and, as for the nurs- 
mg. why, I think us ,ust possible^' (he tried hard to 
make his trembling voice assume a playful tone) “he 
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may even get fairly wxll nursed, in his present quarters!” 

“Im sure of itl" I said. "Thank you so much for com- 
ing out to tell me!” And, thinking he had now said all 
he had come to say, I held out my hand to bid him good 
riight. He grasped it warmly, and added, turning his 
face away as he spoke, "By the way, there is one other 
thing I wanted to say. 1 thought you'd like to know that 
—that I’m not — not in the mind 1 was in when last we 
met. It isn’t — that 1 can accept Christian belief— at least, 
not yet. Bui all this came about so strangely. And she had 
prayed, you know. And 1 had prayed. And— and” his 
voice broke, and I could only just catch the concluding 
words, "t^ere is a God that answers prat erl I know it for 
certain now.” He wrung my hand once more, and left me 
suddenly. Never before had I seen him so deeply moved. 

So, in the gathering twilight, 1 paced slowly home- 
wards, in a tumultuous whirl of happy thoughts; my 
heart seemed full, and running over, with joy and thank 
fulness; all that I had so fervently longed for, and prayed 
for, seemed now to have come to pass. And, though I re- 
proached myself, bitterly, for the unworthy suspicion I 
had for one moment harboured against the true-hearted 
Lady Muriel, I took comfort in knowing it had been but 
a passing thought. 

Not Bruno himself could have mounted the stairs with 
so buoyant a step, as I felt my way up in the dark, not 
pausing to strike a light in the entry, as I knew I had left 
the lamp burning in my sming-room. 

But it was no common lamplight into which I now 
stepped, with a strange, new, dreamy sensation of some 
subtle witchery that had come over the place. Light, rich- 
er and more golden than any lamp could give, flooded the 
room, streaming in from a wndow 1 had somehow nesxr 
noticed before, and lighting up a group of three shado\vy 
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figures, that grew momently more distinct — a grave old 
man in royal robes, leaning back in an easy chair, and two 
children, a girl and a boy, standing at his side. 

“Have you the Jewel still, my child?" the old man ivas 
saying 

“Oh, yell” Sylvie exclaimed with unusual eagerness 
“Do you think I’d ever lose it or forget it?” She undid the 
ribbon round her neck, as she spoke, and laid the Jewel 
in her father’s hand 

Bruno looked at it admiringly “What a lovely bright 
nessl” he said “It’s just like a little red star! May I take it 
m my hand?” 

Sylvie nodded and Bruno earned it off to the window, 
and held it aloft against the sky, whose deepening blue 
was already spangled with stars Soon he camejunning 
back m some excitement “Sylvie* Look here!" he cried 
“I can see right through it when I hold it up to the sky 
And It isn’t red a bit it’s, oh such a lovely bluel And the 
words are all different! Do look at it*” 

Sylvie was quite excited, too, by this time, and the two 
children eagerly held up the Jewel to the light, and spelled 
out the legend between them, “all will love sylvie ” 
“Why, this IS the other Jewel*" cried Bruno “Don’t you 
remember, Sylvie? The one you didn't choose!” 

Sylvie took It from him, with a puzzled look, and held 
It, now up to the Lght, now down “It’s blue, one way,” 
she said softly to herself, “and it’s red the other way! Why, 
I thought there were two of them— Father! ’ she sud- 
denly exclaimed, laying the Jewel once more in his hand, 
‘ I do believe it was the same Jewel all the time!” 

* Then you choosed it from lUel^" Bruno thoughtfully 
remarked “Father, could Sylvie choose a thing from it 
self?" 

“Yes, my own on^” the old man replied to Sylvie, not 
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noticing Bruno’s embarrassing question, “It was the same 
Jewel — but you chose quite right.” And he fastened the 
ribbon round her neck agatn- 

“sVLME WILL LOST ALL— ALL WILL LOST SYLVIE. BlUnO 

murmured, raising himself on tiptoe to kiss the little 
red star.” “And, when you look at it, it s red and fierce like 
the sun — and, when you look through it, it s gentle and 
blue like the skyl” 

“God’s own sky,” Sylvie said, dreamily. 

“God’s own sky,” the little fellow repeated, as they 
stood, lovingly clinging together, and looking out into 
the night. “But oh, Sylvie, what makes the sky such a 
darling blue?” 

Sylvie’s sweet lips shaped themselves to reply, but her 
voice sounded faint and very far away. The vision was 
fast slipping from my eager gaze: but it seemed to me, in 
that last bewildering moment, that not Sylvie but an 
angel was looking out through those trustful brown eyes, 
and that not Sylvie’s but an angel’s voice was whispering 


“it is love.’ 







PREFACE TO 

THE HUNTING OF THE SNARK 

7f— and the thing is wildly possibl^thc charge of 
writing nonsense were ever brought against the a^^^or o 
this brief but instructive poem, it would be based, I tee 
convinced, on the line (in p. 761) 

“Then the bowsprit got mixed with the rudder sometimes: 

In view of this painful possibility, 1 will not (as I might) 
appeal indignantly to my other writings as a pr^f that I 
am incapable of such a deed: I will not (as I might) point 
to the strong moral purpose of this poem itself,^ to the 
arithmetical principles so cautiously inculcated in it, or to 
Its noble teachings in Natural History-I vviU take the 
more prosaic course of simply explaining how it hap- 
pened. 

The Bellman, who was almost morbidly sensitive about 
appearances, used to have the bowsprit unshipped once or 
twice a wetde to be revarnished; and it more than once 
happened, when the time came for replacing it, at no 
one on board could remember which end o e s ip 1 
belonged to. They knew it was not of the slightest use to 
appeal to the Bellman about it— he wuld only reter to 
his Naval Code, and read out in pathetic ton« Admiralty 
Instructions which none of them had ever cen a e to 
understand— so it generally ended in its being fastened 
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on, anyhow, across the rudder. The helmsman * used to 
stand by with tears in his eyes- he knew it was all wrong, 
but alas] Rule 42 of the Code, “No one shall sj>ea{ to the 
Man at the Helm, had been completed by the Bellman 
himself with the words “and the Man at the Helm shall 
spea\ to no one" So remonstrance was impossible, and no 
steering could be done till the next varnishing day. Dur- 
ing these bewildering intervals the ship usually sailed 
backwards 


As this poem IS to some extent connected with the lay 
or the JabberwQck, let me take this opportunity of answer- 
ing a question that has often been asked me, how to pro- 
nounce^ 'shthy toves” The “i” m “slithy” is long, as m 
writhe , and "toves” is pronounced so as to rhyme with 
groves Again, the first “o” in “borogoves” is pro- 
nounced like the “o” m “borrow.” I have heard people 
to give It the sound of the “o” m “worry” Such « 
Human Perversity 

This also seems a fitting occasion 10 notice the other 
hard words in that poem Humpty Dumpty’s theory, of 
two meanings packed into one word like a portmanteau, 
seems to me the right explanation for aU 
For instance, take the two tvords “fuming” and “fun 
ous Make up your mmd that you ,vill say both words, 
but leave it unsettled which you wiU say first Now open 
your mouth and speak If y„„r *ough,s ind.ne ever so 
little towards fuming,” yon will say "fuming furious”, 
towards “furious,” 

If furious fuming”, but if you have that rarest 

lous ’’ ’ ^ *’“'“"«d mind, you will say “frum- 


a refuge from The “"*”alecii by the liooti who found in U 

blacking of hi, tho^p,,,, coinplami, about the in.uiricicnt 
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Supposing that, when Pistol uucrcd the wcU-knomi 
tfords — 

“Under which king, Bezonian? Speak or die!" 

Justice Shallow had felt certain that it was cither Wil- 
liam or Richard, hut had not been able to settle which, so 
that he could not possibly say cither, name before the 
other, can it be doubted that, rather than die, he wtjuM 
have gasped out “RUduamr' 
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INSCRIBED TO A DEAR CHILD! 

IN MEMORY OP GOLDEN SUMMER HOURS 
AND WHISPERS OF A SUMMER SEA 

Gtrt with a baytsh garb for boyish tas\, 

Eager she wields her spade yet loves as well 
Rest on a friendly l^nee, intent to ash. 

The tale Jte loves to tell. 

Rude spirits of the seething outer strife. 

Unmeet to read her pure and simple spright, 
Deem, tf you list, such hours a waste of life. 

Empty of alt delight! 

Chat on, sweet Maid, and rescue from annoy 
Hearts that by wiser talh are unbegtiiled 
Ah, happy he who owns that tenderest joy, 

The heart love of a child! 

Away, fond thoughts, and vex my soul no more! 

Worh, claims my wakeful nights, my busy days — 
Albeit bright memories of that sunlit shore 
Yet haunt my dreaming gaze! 



THE HUNTING OF THE 
SNARK 
>»»»»««<«« 

Fit the First 

The Landing 

“Just ihe place for a Snarkl” the Bellman cried. 

As he landed his aew sriih care; 

Supporting each man on the top of the tide 
By a finger entwined in his hair. 

“Just the place for a Snarkl I have said it twice; 

That alone should encourage the crew. ^ 

Just the place for a Snarkl I have said it thrice; 

What 1 tell you three times is true.” 

The crew svas complete; it included a Boots 
A maker of Bonnets and Hoods — 

A Barrister, brought to arrange their disputes 
And a Broker, to value thdr goods. 

A Billiard-marker, whose skill was immense. 

Might perhaps have won more than his share 
But a Banker, engaged at enormous capense, 

Had the whole of their cash in his care. 

There l\-as also a Beaver, lhat paced on the deck. 

Or would sit making lace in the bow: 

And had often (the Bellman said) saved them from 
wreck 

Though none of the sailors knew how. 
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There was one who %vas famed for the number of things 
He forgot when he entercd'thc ship’: f ' i’ll 
His umbrella, his watch, all his jewels and rings, 

And the clothes he had bought for the trip. 

He had forty-two boxes, all carefully packed, 

With his name painted clearly on each: 

But, since he omitted to mention the fact. 

They were all left behind on the beach. 

II 

The loss of his clothes hardly maiieicd, because 
He had seven coats on when he came, - ; 

With three pair of boots— but the worst of it was,' 

He had tvholly forgotten his name. 

\ I 

He would answer to “Hil" or to any loud cry, i i 
Such as “Fry me!” or “Fritter my wigl” j ' *1 

To “What-you-maywrall-umr’ or “What-was-his-nameV 
But especially “Thmg-um-a-jig'" 

^ < I 

While, for those ivho preferred a more forcible word, / 
He had different names from these: . i ’ 

His intimate friends 'called him ■“Candle-ends," i ■ 

And his enemies “Toasted-chccsc.” 

“His form is ungainly — his intellect small — ” ii' 

(So the Bellman would often remark) — 

“But his courage is perfect! And that, after all. 

Is the thing that one needs with a Snark.” 

He would joke with hj'xnas, returning their stare 
Wnh an impudent wag of the head: ' 

And he once went a walk, paw-m-paw, sviih a bear, 

“Just to keep up its spirits,” he said. < 
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He came as a Baker: but owned, when too late — ' 

And it drove the poor Bellman half-mad— 

He could only bake Bride-cake— for which, I may state. 
No materials were to be had. ' 

The last of the crew ’needs especbl remark, - 
Though he looked an incredible dunce: 

He had just one idea— bur, that one being “Snark,” 

The good Bellman engaged him at once. 

He came as a Butcher: but gravely declared, 

^Vhen the ship had been sailing a week, 

He could only kill Beavers. The Bellman looked scared, 
And was almost too frightened to speak: 

But at length he e.TpIained, in a tremulous tone, 

There was only one Beaver on board; 

And that was a tame one he had of his own, 

Whose death would be deeply deplored. 

The Beaver, who happened to hear the remark, 
Protested, with tears in its eyes. 

That not even the rapture of hunting the Snark 
Could atone for chat dismal surprise! 

It strongly advised that the Butcher should be 
Conveyed in a separate ship: 

But the Bellman declared that would never agree 
With the plans he had made for the trip: 

Navigation was always a diflicuU art. 

Though svith only one ship and one bell: 

And he feared he must really decline, for his part. 
Undertaking another as wdl. 
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The Beaver’s best course was, no doubt, to procure 
A second hand dagger proof coat— 

So the Baker advised it— and next, to insure 
Its life in some Office o£ note 

This the Banker suggested, and offered for hire 
(On moderate terms), or for sale, 

Two excellent Policies, one Against Fire 
And one Against Damage From Hail 

Yet sull, ever after that sorrowful day, 

Whenever the Butcher was by, 

The Beaver kept looking the opposite way, 

And appeared unaccountably shy 


Fit the Second 'l 

The Bellman’s Speech 

The Bellman himself they all praised to the skies — 

Such a cattiagc, such ease and such grace! 

Such solemnity, too! One could see he was wise. 

The moment one looked m his facci 

He had bought a large map represenung the sea. 
Without the least vestige of land 
And the crew were much pleased when they found it to be 
A map they could all understand 

‘What s the good of Mercator's North Poles and Equa 
tors, 

Tropics, Zones, and Meridian Lines?" 

So the Dcllman would cry and the crew would reply 
"They are merely conventional signs! 
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“Other maps arc such shapes, with their islands and capesf 
But we’ve got our brave Captain to thank” 

(So the crew would protest) "that he's bought us the 
best — 

A perfect and absolute blankl" 


This was charming, no doubt: but they shortly found out 
That the Captain they trusted so well 
Had only one notion for crossing the ocean, 

And that was to tingle his bell. 


He was thoughtful and grave— but the orders he gave 
Were enough to bewilder a crew. 

When he cried “Steer to starboard, but keep her head 
larboard)” 

What on earth was the helmsman to do? 


Then the bowsprit got mixed with the rudder sometimes 
A thing, as the Bellman remarked. 

That frequently happens in tropical climes, 

When a vessel is, so to speak, "snarked.” 


But the principal failing occurred in the sailing. 

And the Bellman, perplexed and distressed. 

Said he had hoped, at least, when the wind blew due East, 
That the ship would not travel due Wesil 


But the danger was past — they had landed at last. 

With their boxes, portmanteaus* and bags: 

Yet at first sight the crew were not pleased with the view 
Which consisted of chasms and crags. 
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The Bellman perceived that their spirits were low. 
And repeated in musical tone 
Some jokes he had kept for a season of woe— 

But the crew would do nothing but groan 


He served out some grog with a liberal hand, 

And bade them sit down on the beach” ^ 

And they could not but own that their Captain looked 
grand, i 

As he stood and delivered his speech 

‘‘Friends Romans, and countrymen, lend pie your cars! ’ 
(They were all of them fond of quotations 
So they drank to his health, and they gave him three 
^eers, 

While he served out additional rations) 


‘We have sailed many months, wc have sailed many 
weeks, 

(Four weeks to the month you may mark), 

But never as yet (’tis your Captain who speaks) , ^ 
Have wc caught the least glimpse of a Snarkl 


‘ Wc have sailed many weeks, wc have sailed many days, 
(Seven days to the week I allow), ' 

But a Snark, on the svhich wc might lovingly gaze, 

Wc have never beheld till nowl ' ‘ 


‘Come, listen, my men, while I tell you again 
The five unmistakable marks 
By which yxiu may know, wheresoever you go, 
The \%arrantcd genuine Snarks 



THE HUNTING OF THE SNARK ' ,76^ 

“Let us take them in order. The first is the taste. 

Which is meagre and;hoIlow, but crisp: 

Like a coat that is rather too tight in the u’aist, 

With a flawur of WilI-b**the-Wi$p. 


“Its habit of getting up late youll agree 
That_ii carries too far, when I say 
That it frequently breakfasts at five-o'clock tea. 
And dines on the following day. 


“The third is its slowness in taking a jest. 

Should you happen to venture on one. 

It will sigh like a thing that is deeply distressed: 
And it always looks grave at a pun. 


“The fourth is its fondness for bathing-machines. 
Which it constantly carries about, 

And believes that they add to the beauty of scenes — 
A sentiment open to doubt. 


“The fifth is ambition. It next will be right 
To describe each particular batch: 
Distinguishing those that have feathers, and bite. 
From those that have whiskers, and scratch. 


“For, although common Snarks do no manner of harm, 
' Yet I feel it my duty to say 
Some are Boojums — ” The Bellman broke oif in alarm. 
For the Baker had fainted away. 
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Fit the Third 

The Baker’s Talc 

They roused him with mufBns — they roused Jiitn with 
ICC— 

They roused him with mustard and cress — 

They roused him with jam and judicious advice — 

They set him conundrums to guess 

When at length he sat up and was able to speak. 

His sad story he offered to tell, 

And the BcUman cried ‘ Silence) Kot even a shnckl” 
And excitedly tingled his belt 

There was silence supreme! Not a shriek, not a scream. 
Scarcely even a howl or a groan, 

As the man they called “Ho! told his story of woe 
In an antediluvian tone 

“My father and mother were honest, though poor—’ 

‘ Skip all thatl cried the Bellman m haste 
“If It once becomes dark, there’s no chance of 3 Snark— ■ 
We have hardly a minute to wastel ’ 

“I skip forty years,’ said the Baker m tears, 

‘ And proceed without further remark 
To the day when you took me aboard of your ship 
To help you in hunting the Snark 

“A dear uncle of mine (after whom 1 was named) 
Remarked, when I bade him farewell — ’ 

“Oh, skip your dear unclcl the Bellman exclaimed, 

As he angrily tingled his bell 
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“He remarked to me then,” said that mildest o£ men, . 

“‘If your Snark be a Snark, that is right: 

Fetch it home by all means— you may serve it tvith greens 
And it's handy for striking a light. 

“ ‘You may seek it with thimbles— and seek it with care 
You may hunt it wth forks and hope; 

You may threaten its life with a railway-share; 

You may charm it sviih smiles and soap — ' ” 

(“That’s exacUy the method,” the Bellman bold 
In a hasty parenthesis cried, 

“That's exaedy the swy I have ahvays been told 
That the capture of Snarks should be tried!”) 

“ ‘But oh, beamish nephew, bctvarc of the day, 

If your Snark be a Boojum! For then 
You svill sofUy and suddenly vanish away, 

And never be met with again!’ 

“It is this, it is this that oppresses my soul, 

"When 1 think of my uncle’s last w’ords: 

And my heart is like nothing so much as a bowl 
Brimming over wth quivering curds! 

“It is this, it is this — ” "^Vc have had that before!” 

The Bellman indignantly said. 

And the Baker replied “Let me say it once more. 

It is this, it is this that 1 dreadt 

"I engage with the Snark — every night after dark — 

In a dreamy delirious fight: 

I serve it with greens in those shadowy scenes. 

And I Use it for striking a li^t: 
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Though the Barrhtcr tried appd p^de. 
And vainly proceeded to cite 
A number of cases, in which making laces 
Had been proved an infringement of right. 


planned 

A novel arrangement of bows: 

While the nilliard-marker ■ c j 

Was chalking the tip of lmtr 




“Introduce me, now ~ j r „ 

a' d r "ST" “ ■' *■' 

“Saaiously nodding his head 
Said That must depend on the weadier,” “ ’ 

-The Beaver went simply galumphing about 

At seeing the Butcher so shy <■ ““““h 

And even the Baker, though stun,d , a 
Made an effort to wink Lh 


“Be a man!” cried the Bellman m wrath no iv u ^ 

The Butcher beginning to sob ’ heard 

“Should we meet with a Jubiub j 
We shall need all our sttength for d.rj’S' 



THE HUNTING OF THE SHARK 7^ 


Fit the Fifth 

The Beavers Lesson 

They sought it with thimbles, they sought it with care; 

They pursued it with forks and hope; 

They threatened its life with a railway-share; 

They charmed it with smiles and soap. 

Then the Butcher contrived an ingenious plan 
For making a separate sally; 

And had fix^ on a spot uofrcqucnied by man, 

A dismal and desolate valley. 

But the very same plan to the Beaver occurred: 

It had chosen the very same place: 

Yet neither betrayed, by a sign or a word. 

The disgust that appeared in his face. 

Each thought he ^vas thinking of nothing but "Snark” . * 
And the glorious work of the day; 

And each tried to pretend that he did not remark 
That the other was going that way. 

Bui the valley grew narrow and narrower still. 

And the evening got darker and colder. 

Till (merely from nervousness, not from good will) 

They marched along shoulder to shoulder. 

Then a scream, shrill and high, rent the shuddering sky 
And they knew that some danger was near: 

The Beaver turned pale to the tip of its tail, 

And even the Butcher frit queer. . 
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* But lE ever I meet with a Boojum, that day, 
In a moment (of this I am sure), 

I shall softly and suddenly vanish away — 
And the notion 1 cannot endurcl*’ 


Fit the Fourth 
The Huntuig 

The Bellman looked offish, and wrinkled his brow. 

"U only you’d spoken before^ 

It’s excessively awkward to mention jt now, 

With the Snatk, so lo speak, at the door! 

**'Wc should all of us grieve, as you well may believe, | 
1£ you never were met with again-^ i 

But surely, mv man, when the voyage began. 

You might have suggested it then? 

“It’s excessively awkward to mention it now— | 

As I think I VC already remarked ’’ 

And the man they called * Hil replied, with a sigh, 

‘ I informed you the day we embarked 

“You may charge me with murder— or want of sense 
(We arc all of us weak at times) 

But the slightest approach, to a false pretence 
Was never among my ccunest 

“1 said it in Hebrew — 1 said it in Dutch — 

I said It in German and Greek 
But I wholly forgot (and it vexes me much) 

That English is what you speak!" 



THE HUNTING OF THE SNARK 76; 

' *Tis a pitiful tale,” said the Bellman, whose face | 
Had grown longer at every word : ■ , 

“But, now that you’ve stated the whole of your case, 
More debate ^\’0^1d be simply absurd. > ^ 

“The rest of my speech” (he exclaimed to his men) 

“You shall hear when I’ve leisure to speak it. 

But the Snark is at hand, let me tell you again! 

’Tls your glorious duty to seek it! 

“To seek it with thimbles, to seek it w’ith care; 

To pursue it tvith forks and hope; 

To threaten its life tvith a raihvay-sharc; 

To charm it ^vith smiles and soap! 

‘Tor the Snark’s a peculiar creature, that won't 
Be caught in a commonplace way. 

Do all that you know, and fry all that you don’t: 

Not a chance must be wasted to^layl 

“For England expects — I forbear to proceed; 

Tis a maxim tremendous, but trite; 

And you’d best be unpacking the things that you need 
To rig yourselves out for the fight." 

Then the Banker endorsed a blank cheque (which he 
crossed). 

And changed his loose silver for notes; 

The Baker with care combed bis whiskers and hair. 

And shook the dust out of his coats: 

The Boots and the Broker svcrc sharpening a spade — 

Each working the grindstone in turn: 

But the Beaver ivcnt oa making lac^ and displayed ^ 

No interest in the concern: 
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He thought of his childhood, left far behind— 

That blissful and innocent slate— 

The sound so exactly recalled to his mind 
A pencil that squeaks on a slatel 

“ 'Tis the voice of the Jubjub!” he suddenly cried 
(This man, that they used to call Dunce ’ ) ^ 

“As the Bellman would tell you,” he added with pride, ' 
“I have uttered that scntihicnt once,. 

“ 'Tis the note of the Jubjub'l Keep count, I entreat 
You will find I have told it you twice 
'Tis the song of the Jubjubl The proof is complete 
If only I’ve stated it dirice ” 

The Beaver had counted with scrupulous care. 
Attending to every word 
But It fairly lost heart, and outgrabe m despau. 

When the third repeution occurred 

It felt that, in spite of all possible pains. 

It had somehow contrived to lose count, 

And the only thing now was to rack its poor brains 
By reckoning up the amount 

'Tsvo added to one — if that could but be done,’ 

It said, "niih one’s Hngers and thumbs' ’ 

Recollecting with tears how, in earlier years. 

It had taken no pains wth its sums 

‘ The thing can be done, ’ said the Butcher, “I think 
The thing must be done, I am sure 
The thing shall be doncl Bring me paper and ink, 

The best there is time to procure ’ 
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The Beaver brought paper, portfolio, pens, ' ' ‘ 

And ink in unfailing supplicst 
While strange creepy creatures came out of their dens, 
And watched them with wondering eyes. ' 

So engrossed was the Butcher, he heeded them not, 

As he wrote with a pen in cachjiand. 

And explained all the while in a popular style 
Which the Beaver could well understand. 

“Taking Three as the subject to reason about — 

A convenient number to state — 

We add Seven, and Ten, and then multiply out 
By One Thousand diminished by Eight. 

*‘The result we proceed to divide, as you see, 

By Nine Hundred and Ninety and Two: 

Then subtract Seventeen, and the answer must be 
Exactly and perfectly true. 

“The method employed I would gladly explain. 

While I have it so clear in my head. 

If I had but the time and you had but the brain — 

But much yet remains to be said. ' ' 

In one moment IVc seen what has hitherto been 
Enveloped in absolute mystery. 

And without extra charge I will give you at large 
A Lesson in Natural History." 

In his genial way he proceeded to say 
.(Forgetting all lasvs of propriety, 

And that giving instruction, without introduction. 

Would have caused quite a thrill in Society), 
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“As to temper the Jubjub s a desperate bird 
Since It lives m perpetual passion 
Its taste in costume is entirely absurd — 

It IS ages ahead of the fashion 

“But It knows any friend it has met once before 
It never will look at r^bnbc 
And in chanty meetings it stands at the door. 

And collects — though it does not subscribe 

“Its flavour when cooked is more exquisite far 
Than mutton, or oysters, or eggs 
(Some think it keeps best m an ivory jar, 

And some, m mahogany Icegs ) 

“You boil It m sawdust you salt it m glue 
You condense it with locusts and tape 
Still keeping one principal object m view — 

To preserve its symmetrical shape’* 

The Butcher would gladly have talked till next day, 

But he felt that the Lesson must end, 

And he wept with delight in attempting to say 
He considered the Beaver his friend 

While the Beaver confessed, with aflcctionatc looks 
More eloquent even than tears, 

It had learned m ten minutes far more than all books 
Would have taught it in seventy years 

They returned hand m hand, and the Bellman, unmanned 
(For a moment) with noble emotion, 

Said ' Tins amply rqiays all the wearisome days 
Wc have spent on the bi!lo>vy ocean! 
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Such friends, as the Beaver and Butcher became, 
Have seldom if ever been known; 

In winter or summer, 'iwas always the same — 
You (xiuld never meet either alone. 

And when quarrels arose — ^as one frequently finds 
Quarrels will, spite of every endeavour — 

The song of the Jubjub recurred to their minds, 

And cemented their friendship for ever! 


Fit the Sixth 

The Barrisicr’s Dream 

They sought it with thimbles, they sought it with carej 
They pursued it with forks and hope; 

They Areatencd its life with a railway-share; 

They charmed it with smiles and soap. 

But the Barrister, weary of proving in vain 
That the Beaver’s lace-making w.is wrong, 

Fell asleep, and in dreams saw the creature quite plain 
That his fancy had dwelt on so long. 

He dreamed that he stood in a shadowy Court, 

^Vhere the Snark, with a glass in its eye, 

Dressed in gown, bands, and wig, %vas defending a pig 
On the charge of deserting its sty. 

The Witnesses proved, without error or flaw. 

That the sty was deserted when found: 

And the fudge kept explaining the state of the law 
In a soft under-current of sound. 
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Tht md\cimcnt Had ntvcr been dearly expressed, 

And It seemed that the Snark had begun, 

And had spoken three hours, before any one guessed 
What the pig was supposed to have done 

The Jury had each formed a different view ' 

(Long before the indictment was read), < 

And they all spoke at once, so that none of them knew 
One word that the others had said 

“You must knotv— ” said the Judge but the Snark ex- 
claimed ‘ Fudgcl 
That statute is obsolete quite! 

Let me tell you, my friends, the whole question depends 
On an ancient manorial right 

•"In the matter of Treason the pig would appear j 
To have aided, but scarcely abetted I ^ 

While the charge of Insolvency fails, it is clear, 

If you grant the plea ‘never indebted ' 

“The fact of Desertion I will not dispute 
But Its guilt, as I trust, is removed 
(So far as relates to the costs of this suit) 

By the Alibi svhich has been proved 

‘ My poor client’s fate now depends on your votes ” 

Here the speaker sat down in his place, 

And directed the Judge to refer to his notes 
And briefly to sum up the case 

But the Judge said he never had summed up before; 

So the Snark. underttwk it instead. 

And summed it so well that it came to far more 
Than the Witnesses ever had saidl 
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When the verdict was called for, the Jury declined, 

As the word was so puzzling to spell ; 

But they ventured to hope that the Snark wouldn t mind 
Undertaking that duty as wcll- 

So the Snark found the verdict, although, as it owned, 

It was spent with the toils of the day: 
men it said the word “GUILTYI” the Jury all groaned 
And some of them fainted away. 

Then the Snark pronounced sentence, the Judge being 
quite 

Too ner\-ous to utter a word: 

When it rose to its feet, there svas silence like night, 

And the fall of a pin might be heard. 

"Transportation for life” was the sentence it gave, 

“And then to be fined forty pound.” 

The Jury all cheered, though the Judge said he feared 
That the phrase was not legally sound. 

But their wild exultation was suddenly checked 
When the jailer informed them, with tears, 

Such a sentence would have not the slightest effect. 

As the pig had been dead for some years. 

The Judge left the Coun, looking deeply disgusted 
But the Snark, though a little aghast. 

As the lawj’cr to whom the defence was intrusted. 

Went bellowing on to the last. 

Thus the Barrister dreamed, wWlc the bellowing seemed 
To grow every moment more clear: 

Till he Woke to the knell of a furious bell, 

Which the Bellman rang close at his car. 
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Fit the Seventh 

The Banker’s Fate 

They sought it with thimbles, they sought it with care; 

They pursued it with forks and hope, 

They threatened its life with a railway share. 

They charmed it with smiles and soap 

And the Banker, inspired with a courage so new 
It was matter for general remark, 

Rushed madly ahead and was lost to their view 
In his 2 eal to discover the Snark 

But while he was seeking with thimbles and care, 

A Bandersnatch swiftly drew nigh 
And grabbed at the Banker, who shrieked in despair, 
For he knew it was useless to fly 

He offered large discxiunt — he offered a cheque 
(Drawn ‘ to bearer ) for seven pounds ten 
But the Bandersnatch merely extended its neck 
And grabbed at the Banker again 

Without rest or pause — while those frumious jaws 
Went savagely snapping around — 

He skipped and he hopped, and he floundered and 
flopped 

Till fainting he fell to the ground 

The Bandersnatch fled as the others appeared 
Led on by that fear smeken yell 
And the Bellman remarked ‘ li is just as 1 fcarcdl" 

And solemnly tolled on his bell 
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He was black in the face, and they scarcely could trace 
The least likeness to what he had been: 

While so great was his fright that his waistcoat turned 
white — 

A STOndcrful thing to be seen! 

To the horror of all who were present that day, 

He uprose in full evening dress. 

And with senseless grimaces endeavoured to say 
What his tongue could no longer express. 

Down ho sank in a chair— ran his hands ihrough his 
hair— 

And chanted in mimsiesi tones 
Words whose utter inanity proved his insanity, 

While he rattled a couple of bones. 

“Leave him here to his fate-it is getting so latcl” 

The Bellman exclaimed in a fright. 

‘^Ve have lost half the day. Any further delay. 

And we sha’n’t catch a Snark before nigbtl 

Fit the Eighth 
The Vanbhing 

They sought it with thimbles, they sought it with care, 
They pursued it with forks and hope; 

They threatened its life tvith a railway-share; 

They charmed it with smiles and soap. 

They shuddered to think that the chase might fail. 
And the Beaver, excited at last. 

Went bounding along on the tip of its tail. 

For the daylight was nearly past. 



“There is Thingumbob shouting!” the Bellman said, x 
“He IS shouting like mad, only harki , m i ‘ 

He IS waving his hands, he is wagging his head, ' 
He has certainly found a Snark!” ;i t 

1 

They gazed m dchght, while the Butcher exclaimed 
“He w’as always a desperate svag!” J I 

They beheld him — their Baker — their hero unnamed—* 
On the top of a neighbouring crag, ‘ 

r V 

Erect and sublime, for one moment of time, 

In the next, that wild figure they saw ' 

(As if stung by a spasm) plunge into a chasm, 

"While they waited and listened m awi^ ^ ^ 

“It’s a Snarkl” was the sound that first came to their ears, 
And seemed almost loo good lo be true 
Then followed a torrent of laughter and cheers ^ 
Then the ominous words “It’s a Boo—” ' ’ 

i ' 1 ' 

Then, silence Some fancied they heard m the air 
A weary and wandering sigh 
That sounded like" — jum!" but the others declare 
It was only a breeze that went by. 

They hunted till darkness came on, but they found 
Not a button, or feather, or mark. 

By which they could tell that they stood on the ground 
Where the Baker had met with the Snark. ^ 

In the midst of the word he was trying to say, i 

In the midst of his laughter and glee. 

He had softly and suddenly vanished aivay — : 

For ihe Snark tvassk Boojum, you sec. 
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MY FAIRY 
(■S45) 

I a fairy by my side 
Which says I must not sleep, 

When once in pain I loudly cried 
Ic said “You must not tt-eep.” 

If, full of miah, I smile and grin, 

If says “You must not laugh;” 

When once I w’ishcd to drink some gin 
It said “You musr nor quaff.” 

When once a meal I wished to taste 
It said "You must not bite;” 

When to the wars I went in haste 
It said “You roust not fight.” 

“What may I do^" at length I cried. 
Tired o£ the painful task, 

TTie f:ury quietly replied. 

And said '^ou must not ask.” 

Moral: “You mustn’t." 
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PUNCTUALITY 

Man naiuraUy loves dday, 

And to ptocrastmatc; 

Business pui off from day to day 
Is always done too late. 

Let every hour be m its place 
Firm fixed, nor loosely shift, 

And wcU enjoy the vacant space. 

As though a birthday gift. 

And when the hour arrives, be therCt 
Where’er that “there” may be; 
Uncleanly hands or lufiled hair 
Let no one ever sec. 

If dinner at “half-past” be placed, 

At “half-past” then be dressed. 

If at a “quarter-past” mahe haste 
To be down with the rest. 

Better to be before your time, 

Than e’er to be behind; 

To ope the door while strikes the chime, 
That shows a punctual mind. 

Moral 

Let punctuality and care 
Seize every flitting hour, 

So shaft thou cuU a floweret fair. 

E’en from a foding flower. 
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MELODIES 

1 

There was an old farmer of Rcadall, 

Who made holes in his face with a needle, 
Then went far deeper in 
Than to pierce through the skin, 

And yet strange to say he was made beadle. 


II 

There %vas an eccentric old draper, 
Who wore a hat made of brown paper, 
It went up to a point. 

Yet it looked out of joint. 

The cause of which he said was "vapour. 


Ill 

There was once a young man of Oporta, 
^Vho daily got shorter and shorter, 

The reason he said 
Was the hod on his head. 

Which was filled with the heaviest mortar. 

His sister, named Lucy OTinner, 

Grew constantly thinner and thinner; 

The reason svas plain. 

She slept out in the rain. 

And was never allosved any dinner. 
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BROTHER AND SISTER 


“Sister, sjster, go to bcdl 
Go and rest your weary head ” 

Thus the prudent brother said. 

“Do you want a battered hide, 

Or scratches to your face applied?'* 
Thus his sister calm replied 

“Sister, do not raise my wrath 
I'd make you into mutton broth 
As tas\\y as V.i\\ a moxW ^ 

The sister raised her beaming eye 
And looked on him indignantly 
And sternly answered, “Only tryl” 

Off to the cook he quickly ran 
“Dear Cook, please lend a frying pan 
To me as quickly as you can ” 

“And wherefore should I lend it you?” 
‘ The reason. Cook, is plain to view. 

I wish to make an Irish stew ” 

* What meat is m that stew to go?” 
“My sister’ll be the contentsi’ 

‘ Ohl” 

“You’ll lend the pan to me. Cook?” 

'Nol” 

Moral Newer sttw your sister 
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FACTS 

Were 1 to take an iron gun. 

And fire it off towards the sun; 

I grant 'tswuld reach its mark at last, 
But not till many years had passed. 

But should that bullet change its force, 
And to the planets take its course, 
Twould nevfr reach the nearest star, 
Because it it so very far. 
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RULES AND REGULATIONS 

A SHORT direction 
To avojd dc)ection» 

By variations 
In occupations. 

And prolongation 
0£ relaxatton, 

And conabinations 
Of recreations, 

And disputation 
On the state of the nation 
In adaptation 
To your station. 

By invitations 
To friends and relations, 

By evitauon 
Of amputation, 

By permuution 
In conversation. 

And deep reflection 
You 11 avoid dejection 

Learn well your grammar. 
And never stammer, 

Write well and neatly. 

And sing most sivecdy. 

Be cnteipiismg. 

Love early rising. 

Go walk of SIX miles. 

Have ready quick smiles. 
With lightsome laughter, 

Soft flowing after 
Drink tea, not coffee. 
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Never cat toffy. 

Eat bread with butter. 

Once more, don’t stutter. 

Don’t waste your money, 
Abstain from honey. 

Shut doors behind you, 

(Don’t slant them, mind you.) 

Drink beer, not porter. 

Don’t enter the w'ater 

to swim you arc able. 

Sit close to the table. 

Take care of a candle. 

Shut a door by the handle, 
Don’t push with your shoulder 
Until you arc older. 

Lose not a button. 

Refuse cold mutton. 

Starve your canaries. 

Believe in fairies. 

If you are able. 

Don’t have a stable 
With any mangers. 

Be rude to strangers. 


Moral: Behave. 
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HORRORS 

(1850) ' 

Methougut 1 walked a dismal place 
Dim hoTiois all around. 

The air was thick with many^ a face, 
And black as night the ground 

I saw a monster come with speed, 

Its face of grimmliest grcertC 
On, human beings used to feed, 

Most dreadful to be seen 

I could not speak, I could not fly, 

I fell down in that place, 

I saw the monster s horrid eye 
Come leering m my face! • 

Amidst my scarcely stifled groans, 
Amidst my moanmgs deep, 

1 heard a voice Wakel Mr Jones, 
You’re screaming m your sleep! 
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'MISUNDERSTANDINGS • 

If such a thing had been my thought, 

I should have told you so before, , 

But as I didn’t, then you ought 
To ask for such a thing no more. 

For to teach one who has been taught 
Is always thought an awful bore. 

Now to commence my argument, 

I shall premise an observation, 

On which the greatest kings have leant 
When striving to subdue a nation, 

And e’en the wretch who pays no rent 
By it can solve a hard equation. 

Its truth is such, the force of reason 
Can not avail to shake its power. 

Yet e’en the sun in summer season 
Doth not dispel so mild a shower 
As this, and he who sees it, sees on 
Beyond it to a sunny bower — 

No more, when ignorance is treason, 
Drt wisdom's brosvs be cold and sour. 



AS IT FELL UPON A DAY 


As J was sitting on the hearth 
{And 0 but a hog ts fatl) 

A man came hurrying up, the path, 

{And what trartf I for that?) 

When he came the house unto 

His breath both quick and short he drew 

When he came before the door, 

His face grew paler than before 

When he turned the handle round, 

The man fell fainting to the grdbnd 

When he crossed the lofty hall, 

Once and agam^ heard him fall 

When he came up to the turret stair, 

He shrieked and tore his raven hair 

When he came my chamber in 
{And O but a hog ts fat!) 

I ran him through with a golden pm, 
{And what care I hr that?) 
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YE FATTALE CHEYSE 
Ytte wcs a mirkc an dreiry cave, 

Weet scroggis ' OUT ytte creepe. 
Gurgles withyn ye flowan wave 
Throw channd braid an deep 

Never withyn that drdr reccsse 
Wes sene ye lyghtc of dayc, 

Quhat bode azont “ yts mirkinesse * 
Nane kend an nane mote saye. 

Ye monarchc fade owr brake an brae 
An dravc ye ydlyngc packe, 

Hiz mcany * au’ richte cadgily ® 

Are wendynge* yn hiz tracke. 

Wi’ eager iye, wi’ yalpc an cryc 
Ye hondes yodc’ dotvn ye rocks, 
Ahead of au’ thdr companyc 
Kenneth ye panky* foxe. 

Yc fote hes soughic that ovc of a%\'e 
Forcwcaried ® wi' hiz rin. 

Quha nou ys he sac bauld an braw ** 

To dare to enter yn? 

Wi* eager Ixjunde hes ilka honde 
Ganc till that cavernc dreir, 

Fou ** many a yowl ** ys hcarde arounde, 
Fou many a screech of feir. 
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Like ane wi’ thmtic appetite 
Quha swallowcih orange pulp, 

Wes hearde a huggle an a bite, 

A swallow an a gulp 

Ye kynge hes lap frac aff hiz stcjd, 
Outbrayde' hiz trenchant brande, 

‘ Quha on my packe of hondes doth feed, 
Maun deye benead thilkc handc ’ 

Sae scd, sac dune ye stondcrcs ^ hearde 
Fou many a mickle* stroke, 

Sowns * lyke ye flappyngc of a bude, 

A struggle an a choke 

Owte of ye cave scarce fctte * they yite, 

Wi pow * an push and hau’ ’ — 

Whereof Y‘ve drawne a littel byttc, 

Bot durst not draw yite au * 


drawn 
'byitanden 
'heaTy 
' Mundi 
' fetched 
*pull 
'haul. 

•alL 
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LAYS OF SORROW 
No. t 

Ttre day wtis wet, the rain fell souse 
Like jars of strawberry jam,* a 
Sound was heard in the old henhouse, 

A beating of a hammer. 

Of stalwart form, and visage warm, 

Tsto youths were seen within it. 

Splitting up an old tree into perches for ihdr poultry 
At a hundred strokes* a minute. 

The work is done, the hen has taken 
Possession of her nest and eggs, 

Without a thought of eggs and bacon,* 

(Or 1 am very much mtsuken:) 

She turns over each shell. 

To be sure that all’s wxll. 

Looks into the straw 
To see there’s no Raw, 

Goes once round the house,* 

Half afraid of a mouse. 

Then links alnJy to rest 
On the top of her nest. 

First doubling up each of her legs. 

Time rolled away, and so did estry shell, 

"Small by degrees and bcauufully less, 

IV I.V UiUtT oT tiu. 

.At tV nie ol • mtAe »nil 

JUnVt, i>if Kfo »»• a •»b<b ** 

Tbe fc^aSouv. 
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As the sage mother with a powerful spell * 

Forced each m turn tls contents to express,' 

But ahl "imperfect ts expression," 

Some poet said, 1 don’t care who, 

If you want to know you mmt go elsewhere, 

One fact I can tell, if you’re willing to hear, 

He never attended a Parliament Session, 

For I’m certain that if he had ever been there. 
Full quickly would he have changed his ideas, 
With the hissings, the hootmgs, the groans afld 
the cheers 

And as to his name it is pretty clear 
That It wasn’t me and it wasn’t youl 
And so It fell upon a day, 

(That IS, It never cose again) 

A chick was found upon the hay, 

Its little life had ebbed away 
No longer frolicsome and gay, 

No longer could it run or play 
"And must we, chicken, must we part?” 

Its master ® cried with bursting heart, 

And voice of agony and pain 
So one, whose ticket’s marked "Return,” * 

When to the lonely roadside station 
He flics in fear and perturbation, 

Thinks of his home — ^ihc ^issmg urn — ' 

Then runs with flying hat and hair, 

And, entering, finds to his despair 
He’s missed the very latest warn® 

* Beak and <Iaw 
’Press out. 

’Probably one of the two italwart youths 

‘The system of tetuta wken » an excellent one People are cao 
veyed on parbcutar days there and back again for one fare 

* An additional vexation would be that his "Return ticket wout 
be no use the next day 
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Too long it were to tell of each conjecture 
Of chicken suicide, and poultry victim. 

The deadly frowm, the stern and dreary lecture, 

The timid guess, “perhaps some needle pricked 
him!” 

The din of voice, the words both loud and many. 

The sob, the tear, the sigh that none could smother. 
Till all agreed “a shilling to a penny 

It killed Itself, and we acquit the mother! 

Scarce was the verdict spoken. 

When that still calm was broken, 

A childish form hath burst into the throng; 

With tears and looks of sadness. 

That bring no news of gladness. 

But tell too surely something hath gone wrongl 
“The sight that I have come upon 
The stoutest heart * would sicken. 

That nasty hen has been and gone 
And killed another chicken!” 

'tVtbip* even tbc “bununj"* bean «f it* miner. 
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LAYS OF SORROW 
1 

No 2 


Fair stands the ancient ^ Rectory, 
The Rectory of Croft, 

The sun shines bright upon it. 

The breezes whisper soft 

From all the house and garden, 

Its inhabitants come forth, 

And muster m the road without, 
And pace m tuos and threes about, 
The children of the North 

Some arc waiting m the garden, 
Some arc ivaiting at the door, 
And some are following behind, 
And some have gone before 
But wherefore all this mustering? 

Wherefore this vast array? 

A gallant feat of horsemanship 
Will be performed to-day 


To eastward and to westward, 

The crowd divides amain. 

Two )oulhs arc leading on the steed. 

Both tugging at the rem, 

*Th » Rectory ha* bern »U(>potcd to hare been built «n the time 
Edwrar I \ I but fecent d icovcnn clearly atsign it* onRta to a much 
earlier peruxi A tione ha* been found in an iiland formed by the 
river Ter* on tshich n inicnbrd the letter “A which u luitly con 
lectured to ttand for the name «f the ^reat King Alfred, m wbo«e 
reign thii house wa* probably bu It. 
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And sorely do they labour, 

For the steed ' is very strong, 

And backward moves its stubborn feet, 

And backward ever doth retreat, 

And drags its guides along. 

And-now the knight hath mounted. 

Before the admiring band. 

Hath got the stirrups on his feet. 

The bridle in his hand. 

Yet, 'oh! beware, sir horseman! 

And fcmpt thy fate no more, 

For such a steed as thou hast got 
Was never rid before! 

The rabbits bow before thee, 

And cower in the straw; 

The chickens * are submissive, 

And own thy svill for law; 

Bullfinches and canary 
Thy bidding do ob^; 

And e’en the tortoise In Its shell 
Doth never say thee nay. 

But thy steed svill hear no master. 

Thy steed wll bear no stick, 

And woe to those that beat her. 

And woe to those that kick! • 

For though her rider smite her. 

As hard as he on hit. 

And strive to turn her from the prd, 

port entreaa pardon for Inline rtpruentiil a doalry ondcr 
naittf. 

A tuU tocounc of tie tuiiorr aiiil miifortune* of thf*e taiemwit 
<reature» may be found in the fim "Lay »f Sorrow." 

, . i* a ungtiUt faet that a donter make* a poiot of rmimnj any 
ofiertd to it. 
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She stands in silence, pulling hard 
Against the pulling bit 

And now the road to Dalton 
Hath fell their coming tread, 

The crowd are speeding on before, 
And all have gone ahead 
Yet often look they backiJi/ard 
And cheer him on and bawl 
For slower still and still more slow, 
That horseman tind that charger go. 
And scarce advance at all 

And now two roads to choose from 
Are m that rjders sight 
In front the road to Dalton, 

And New Croft upon the right, 

* I can t get byl he bellows, 

I really am not able! 

Though 1 pull mv shoulder out of joint, 
1 cannot get him past this point 
For rt leads unto his stablel 

Then out spake Ulfnd Longbon,' 

A valiant youth ivas he, 

Lol 1 will stand on ihy right hind 
And guard the pass for ihcci 
And out spake fair Flurceza " 

His sister eke was she 
I w ill abide on thy other side 
And torn thy steed for thee! 


'Thu valunt hn ght, bet in i a* n£ s Jwan ©( ttrel an 1 pen'ct 
trorv, hit been ,b the hab t of carry ng a I rule in h i eye 

•she wit I Hcr W both. 
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And now commenced a struggle 
Between that steed and rider, 

For all the strength that he hath left 
Doth not suffice to guide her. 
Though Ulfrid.and his sister 
Have kindly stopped the %vay, 

And all the crowd have cried aloud, 
“We can’t w'sui here all dayl" 


Round turned he as not deigning 
Their words to understand, 

But he slipped the stirrups from his feet 
The bridle from his hand. 

And grasped the mane full lightly, 
And vaulted from his scat, 

And gained the road in triumph,* 

And stood upon his feet. • 


All firmly till that moment 
Had Ulfrid Longbo%v stood. 

And faced the foe right valiantly, 

As every warrior should. 

But when safe on terra firma 
His brother he did spy, 

“What did you do that for?” he cried. 
Then unconcerned he stepped aside 
And let it canter by. 


They gave him bread and butter," 

‘Thr rodff *,n prptuWr h: « . lo., w «he ^ 

thumph. It oo ob)«t wit jiutnl. tod U>e donler w*» 

»ct<v; on «}iit pmnt, howrtcf, we tir torrf to mt we 
(irtifution. _ , 

’Much tnofe icter«->l'V M a true kiuckt lSi« 

Itofiuuv 
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That was of public right, 

As much as four strong rabbits 

Could munch from morn to night, 
For he'd done a deed of daring, 

And faced that savage steed, 

And therefore' cups of coffee sweet, 
And everything that was a treat, 

Were but his right and meed 

And often in the evenings, 

“When the fire is blazing bright, 
When books bestrew the table 
And moths obscure the light, 

When crying children go to bed, 

A struggbng, kicking load, 

We’ll talk of Ulfrid Longbow’s deed. 
How, m his brother’s utmost need, 
Back to his aid he fiew ivith speed. 
And how he faced the fiery steed, 

And kept the New Croft Road> 
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THE TWO BROTHERS 

■ ; '.'OM 

There were two brothers at T%vyford school, 
And when they had left the place, 

It ivas, “Will ye learn Greek and Latin? 

Or will ye run me a race? 

Or will ye go up to yonder bridge, 

And there we wll angle for dace? 


'Tm too stupid for Grcdc and for Laun, 
I’m too lazy by half for a race. 

So I'll even go up to yonder bridge,^ 

And there we will angle for dace. 


He has fitted together two joints of his rod, 

And to them he has added another. 

And then a great hook he took from his book, 
And ran it right into his brother. 


Oh much is the noise that is made among boys 
When playfully pelting a pig. 

But a far greater pother Avas made by his brother 
When flung from the top of the brigg. 


The fish hurried up by the dozens, 

AU ready and eager to bite, 

For the Ind thst he flung svos M tender and young. 
It quite gave them an apfwtite. 


Said he, "Thus shall he wallop about 
And the fish taltc him quite at their case. 
For me to annoy it ss-as ever his joy. 

Now I’ll teach him the meaning of Tecs 
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The wind to his ear brought *1 \oicc» 

“My brother, you didn't had ought tcrl 
And what have I done that you think it such fun 
To indulge in the pleasure of slaughter? 

“A good nibble or bite is my chicCest delight. 
When I’m merely expected to see, 

But a bite from a fish is not quite what I wish, 
When I get it performed upon me. 

And just now here’s a swarm of dace at my arm, 
And a perch has got hold of my knee n 

“For water my thirst svas not great at the first, 
And of fish 1 have quite sufiicien— ’’ 

' Oh fear notl” he cried, “for whatever betide, 

We are both in the selfsame condmont 

“I am sure that our slate’s very nearly alike 
(Not considering the question of slaughter), 
For I have my perch on the top of the bridge, 

And you have your perch in the water 

“I suck to my perch and your perch sticks to you, 
We arc really extremely alike. 

I’ve a turn pike up here, and I very much fear 
You may soon have a turn with a pike ’ 

' Oh grant but one tvishl If I m took by a fish 
(For your bait is your brother* good man*) 

Full him up if you like, but 1 hope you will strike 
As gently as ever you can 


‘ If the fish be a trout, 1 m afraid there s no doubt 
I must strike him like lightning that’s greased. 
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If the fish be a pike, I’ll engage not to strike, , 

Till I’ve waited ten minutes at least." 

“But in those ten minutes to desolate Fate 
Your brother a victim may fall!” 

“I’ll reduce it to five, so perhaps you 11 survive. 

But the chance is exceedingly small.” 

“Oh hard is your heart for to act such a part; 

Is it iron, or granite, or steel?” 

“Why, I really can’t say — it is many a day 
Since -tny heart was accustomed to feel. 

“Twas my heart-cherished wish for to slay many fish 
Each day did my malice grow worse. 

For my heart didn't soften with doing it so often, 

But rather, I should say, the reverse." 

“Oh would I were back at Twyford school, 

Learning lessons in fear of the birch!" 

“Nay, brother!” he cried, “for whatever betide, 

You arc better off here with )’our pcrchl 


“I am sure youll allow j'ou arc happier now, 
Wth nothing to do but to play; 

And this single line here, it is perfectly clear. 
Is much better than thirty a day! 


“And as to the rod hanging over your head. 


And apparently ready to fall. 

That, j-ou know, svas the case, svhen you 


h\*cd in that 


pbcc. 

So it need nc« be reckoned at all. 



“Do you sec that old trout with a turn-up-nose snout? 

(Just to speak on a pleasanter theme,) 

Observe, my dear brother, our bve for each other— 
He’s the one I like best in the stream. > 

“To-morrow 1 mean to invite him to dine 
(V/c shall all of us think it a treat) ; 

If the day should be fine, I’ll just drop him a lin'e^ 

And we’ll settle what time we’re to meet. 

“He hasn’t been into society yet, , 

And hvs manners are not of the best,' ' ~ 

So I think It quite fair that it should be my care, 

To see that he’s properly dressed.’’ 

Many words brought the wind of “cruel’’ and "kind,” 
And that “man suffers more than the brute”: 

Each several word with patience he heard, 

And answered with wisdom to boot. , 

“What? prettier swimming in the stream, ' , 

Than lying all snugly and flat? 

Do but look at that dish filled with glittering fish, 
Has Nature a picture like that? 

"What? a higher delight to be drawn from the sight 
Of fish full of life and of glee? * 

What a noodle you arc! 'ns dclightfullcr far 
To kill them than let them go freci 

“I know there arc people who prate by the hour 
Of the beauty of earth, sky, and ocean; 

Of the birds as they fly, of the fish darting by, 
Rejoicing in Life and in Motion. 
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“As to any delight to be got from the sight, 

It is all very well for a flat, 

But 7 think it all gammon, for hooking a salmon 
Is better than twenty of thatl 

‘They say that a man of a right-thinking mind 
Will love the dumb creatures he sees— - 
What’s the use of his mind, if he's never inclined 
To pull a fish out of the Tecs? 

"Take my friends and my home — as an outcast 1 11 roam. 

Take the money I have in the Bank; 

It is just what I wish, but deprive me of fish, 

And my life would indeed be a blank!’ 

Forth from the house his sister came, 

Her brothers for to sec, 

But when she saw that sight of awe, 

The tear stood in her c’e. 

“Oh what bait’s that upon your hook. 

My brother, tell to me?" 

Tt is but the fantailed pigeon. 

He would not sing for me." 

“Whoe’er would expect a pigeon to sing, 

A simpleton he must bel 
But a pigeon-cote is a different thing 
To the coat that there I seel" 

“Oh what bait’s that upon your hook. 

Dear brother, tell to me?" 

“It is my younger brother,” he cried, 

“OK svoc and dole is me! 
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“I’s mighty wickcdj that I isl 
Or how could such things be? 

Farewell, farewell, sweet sister, 

I’m going o'er the sea ” 

“And when will you come back again, f 

My brother, tell to me?” 

“When chub is good for human food, 

And that will never bel” 

She turned herself right round about, 

And her heart brake into three. 

Said, “One of the two will be wet through and through, 
And t’othcf’ll be late for his tea!” 
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THE LADY OF THE LADLE 

(1854) 

The Youth at Eve had druok his fill, 
Where stands the "Royal” on the Hill, 
And long his mid-day stroll had made. 
On the so-called "Marine Parade 
(Meant, I presume, for Seamen brave, 
^Vhose “march is on the Mountain wave 
’Twerc just the bathing-place for him 
Who stays on land till he can swim ) 
And he had strayed into the Town, 

And paced each alley up and down, 
Where still, so narrow grew the way, 

The very houses seemed to say. 

Nodding to friends across the Street, ^ 
“One struggle more and we shall meet 
And he had scaled that wondrous stair 
That soars from earth to upper air, 
\Vhcrc rich and poor alike must climb. 
And svalk the treadmill for a time. 

That morning he had dressed with care. 
And put Pomatum on his hair; 

He was, the loungers all agreed, 

A very heavy swell indeed; 

Men thought him, as he s^vaggercd by. 
Some scion of nobility. 

And never dreamed, so cold his look, 
That he had loved— and loved a Cook. 
Upon the beach he stood and sighed 
Unheedful of the treacherous tide; 

Thus sang he to the listening main, ^ 
And soothed his sorrow with the strain! 



8o6 


VERSE 


CORONACH 

“She is gone by the Hilda, 

She IS lost unto Whitby, 

And her name is Matilda, 

Which my heart it was smit by; 
Tho’ I take the Gohah, 

I learn to my sorrow 
That ‘it won’t,’ said the crier. 

Be off till t^ morrow ’ 

“She called me her ‘Neddy,’ 

(Tho' there mayn’t be much m it,) 
And I should have been ready, 

If she’d watted a minute; 

1 was following behind her 
When, if you recollect, I 
Merely ran back to find a 
Gold pin for my ncck-ue 

‘ Rich dresser of suetl 
Prime hand at a sausage! 

I have lost thee, I rue it, 

And my fare for the passagcl 
Perhaps she thinks it funny, 

Aboard of the Hilda, 

But I VC lost purse and money, 

And thee, oh, my ’Tildal" 

His pm of gold the youth undid 
And in his wautcoat^xickct hid, 
Then gendy folded hand in hand. 
And dropped asleep upon the sand 
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SHE’S ALL MY FANCY PAINTED HIM 

[This affecting fragment was found in MS. among 
papers of the well-knosvn author of “Was it You or Ir a 
tragedy, and the two popular novels, “Sister and ^n, and 
“The Niece’s Legacy, or the Grateful Grandfather. J 

She’s all ray fancy painted him 
(I make no idle boast); 

If he or you had lost a limb. 

Which svouldbavc suffered most? 


He said that you had been to her, 

And seen me here before; 

But, in another character, 

She svas the same of yore. 

There was not one that spoke to us, 

Of all that thronged the street: 

So he sadly got Into a ’bus, 

And pattered with his feet. 

’They sent him word I had not gone 
(We know it to be true); 

If she should push the matter on. 
What would become of you? 

'They gave her one, 'dtey gave me two. 
They gave us three or more; 

They aU returned from him to you. 
Though they were imne before- 

If I or she should chance to be 
Involved in this affair. 
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He trusts to you to set them free. 
Exactly as we were. 

It seemed to me that you had been 
(Before she had this fit) 

An obstacle, that came between 
Him, and ourselves, and it. 

Don’t let him know she hkcd them best. 
For this must ever be 
A secret, kept from all the rest, 

Between yourself and me. 
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PHOTOGRAPHY EXTRAORDINARY 
The Ifilk-^tndAVater School 

Alas! she \vould not hear my prayer! 

Yet it were rash to tear my hair; 

Disfigured, I should be less fciir. 

She ^vas unwise, I may say blind; 

Once she was lovin^y inclined; 

•‘Some circumstance has changed her mind, 

a; . - 

The Strong-Minded or Matter-off act School 
Well! so.'rTry offcr''was'iio gol * ’ ’ 

She might do'-worse, I told her so; 

She was a fool to answer "No.” 

i:c ?r ‘ 

Howevcr,.thing3iacEjasithfy .-stood; : , 

Nor would;! have hcRif-I could, 

For there arc plenty more as good. 

,gi;r V*. ■ - - ‘ t ». •! 

The Spasmodic or German School 

Firebrands and daggers! hope hath fled! 

To atoms dash the doubly dwdi ^ _ 

My brain is fire— m^^hcaix isleadl^, ^ 

Her soul is flint, and what am I? 

Scorch’d by her fierce, relentless eye, ^ 
Nothingness is my d«imyl ^ 
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LAYS OF MYSTERY, 
IMAGINATION, AND HUMOUR 

Number x 

THE PALACE OF HUMBUG 


1 DREA>iT I dwelt m marble halls, 

And each damp thing that creeps and crawls 
Went wobblC'Wobblc on the walls 

Fatnt odours of departed cheese, ' 

Blown on the dank, unwholesome breeze. 
Awoke the never-ending sneeze. 

■ • lo 

Strange pictures decked the arras drear, '' 
Strange characters of rwic and fear, 

The humbugs of the social sphere. 

One showed a vain and noisy png, 

That shouted empty words and big 
At him that nodded in a wig 

And one, a dotard grim and gray, 

Who wasteth childhood’s happy day 
In work more profitless than play. 

Whose icy breast no pity warms, 

Whose little vtcums sit in swarms, 

And slowly sob on lower forms. 
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And one, a green thyme-honoured Bank, 
Where flowers arc growing wild and rank, 
Like weeds that fringe a poisoned tank. 


All birds of evil omen there 
Flood wth rich Notes the tainted air. 
The witless wanderer to snare. 

The fatal Notes neglected fall, 

No creature heeds the treacherous call, 
For all those goodly Strawn Baits Pall. 


The wandering phantom broke and fled, 
Straightway I saw within my head 
A vision’of a ghostly bed. 

Where lay t%vo wm decrepit men, 

The fictions of a lawyer’s pen, 

Who never more might breathe again. 


The serving-man of Richard Roc 
Wept, inarticulate with woe: 

She wept, that wited on John Doc. 

“Oh rouse,” I urged, “the waning sense 
With talcs of ungled evidence,^ 

Of suit, demurrer, and defence. 

“Vain,” she replied, “such mockeries: 
For morbid fancies, such as ih^ ^ 
No suits can suit, no plea can please. 
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And bending o‘er that man of straw, 

She cried in gnef and sudden awe, 

Not inappropriately, ‘‘Lawl” 

The well remembered voice he knew, 
He smiled, he famtly muttered “Sue!” 
(Her very name was legal tod} 

The night was fled, the dawn was nigh 
A hurricane went raving by, 

And swept the Vision from mine eye 

Vanished that dim and ghosdy bed, 
(The hangings, tape, the tape was red ) 
’Tis o’er, and Doc and Roe are dead! 

Oh, yet my spirit mly crawls, 

What time it shuddenngly recalls 
That horrid dream of marble halls! 
Oxford, 1855 
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THE MOCK TURTLE’S SONG 

Beneath the waters of the sea 
Arc lobsters thick as thick can be 
They love to dance with you and roc, 
My otvn, my gentle Salmon! 

Chorus 

Salmon, come up! Salmon, go down! 
Salmon, come twist your lad around! 
Of all the fishes of the sea 

There’s none so good as Salmon! 


UPON THE LONELY MOOR 

(>856) 

[It is aln*a)-s itueresting to ascenain the sources from 
which our great poets obtained their idws; this rnotne nas 
dirtated the publication of the following: painful as its 
appearance must be to the admirers of Wordsworth and his 
poem of ‘‘Resolution and Independence. J 

1 met an aged, aged man 
Upon the lonely moor: 

I knew I was a gentleman. 

And he svas but a boor. 

So I stopped and roughly questioned him, 
“Come, tell me how )ou live! 

But his woftls impressed my car no more 
Than if it tvere a sieve. 



VERSE 

He said, “1 look for soap-bubbles, 

That he among the wheat, 

And bake them into mutton pics. 

And sell them in the street 
1 sell them unto men,’ he said, 

* Who sail on stormy seas, 

And that’s the way I get my bread — 

A tnfie, if you please ” 

But I was thinking of a way 
To muluply by ten, 

And always, in the answer, get 
The question back again 
I did not hear a word he said, 

But kicked that old man calm, 

And said, * Come, tell me how you live!" 
And pinched him in the arm 

His accents mild took up the tale 
He said, 1 go my ways, 

And when 1 find a mountain nil, 

I set It in a blaze 

And thence they make a stuff they call 
Rowlands Macassar Oil, 

But fourpcncc halfpenny is all 
They give me for my toil 

But 1 was thinking of a plan 
To paint one’s gaiters green, 

So much the colour of the grass 
That they could ne cr be seen 
I gave his ear a sudden box, / 

And questioned him again. 

And tweaked his grey and reverend locks, 
And put him imo pain 
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He said, “I hunt for haddocks’ eyes 
Among the heather bright, 

And work them into waistcoat-buttons 
In the silent night 
And these I do not sell for gold. 

Or coin of silver-mine. 

But for a copper-halfpenny, 

And that will purchase nine. 

“I sometimes dig for buifcred rolls, 

Or set limed twigs for crabs; 

1 sometimes search the flowery knolls 
For wheels of hansom cabs. 

And that’s the way" (he gave a wink) 
"I get my living here. 

And very gladly wll 1 drink 
Your Honour’s health in beer." 

I heard him then, for I had just 
Gjmpleted my design 
To keep the Menai bridge from rust 
By boiling it in wine. 

I duly thanked him, ere I went. 

For all his stories queer. 

But chiefly for his kind intent 
To drink my health in beer. 

And now if e’er by chance 1 put 
My fingers into glue. 

Or madly squeeze a right-hand foot 
Into a left-hand shoe; 

Or if a statement I aver 
OE which I am not sur^ 

I think of that strange wndercr 
Upon the lonely moor. 
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MISS JONES 

{This jroUcsome t erse u as tvrtuen for a mcdUy of iweniy’ 
l»nes t^hat ranged from “The Captain and His Whss 
Kers to Rule Britannia’) 

a melancholy song, and it will not Keep you long, 
Iho I specs It Will work upon your feelings very strong, 
^or the agonising moans of Miss Arabella Jones 
Were warranted to melt the hearts of any paving stones 
imon truth was tall and slim, and she doted upon hint, 
But he always called her Miss Jones-he never got so far, 
AS to use her Christian name-it was too familiar 
h^ * ^ him "Simon dear" he pretended not to 

Md she told her sister Susan he behaved extremely queer, 
Who said, Very rightl very rightl Shews his true affec- 
tion 

If you d prove your Simon’s love follow my direction 

“ "“pl' 

bette°r “ 

And say that by ic tanyard you wdl wait m lovmg hope, 

& a^Tv“‘r’ “mngs, & necklace, a watch, 

& an eyeglass, & diamond rings, 

1 dearo'f ^ weak and impressible, thinks such 

1 deal o£ appearance, my dear 

gardlerr of the pieman, nho hinted u was late 
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.Waiting for Simon, she coughed in the chilly night, unu! 
the tanner found her, 

And kindly brought a light old coat to^WTap around her. 
She felt her cold was getting worse, 

Yet still she fondly whispered, “Oh, take your time, my 
Simon, although I’ve waited long. 

I do not fear my Simon dear will fail to co^e at last, 
Although I khow that long ago the I named is past. 
My Simon! My Simon! Oh, charming man! Oh, charm- 
ing man! 

Dear Simon Smith, sweet Simon Smith. 

Oh, there goes the church-clock, the town-clock, the sta- 
tion-clock and there ^ the other clocks, 
striking twelver' J „ -* j • 

Oh, Simon, it isV^lnS^^c* 

And really I’m in such a state, I hope you 11 come at any 
rate, quite early in the morning, quite early »n the 
morning. 

Then svith prancing bays & yellow chaise, we 11 away to 
Gretna Green. 

For when 1 am with my Simon Smith— oh, that common 
name! Oh that vulgar name! 

1 shall never rest happy till he’s changed that name, ul 
when he has married me, maybe he 11 love me to t at 
degree, that he'll grant me roy prayer 
And will call himself “Clare" — 


So she talked all alone, as she sat upon a stone, 

StiU hoping he would come and find her. and she started 
most unkimmon, when instead oE darling immon 
’iwas a strange man that stood behind^ er. 

Who civilly observed “Good evening, M’am. 

I really am surprised to sec that you’re out here alone. 

for you must own from thieves you re not , 

A watch, 1 see. Fray hnd it me (I hope the gold .s pure). 
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And all those rings, & other things — Don’t scream, yo^ 
know, for long ago 

The policeman ofl Jrom h« beat has gone. 

In the kitchen — " “Oh, you desperate villami Oh, you 
treacherous thiefi” 

And these were the words of her anger and grief 
“When first to Simon Smith 1 gave my hand I never could 
have thought he nould have acted half so mean as this, 
And where’s the new police^ Oh, Simon, Simon! hoW 
could you treat your love so ill?“ 

They sit & chatter, they chatter with the cook, the 
guardians, so they’re called, of public peace 
Through the lanyard was heard the dismal sound, “Ho'V 
on earth is it policemen never, never, never, can be 
found?" 



PUZZLES FROM 
WONDERLAND 

I 

Dreaming of apples on a wall, 

And dreaming often, dear, 

I dreamed that, if I counted all, 

— How many would appear? 

II 

A stick 1 found that weighed two pound: 

I sawed it up one day 
In pieces eight of equal weight! 

How much did each piece weigh? 

(Everybody says “a quarter of a pound,” which is wrong.) 

III 

John gave his brother James a box: 

About it there were many locks. 

James woke and said It gave him pain; 

So gave it back to John again. 

The box was not with lid supplied. 

Yet caused two lids to open wide: 

And all these locks had never a key 
What kind of a box, then, could it be? 

' IV 

What is most like a bee in May? 

“Well, let me think: perhaps—” you say. 
Bravo! YouVe guessing well lo^ay! 
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V 

Three sisters at breahfast were feeding the cat, 

The first gave it sole— Puss was grateful for that 
The next gave it salmon — ^which Puss thought a treat* 
The third gave it herring — which Puss vvouldn t cat. 
(Explain the conduct of tlic cat ) 

VI 

Said the Moon to the Sun, 

"U 

Said the Sun to the Moon, 

“Not a minute too soon ” 

“You’re a Full Moon,’ said be. 

She replied with a frown, 

“Well* I never Ad see 
So unavil a clownt” 

(Query Why was the moon so angry^) 


When the King found that his money was nearly all 
gone, and that he really must live more economically, he 
decided on sending away most of his Wise Men There 
were some hundreds of them — very fine old men, an 
magnificently dressed m green vehet gowns with gol 
buttons if they had a fault, it was that they always con- 
tradicted one another when he asked for their advice 
and they certainly ate and drank enormously So, on the 
whole, he was rather glad to get nd of them But there 
was an old law, which he did not dare to disobey, which 
said that there must always be 
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“Seven blind of both eyes: 

Two blind of one eye'. 

Four that sec with both eyes: 
Nine that sec scith one eye.” 
(Query. How many did he keep?) 


SOLUTIONS TO PUZZLES 
FROM WONDERLAND 


II 

In Shylock’s bargain for the flesh was found 
No mention of the blood that flowed around: 
So when the stick was sawed in eighty 
The sawdust lost diminished from the weight. 

III 

As curly-headed Jemmy tvas sleeping in bed, 

His brother John gave him a blow on the head; 
James opened his eyelids, and spying his brother, 
Doubled his fist, and gave him another. 

This kind of box then is not so rare; 

The lids arc the eyelids, the locks arc the hair. 
And so every schoolboy can tell to his cost. 

The key to the tangles is constantly lost. 

IV 

Twixt “Perhaps” and “May be" 

Little difTcrence we sec: 
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Lei the question go round, 

The answer is found. 

V 

That salmon and sole Puss should think very grand 
Is no such remarLiblc thing. 

For more of these dainties Puss took up her stand; 
But when the third sister stretched out her fair hati 
Pray why should Puss swallow her ring? 

VI 

“In these degenerate days,’* we oil heat said, 
“Mannets are lost and chivalry is dead!" 

No wonder, since tn high exalted spheres 
The same degcncrac)’, In fact, appears. 

The Moon, in social matters Interfering, 

Scolded the Sun, when early in appearing; 

And the rude Sun, her gentle sex ignoring, 

Called her a fool, thus her pretensions flooring. 

VII 

Five seeing, and seven blind 
Give us twelve, in all, we find; 

But all of these, ’tis very plain. 

Come into account again 
For take notice, it may be true. 

That those blind of one eye arc blind for two; 

And consider contrariwise. 

That to see with your eye you may have your eyes; 
So setting one against the other — 

For a mathematiaan no great bother — 

And working the sum, you will understand 
That sixteen wise men still trouble the land 
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PROLOGUE TO “LA GUIDA DI BRAGIA" 
(From an opera written for Carroll’s Marionette Theatre) 

Shatj. soldiers tread the murderous path of war. 

Without a notion what they do it for? 

Shall pallid mercers drive a roanng trade. 

And sell the stuffs their hands have never made? 

And shall not we, in this our mimic scene. 

Be all that better aaors e’er have been? 

Atvakc again a Kemble's tragic tone, 

And make a Liston’s humour all our own? 

Or vie with Mrs. Siddons in the art 

To rouse the feelings and to charm the hetrt? 

^Vhile Shakespeare’s self, with all his ancient 
Lights up the forms that tremble on our wires. 

Why can’t we have, in theatres ideal. 

The good, sviihout the evil of the real? 

^Vhy may not Marionettes be just as good 
As larger actors made of flesh and blood? 

Presumptuous thought! to j'ou and your applause 
In humbler confidence we trust our cause. 


PROLOGUE 


(Misses Bessrics: aiij Esbel Hjtch, Aiughters of Dr. Us»nn 
HjuIs, Vice-prindpsl of Ss. Msr>- HoU. ss^o 
asiihor. He svroie ssvo pU>s for pesfonTssnee =■ these house.) 


Ciseesao me, anrf Jseeoree. rte5fea<er, ,rl,o conn tor- 
“■("•i/, thnl^in^ aloud. 
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“Ladies and Gcnilcmen** seems stifT and cold. 

There’s something personal m “Young and Old' ; 
rU try “Dear Friends’’ {addresses audience') 

Ohl let me call you so. 

Dear friends, look kindly on our little show. 

Contrast us not with giants in the Art, 

Nor say "You should see Sothetn m that part”; 

Nor yet, unkindest cot of all, in fact, 

Condemn the actors, while you praise the Act. 

Having by coming proved you find a charm m it. 

Don't go away, and hint there may be harm in it. 

Miss Crabh. My dear Miss Verjuice, can it really be? 
You’re just m time, love, for a cup of tea; 

And so, you went to sec those people play. 

Mtss Vertmee. Well! yes, Miss Crabb, and I may truly 
say 

You showed your wisdom when you stayed away. i 
Miss C Doubtkssl Thcatiicals in oiir quiet townl 
I’ve always said, “The law should put them down, 
They mean no harm, tho’ I begin to doubt it — 

But now sit down and tell me all about it 
Miss V Well then, Mtss Crabb, I >von’t deceive you, dear; 

I heard some things 1 didn't like to hear 

Mtss C But don't omit them now 
Mtss V. Weill No! I’ll try 

To tell you ali the painful history 
(TAey whisper alternately behind a small fan ) 

Mwj V . And then, my dear. Miss Asterisk and he 
Pretended they were loversU 
Mtss C Gracious me!! 

(Afore whispering behind fan ) 
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Speaker. 

Whatl Acting lovel! And has that ne’er been seen 
Save with a row of footlights placed between? 

■ My gentle censors, let me roundly ask. 

Do none but actors ever wear a mask? 

Or have we reached at last that golden age 
That finds deception only on the Stage? 

Come, let’s confess all round before we budge, 

When all arc guflty, none should play the Judge. 

We’re actors all, a motley company, 

Some on the Stage, and others— on the sly-— 

And guiltiest he ivho paints so well his phiz 
His brother actors scarce know what he is. 

A truce to moralizing; we invite 
The goodly company tve see to-night 
To have the little banquet we have got, 

Well dressed, we hope, and s^ed up hot & hot. 
“Loan of a Lover” is the leading dish, 

Concluding with a dainty course of fish; 

“Whitebait at Greenwich” in the best condition 
(By Mr. Gladstone’s very kind permission). 

Before the courses will be handed round 
An EntrU made of Children, nicely browned. 

Bell rings. 

But hark! The bell to summon me away; 

They’re anxious to begin their little Play. 

One word before I go-WcH do our best, ^ 

And crave your kind indulgence for *^*J^*' 

Own that at least wc’vc striven to succot, 

And take the good intention for the deed. 

Nov. 1871. 
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PROLOGUE 

Enter Beatrice, leading Wilfred. She leaves him at cen- 
tre (front), and after going round on tiptoe, to make 
sure they are not overheard, returns and takes his arm. 
B. Wiffie! I’m sure that something is the matter, 

All day there s been — oh, such a fuss and clatterl 
Mamma s been trying on a funny dress — 

I never saw the house in such a mess! 

(puts her arm round hts neck) 
Is there a secret, Wiffie?” 

„ ^ of?) “Y«, of course*” 

B And you ^von’t tell it? (whimpers) Then you’re very 
cross' 


(turns away from htm and clasps her hands, look: 
tng up ecstatically) 

I m sure of this> It’s something quite uncommon!" 

^ « mock-heroic air) 

Oh, Curiosity! Thy name is Woman! 

(puts hts arm round her coaxingly) 

Well, B.rdic, then I'll iclll (mysteriously) What 
should you say 

I£ they were going to act-a little play?" 

B (/limping and clapping her hands) 

Id say ‘HOW NICE!’" ’ 


W. (pointing to audience) 

•‘rw. I " 

<Jh yeti Because, you know, they’ll do their best! 
{turns to audience) 

You 11 praise them, ivon’t you, when you've seen th( 


Just say 'HOW NICE! before you go aivayl" 
<.^>"^yiin aiaa, hand, n hand) 

Peb 14, 1873 ^ 
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Canto I 
The Trystyng 

One winter night, at half-past nine. 
Cold, tired, and cross, and muddy, 
I had come home, too late to dine, 

And supper, with cigars and wine, 

Was waiting in the study. 

There was a strangeness in the room, 
And Something tvhite and wavy 
Was standing near me in the gloom — 
/ took It for the carpet-broom 
Left by that careless slavey. 

But presently the Thing began 
To shiver and to sneeze: 

On which I said “Come, come, my man! 
That’s a most inconsiderate plan. 

Less noise there, if you please!” 

"rve caught a cold," the Thing replies, 
“Out there upon the landing." 

I turned to look in some surprise, 

And there, before my very e>es, 

A little Ghost was standing! 

He trembled when he caught tny eye. 
And got bclimd a chair. 

837 . 
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“How came you here,” I said, “arf^ why? 

I never saw a thing so shy. ^ ^ ^ 
Come outl Don’t shiver thetel” 

He said “I’d gladly tell you ho\V» 

And also tell you why; 

But” (here he gave a little bow) 

“You’re in so bad a temper now^ 

You’d think It all a he. 

“And as to being in a fright, 

A^\ow me to remarV 

That Ghosts have just as good a tight, 

In every way, to fear the light, 

As Men to fear the dark.” 

“No plea,” said I, “can well exet^se 
Such cowardice m you: 

For Ghosts can visit when they choose, 

Whereas we Humans can’t refuse 
To grant the interview.” 

He said "A flutter of alarm 
Is not unnatural, is it? 

1 really feared you meant some harm: 

But, now 1 see that you arc calm, 

Let me explain my visit. 

“Houses ate classed, I beg to state. 
According to the number 
Of Ghosts that they accommodate: 
(The Tenant merely counts ai weight, 

• With Coals and other lumber). 
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“In Vilbs this is always done — 

However cheaply rented: 

For, though of course there’s less of fun 

\Vhcn there is only room for one. 

Ghosts have to be contented. 

“That Spectre l^t you on the Third— 
Since then you’ve not been haunted: 

For, as he never sent us trord, 

Twas quite by accident we heard 
'That any one was wanted. 

“A Spectre has fint choice, by right, 

In filling up a vacancy^ 

'Then Phantom, Goblin, Elf, and Sprite— 

If all these fail them, they invite 

The nicest Ghoul that they can see. 

“The Spectres said the place was low. 
And that you kept bad wine: 

Sex, as 3 Phantom had to go, 

And I was first, of course, you know, 

I couldn’t well decline.” 

“No doubt,” said I, ”thcy settled who 
Was fittest to be sent; 

Yet still to choose a brat like jou. 

To haunt a man of forty^two, ^ 

. Was no great compliment!” 
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“This is a ‘one-ghost* house, and you, 
When you arrived last summer. 
May have remarked a Spectre who 
Was doing all that Ghosts can do ' 

To welcome the new-comer. 
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“I'm not so young. Sir,” he replied, 

“As you might think The fact is, " 

In caverns by the water side, 

And other places that I’ve tried, 

I’ve had a lot of practice 

“But I have never taken yet 
A strict domestic part, 

And in my flurry 1 forget 
The Five Good Rules of Etiquette 
We have to know by heart ” 

My sympathies were warming fast 
Towards the little fellow 
He was so utictly aghast 
At having found a Man at last, 

And looked so scared and yellow 

“At least,” I said, ‘Tm glad to find 
A Ghost IS not a ^timb thmgl 
But pray sit down you'll feel inclined 
(If, like myself, you have not dined) 

To take a snack of something 

“Though, certainly, you don’t appear 
A thing to offer ^ood tot 
And then 1 shall be glad to hear — 

If you wiU say them loud and clear — 

The Rules that you allude to “ 

‘ Thanks! You shall hear them by and by. 

This ts a piece of luck! 

“What may 1 offer you? said I 
‘ Well, since you are so kind, I’ll try 
A little bit of duck 
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"One slice! And may I ask you for 
Another drop of gravy?” 

I sat and looked at him in awe, 

For certainly I never saw 

A thing so white and wavy. 

And still he seemed to grow more white. 

More vapoury, and wavier — 

Seen in the dim and flickering ligh^ 

As he proceeded to redte 

His “Maxims of Bdiaviour.” 


Canto II 

Hys Fyve Rules 

“hfr First — but don’t suppose,” he said, 
“I'm setting you a riddle-— 

Is—if your Victim be in bed, 

Don’t touch the curtains at his head. 
But cake them in the middle, 

“And ^vave them slowly in and out. 
While drawing them asunder; 

And in a minute’s time, no doubt. 

Hell raise his head and lo<^ about 
With eyes of wrath and wonder. 

“And here you most on no pretence 
Make the first observation. 

Wail for the Victim to commence: 

No Ghost of any common sense 
Begins a conversaiioti. 



“If he should say *Hoiv canie you here? 

(The way ihat you began, Sir), 

In such a case your course is clear— 

'On the bai'i bael(, my hide dear!' 

Is the appropriate answer. 

"It after this he says no more. 

You’d best perhaps curtail your 
Exertions — go and shake the door, 

And then, if he begins to snore, 

You’ll know the thing’s a failure. 

“By day, if he should be alone— 

At home or on a walk — 

You merely give a hollow groan. 

To indicate the kind of tone 
In which you mean to talk 

“But if you find him with his friends. 
The thing is rather harder 
In such a case success depends 
On picking up some candle-ends, 

Or butter, m the larder 

“With this you make a kind of slide 
(It answers best with suet). 

On which you must contrive to glide. 
And swing youtself from side to side — 
One soon learns how to do it 

“The Second wlk us what is right 
In ceremonious calls — 

‘First burn a blue or crimson light’ 

(A thing 1 quite forgot to-night), 

'T hen scratch the door or u/alls ’ ” 
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I said “You’ll visit here no more, 

If you attempt the Guy. 

I’ll have no bonfocs on my floor — 

And, as for scratching at the door, 

I’d like to see you tryl" 

’The Third \vas written to protect 
The interests of the Victim, 

And tells us, as 1 recollect. 

To treat him tvtth a grai'e respect. 

And not to contradict him.” 

“That’s plain,” said I, “as Tare and Tret, 
To any comprehension: 

I only wish some Ghosts I’ve met 
Would not so constantly forget 
The maxim that you mentioni” 

“Perhaps," he said, “yo« first transgressed 
The laws o£ hospitality: 

All Ghosts instinctively detest 
The Man that fails to treat his guest 
With proper cordiality. 

"If you address a Ghost as ‘Thing! 

Or strike him with a hatchet. 

He is permitted by the King 
' To drop all formal parleying — 

And then you’re sure to catch it! 

“The Fourth prohibits trespassing 

Where other Ghosts are quartered: 
And those convicted of the thing 
(Unless when pardoned by the King) 
Must instantly be slaughtered. 
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"That simply means 'be cut up small'* 
Ghosts soon unite anew: 

The process scarcely hurts at all — 

Not more than when yoit'tc what you call 
'Cut up’ by a Review. 

“The Fifth IS one you may prefer 
That I should quote entire — ■ 

T he King must he addressed aS 'Sir .* 

This, /rom a simple courtier. 

Is all the Laws require 

"But, thouldyou wish to do the thing 
With out-and'Out politeness, 

Accost him as 'My Cobltn King^' 

And always use, tn answering. 

The phrase 'Yowr 'Royal Whttenessl' 

“I'm getting rather hoarse, 1 fear, 

After SO much reciting 
So, if you don’t object, my dear, 

Wc’U tty a glass of bitter beer— • 

I think It looks inviting *’ 

Canto III 
Scarmoges 

“And did you really walk,” said I, 

* On such a wretched night^ 

1 always fancied Ghosts could fly — 

If not exactly m the sky, 

Yet at a Cautsh height ” 
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“It’s very well,” said he, “for Kings 
To soar above the earth: 

But Phantoms often find that wings 

Like many other pleasant things 
Cost more than they arc worth. 

“Spectres o£ course arc ridi, and so 
Can buy them from the Elves. 

But we prefer to keep below 

They’re stupid company, you know, 
For any but themselves: 

“For, though they claim to be exempt 
From pride, they treat a Phantom 

As something quite beneath contempt— 

Just as no Turkey ever dreamt 
Of noticing a Bantam.” 

“They seem too proud,” said 1, to go 
To houses such as mine. 

Pray, how did they contrive to know 

So quickly that ‘the place was low,’ 
And that I ‘kept bad svine’?” 

“Inspector Kobold came to you 
The little Ghost began. 

Here I broke in— “Inspector who? 

Inspecting Ghosts is something^new 
Explain yourself, my man!” 

“His name is Kobold. said my guest. 
“One of the Spectre order: 

You’ll very often see him dressed 

In a yellow gosvn, a crimson vest. 

And a nighi<ap with a border. 
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"He tried the Brocken business first, 

But caught a sort of chill, 

So came to England to be nursed, 

And here it took the form of thirst. 
Which he complains of still 

“Pott wine, he says, when rich and sound, 
Warms his old bones like nectar 
And as the jnos» where it is found, 

Are hvs especial hunting ground. 

We call him the Inn-Spectre" 

I bore It— bore it like a man— 

This agonizing wuticisml 
And nothing could be sweeter than 
My temper, till the Ghost began 
Some most provoking criticism 

Cooks need not be indulged m waste; 

Yet still you’d better teach them 
Dishes should have some sort of taste 
Pray, why arc all the cruets placed 
Where nobody can reach them? 

"That man of yours will never earn 
His living as a waitcrl 
Is that queer thing supposed to burn? 
(It’s far too dismal a concern 
To call a Moderator ) 

The duck was tender, but the peas 
Were very much too old 
And just remember, i£ you please, 

The next ume you have toasted cheese, 
Don t kt them send it cold 
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“You’d find the bread improved, I think, 
By gctdng better flour: 

And have you anytlung to drink 

That looks a liuJe less like ink, 

And isn’t ^ui/e so sour}” 

Then, peering round Jvith curious eyes, 
He muttered “Goodness gracious!" 

And so svent on to criticize — 

“Your room’s an inconvenient size: 

It’s neither snug nor spacious. 

That narrow window, I expect. 

Serves but to let the dusk in — 

"But please," said 1, “to recollect 

Ttvas fashioned by an architect 

Who pinned his faith on Ruskinl" 

‘i don’t care who he was. Sir, or 
On whom he pinned his faith! 

Constructed by whatever law, 

So poor a job I never saw. 

As I’m a living Wraith! 

“What a re-markable cigar! 

How much arc they a dozen?" 

I growled ‘7^0 matter what they are! 

You’re getting as familiar 
As if you sverc my cousin! 

“Now that’s a thing / will not stand. 

And so I telJ you flat." 

"Aha," said he, “sve’re getting grand!" 

(Taking a bcMilc in bis hand) 

“ni soon arrange for shatr 



And here he took a careful aim. 

And gaily cried "Here gocsl” 

I tried to dodge it as it came, 

But sorriehow caught it, all the same, 
Exactly on my nose. 

And I remember nothing more 
That I can clearly fix, 

Till 1 \vas sitting on the floor. 

Repeating “Two and five arc four, 

But fwc and two are six.” 

What really passed I never learned, 

Nor guessed: I only know 
That, when at last my sense returned, 
The lamp, neglected, dimly burned — 
The fire was getting low — 

Through driving mists 1 seemed to see 
A Thing that smirked and smiled: ^ 
And found that he was giving me 
A lesson m Biography, 

As i£ I were a child. 


Cakto IV 
Hys Nouryture 

“Ow, viVicTi \ -was a hvAe Ghost, 

A merry time had we! 

Each seated on his favourite post, 

We chumped and chawed the buttered toast 
They gave us for our tea.” 
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“That story is in print!” I cried. 

“Don’t say it’s not, because 
It’s know'n as well as Bradshaw’s Guide!” 

(The Ghost uneasily replied 
He hardly thought it was.) 

“It’s not in Nursery Rhymes? And yet 
I almost think it is — 

‘Three little Ghostcscs’ were set 
‘On posteses,’ you know, and ate 
Their ‘buttered toastcscs. 

“I have the book; so if you doubt it—” 

I turned to search the shelf. 

“Don’t stir!” he aied. “We’ll do svithout it: 

I now remember all about it; 

I wrote the thing myself. 

“It came out in a ‘Monthly,* or 
At least my agent said it did: 

Some literary swell, who saw 
It, thought it seemed adapted for 
The Magazine he edited. 

“My father was a Brownie, Sir; 

My mother was a Fairy. 

The notion had occurred to her. 

The children >s-ould be happier, 

If they were uughi to vary. 

“The notion soon became a craK; 

And, when it once began, she 
Brought us all out in different ways— 

One wai a Fivy, iwo ^^’erc Fays, 

Another was a Banshee; 
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"The Tctch and Kclpic went to school 
And gi\c a lot of trouWej 
Next came a Pohcrgcisl and Ghoul, 

And then tuo Trolls (which hrohe the rule), 
A Goblin, and a Double — 

" (H that's a snuff V>f»t on the shelf," 

He added with a ytsvn, 

"I’ll lake a pinch)— next came an Clf, 

And then a Phantom (that’s myself), 

And last, a Leprechaun 

"One day, some Spectres chanced to call, 
Dressed m the usual white* 

I stood and watched them m the hall, 

And couldn’t make them out at all, 

They seemer so strange a sight. 

"I wondered what on earth they were. 

That looked all head and sack. 

But Mother told me not to stare, 

And then she twitched me by the hair. 

And punched me m the back. 

"Since then I’ve often wished that I 
Had been i Spectre born 
But what's the usc^' (He heaved a sigh ) 
“They arc the ghost nobility, 

And look on us with scorn 

“My phantom life was soon begun: 

"When 1 was barely six, 

I went out with an older one — 

And just at first I thought it fun, 

And learned a lot of tncks 
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“I’ve haunted dungeons, castles, towers 
Wherever I was sent: 

I’ve often sat and howled for hours, 

Drenched to the skin mth driving showers, 
Upon a batdement. 

“It’s quite old-fashioned now to groan 
When you begin to speak: 

This is the newest thing in tone 

And here (it chilled me to the bone) 

He gave an awful squeak. 

“Perhaps,” he added, “to your ear 
That sounds an easy thing? 

Try it yourself, my little dcarl 

It took me something like a year, 

With constant practising. 

"And when you’ve learned to squeak, my man, 
And caught the double sob, 

You’re pretty much where you began: 

Just try and gibber if you canl 
That’s something a )ohl 


'Tve tried it, and can only say^ 

I’m sure you couldn’t do it, e- 
ven if you practised night and day, 
Unless you have a turn that 's'ay, 
And natural ingenuity- 


“Shakspeare I think it is who treats 
Of Ghosts, in d3)-s of old, 

Who 'gibbered in the Roman streets, 
Dressed, if you recollect, in sheets 
They must have found « c{>ld. 
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"Long bills soon quenched the htilc thini 
I hid for being funny 
The setting up is always worst 
Such heaps of things ^ou want at first. 

One must be made of money! 

'Tor instance, take a Haunted Tower, 
V/uh skuU, cross bones, and sheet; 
Blue lights to burn (say) two an hour, 
Condensing lens of extra power. 

And set of chains complete 

"What with the things you have to hire— 
Tbt fiumg on \be tobt — 

And testing all the coloured fire — 

The outfit of itself would tire 
The patience of a Jobl 

“And then they’re so fastidious, 

The Haunted House Committee 
1 VC often known them make a fuss 
Because a Ghost wras French, or Russ, 

Or even from the Guy I 

Some dialects arc objected to — 

For one, the Iruh brogue is 
And then, for all you have to do. 

One pound a wedr they offer you, 

And find yourself in Bogies t ’ 
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' I’se often spent ten pounds on stuff. 
In dressing as aDoublc; 

But, though It answers as a pufT, 

It never has cflect enough 

To make It worth the trouble 
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Canto V 
Byckcrmcnt 

“Don’t they consult the ‘Victims,* though?” 

I said. “They should, by rights, 

Give them a chance— because, you know, 
The tastes of people differ so. 

Especially in Sprites.” 

The Phantom shook his head and smiled. 

“Consult them? Not a bitl 
Twould be a job to drive one wild, 

To satisfy one single child— 

Thcre’d be no end to it!” 

"Of course you can’t leave children free, 
Said I, “to pick and choose: 

But, in the case of men like me, 

I think ‘Mine Host’ might foirly be 
Allowed to state his views.” 

He said “It really wouldn’t pay— 

Folk are $0 full of fancies. 

We visit for a single day. 

And whether then sve go, or stay, 

Depends on circumstances. 

“And, though we don’t consult ‘Mine Host’ 
Before the thing’s arranged. 

Still, if he often quits his post. 

Or is not a well-mannered Ghost, 

Then you can have him changed. 
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“But jf the host’s a man like you — 

I mean a man of sense; 

And if the house is not loo new—’’ 

Why, what has that!' 5*iid I, “to do 
With Ghost’s convenience?’’ 

A new house docs not suit, jou know— 
It’s such a job to trim it: 

But, after twenty years or so, 

The wainscotings begin to go. 

So twenty is the limit.” 

“To trim" was not a phrase I could 
Remember having heard: 

Perhaps,” I said, “you’ll be so good 
As tell me what is understood 
Exactly by that word?” 

It means the loosening all the doors,” 

The Ghost replied, and laughed: 

It means the drilling holes by scores 
In all the skirting-boards and floors, 

To make a thorough draught. 

“You’ll sometimes find that one or two' 
Arc all you really need ' ' 

To let the wind come whistling through — 
But here there'll be a lot to do!” 

I faintly gasped "Indeed! 

“If I’d been rather later, I’ll 

Be bound,” I added, trying . , 

(Most unsuccessfully) to smile, 

You d have been busy all this while, 
Trimming and bautifying?” 
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“Why, no,” said he; “perhaps I should 
Have stayed another minute — 

But still no Ghost, that’s any good, 

Without an introduction W)uld 
Have ventured to begin it. 

“The proper thing, as you were late. 

Was certainly to go: 

But, with the roads in such a state, 

I got the Knight-Mayor’s leave to svaic 
For half an hour or so.” 

“Who’s the Knight-Mayor?" I cried. Instead 
Of answering my question, 

“Well, if you don’t know that!' he said, 

“Either you never go to bed, 

Or you’ve a grand digestion! 

“He goes about and sits on folk 
That eat too mudi at night: 

His duties are to pinch, and poke. 

And squeeze them till they nearly choke.” 

(I said “It serves them righti") 

"And folk who sup on things like these—" 

He muttered, "eggs and bacon— 

Lobster — and duck — ^and toasted cheese 
If they don’t get an awful squeeze, 

I’m very much mistaken! 

“He is immensely fat, and $0 
Well suits the occupation: 

In point of fact, if you must know, 

We used to call him vears ago. 

The Mayor and Corporation! 
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“The day he was elected Mayor 
1 l{notu that every Sprite meant 
To vote for me, but did not dare— 

He was so frantic with despair 
And furious with excitement. 

“When It was over, for a whim, 

He ran to tell the King; 

And being the reverse of shm, 

A two-mde trot tsas not for him 
A very easy thing. 

“So, to reward him for his run 
(As It Nvas baking hot, 

And he was over twenty stone), 

The King proceeded, half in fun. 

To knight him on the spot " 

“ ’Twas a great liberty to take!” 

(I fired up like a rocket ) 

“He did It just for punning’s sake* ' 
‘The man,' says )ohnson, 'that would make 
Apuu, wouldpickapockctl”’ * ■■ 

“A man,” said he, “is not a King.” 

1 argued for a while, 

And did my best to prove the thing — 
The Phantom merely listening 
With a contemptuous smile. 

At last, when, btcath atvd patience spent, 
I had recourse to smoking — 

“Your aim,” he said, “is excellent* 

But — when you call it argument — 

Of course you’re only joking?” 
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Stung by his cold and snaky eye, 

I roused myself at length 
To say, “At least I do defy 
The veriest sceptic to deny 
That union is strengthi" 

“That’s true enough,” said he, “yet stay — ” 
I listened in all meekness — 

"Union is strength, I’m bound to sayj 
In fact, the thing's as clear as day; 

But onions arc a weakness.” 


^ Canto VI 
DIscomfyturc 

As one who strives a hill to climb, 

Who never climbed before: 

Who finds it, in a little time. 

Grow every moment less sublime, 

And votes the thing a bore: 

Yet, having once begun to try. 

Dares not desert his quest. 

But, climbing, cs'er keeps his eye 
On one small hut. against the sky 
Wherein he hopes to rest; 

Who climbs till nerve and force arc spent. 
With many a puff and pant; 

^Vho still, as rises the ascent. 

In language gross’s morcViolcnt, 
Although m breath more scant: 
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Who, climbing, gains at length the place 
That croxTOs the upward track: 

And, entering with unsteady pace, 
Receives a buffet in the face 

That lands him on his back: - 

And feels himself, like one in sleep, 

Glide swiftly down again, 

A helpless weight, from steep to steep. 
Till, with a headlong giddy sweep, 

He drops upon the plaln^ — 

So I, that had resolved to bring 
Conviction to a ghost. 

And found it quite a different thing 
From any human arguing. 

Yet dared not quit my post. 

But, keeping still the end in view 
To which 1 hoped to come, 

1 strove to prove the matter true 
By putting everything 1 knew 
Into an axiom: 

Commencing every single phrase 
With “therefore” or “because,” 

I blindly reeled, a hundred ways. 
About the syllogistic maze, 
Unconscious where I wasl 

Quoth he “That’s regular clap-trap: 

Don’t Muster any more. 

Now da be cool and take a napi 
Such a ridiculous *old chap 
Was never seen beforcl 
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“You’re like a man I used to meet. 

Who got one day so furious 
In arguing, the simple heat 
Scorched both his slippers off his feet!” 

I said "That’s very ctiriot/s!" 

“Well, it ts curious, 1 agree, 

And sounds perhaps like fibs: 

But still it’s true as true can be — 

As sure as your name’s Tibbs,” said he. 

I said “My name’s not Tibbs.’ 

"Not Tibbs!” he cried — his tone became 
A shade or lu-o less hearty— 

“Why, no,” said I. “My proper name 
Is Tibbecs-" “Tibbcis?” “Aye, the sarne." 
“Why, then you’re not the tarty)” 

With that he struck the board a blotN’ 

That shivered half the glasses. 

“Why couldn’t you have told me so 
Three quarters of an hour ago, 

. You prince of all the asses? 

“To w'alk four miles through mud and rain, 
To spend the night in smoking. 

And then to find that it’s in vain— 

And I've to do it all again — 

It’s really too provoking! 

“Don't talk!" he cried, as 1 began 
To mutter some excuse. 

“Who can have patience xsiih a man 
That’s got no more disaction than 
An idiotic goose.* 
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“To keep me waiting here, instead 
Of telling me at once 
That this was not the houseP he said 
“There, ihat'U do— be olt to bed! 

Don’t gape like tliat, you duncel” 

“It’s very fine to throw theWame 
On mt in such a fashion! 

Why didn’t \ou enquire my name 
The very minute that you came?” 

I answered m a passion 

“Of course it worries you a bit 
To come so far on foot — 

But how was 1 to blame for it ?’’ 

“Well, welU" said he “I must admit 
That isn’t badly put 

“And certainly you’ve given me 
The best of wine and victual — 
Excuse my violence,’’ said he, 

‘ But accidents like this, you see. 

They put one out a little 

“’Twas my fault after all, 1 find — 

Shake hands, old Turnip top!’’ 

The name was hardly to my mind. 

But, as no doubt he meant it kind, 

1 let the matter drop 

“Good night, oldTumip top, good night! 

When 1 am gone, perhaps 
They’ll send you some inferior Sprite, 
Who 11 keep you in a constant fright 
And spoil your soundest naps 
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“Tell him you’ll stand no sort of trick; 

Then, if he leers and chuckles, 

You just be handy with a stick 
(Mind that it’s pretty hard and thick) 

And rap him on the knuckles! 

“Then carelessly remark ‘Old coon! 

Perhaps you’re not aware 
That, if you don’t behave, you'll soon 
Be chuckling to another tune — 

And so you’d best take card’ 

“That’s the right way to cure a Sprite 
Of such-Iikc goings-on— 

But gracious me! It*s getting light! 

Good-night, old Turnip-top, good-nightl” 

A nod, and he was gone. 


Canto VII 
Sad Souvenaunce 

“Wiiat’s this?” I pondered. “Have I slept? 

Or can I have been drinking?' 

But soon a gentler feeling crept 
Upon me, and I sat and %\'ept 

An hour or so, like \vinking. 

"No need for Bones to hurry so! 

I sobbed. “In fact, I doubt 
If it was worth his while to go 
And who is Tibbs, I’d like to know, 

To make such wk about? 
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“1{ Tibbs IS anything hhc me, 

It’s possible^ 1 said, 

“He sson’t be over-pleased to be 
Dropped m upon at haU past three, 
After he’s snug in bed 

“And if Bones plagues him anyhow— 
Squeaking and all the rest of it, 

As be was doing here just now— 

I prophesy there’ll be a row. 

And Tibbs wdl have the best of it!” 

Then, as my tears could never bring 
The friendly Phantom back, 

Ii seemed to me the proper thing 
To mix another glass, and sing 
The following Coronach 

And art then gone, beloved Ghost? 
Best of Famshars! 

Nay then, farewell, my duelling roast. 
Farewell, farewell, my tea and toast, 

My meerschaum and ctgarsf 

The hues of life are dull and gray. 

The sweets of hfe insipid 
When thou, my charmer, art away — 
Old lBric\, or rather, let me say, 

Old ParalleJeptpedl ’ 

Instead ol singing Verse \bc Thud, 

I ceased — abruptly, rather 
But, after such a splendid vrord 
I felt that It would be absurd 
To try It any farther 
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So with a yawn I went my ^vay 
To seek the welcome downy, 

And slept, and dreamed till break of day 
Of Poltergeist and Fetch and Fay 
And Leprechaun and Bro^vme! 

For years I’ve not been visited 
By any kind of Sprite; 

Yet still they echo in my head, 

Those parting ^vo^ds, so kindly said, 
“Old Turnip-top, good-night!” 


ECHOES 


Lady Clara Vere de Vere 
Was eight years old, she said: 

Every ringlet, lightly shaken, ran itself in golden thread. 

She took her little porringer: 

Of me she shall not win renmvn: 

For the baseness of its nature shall have strength to drag 
her do^vn. 


“Sisters and brothers, little Maid? 

There stands the Inspector at thy door: 

Like a dog, he hunts for boys who know not two and 
twx) are four.” 


“Kind hearts arc more than coronets. 

She said, and wondering looked at me: . . 

“It is the dead unhappy night, and I must hurry home 
to tea.” 
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A StA DIRGE 

There arc certain things — as, a spider, a ghost, 
The income-tax, gout, an umbrella for three—' 
That I hate, but the thing that I hate the most 
Is a thing they call the Sea. 

Pour some salt water o%er the floor— 

Ugly I’m sure jou’ll allow it to be: 

Suppose It extended a mile or more, 

That't very like the Sea. 

Beal a dog uU it howU outtight— 

Cruel, but all very well for a spree: 

Suppose that he did so day and night, 

That would be like the Sea. 

1 had a vision of nurscry-maids; 

Tens of thousands passed by me — 

All leading children with wooden spades, 

And this was by the Sea. 

Who invented those spades of wood? 

Who was It cut them out of the tree? 

None, I think, but an idiot could — 

Or one that loved the Sea. 

It IS pleasant and dreamy, no doubt, to float 
With “thoughts as boundless, and souls as free 
But, suppose you ate very unwell in the boat, 
How do you like the Sea? 

There is an insect that people avoid 
(Whence is derived the verb “to flee”). 
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Where have you been by it most annoyed? 

In lodgings by the Sea. 

If you like your coffee with sand for dregs, 

A decided hint of salt in your tea, 

And a fishy taste in the very eggs — 

By all means choose the Sea. 

And if, with these dainties to drink and cat, 

You prefer not a vestige of grass or tree, 

And a chronic state of wet in your feet, 

Then — I recommend the Sea. 

For 7 have friends who dwell by the coast — 

Pleasant friends they arc to mcl 
It is when I am tvith them I wonder most 
That anyone likes the Sea. 

They take me a tvalk: though tired and stiff, 

To climb the heights I madly agree; 

And, after a tumble or so from the cliff, 

■ , They kindly suggest the Sea. 

I try the rocks, and 1 think it cool 
litai they laugh with such an excess of glee. 

As I heavily slip into every pool 
• That skirts the cold cold Sea. 


YE CARPETTE KNYGHTE 

I have a horse— a ryghtc goode horsc- 
Ne doc Y env)e those 
Who secure ye phyne yn hcadye course 
Tyll soddayncon theyre nose 
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They lyghte \vyih unexpected force 
Yt ys— a horse of clothes 

I have a saddcl — ^“Say*st thou soc? 

Wyth styrruppes, Knyghte, to boote?" 
I sayde not that — I answerc “Noc”— 

Yt lacketh such, I woote 
Yt ys a mutton saddcl, loci 

Parte of yc fleccyc brute. 

I have a byttc — a ryghic good bytte — 

As shall bee scene yn tyme 
Ye jawe of horse yt \vyll not fytte; 

Tts use ys more subljme 
Fayre Syr, how deemest thou of yt? 

Yt ys — thys byttc of rhyme. 


HIAWATHA’S PHOTOGRAPHING 

imitanon, I can claim no special merit for 
“J '‘“"E "h" " Wvn to be so easy 

rhythm, could compose, for hours tocethcr in the easy ton 

tinairsta'cd th«*i' h°?F Hiawatha ’ Having, then, dis 
little Doem 1 , ^ rio attention in the following 

realefTo c C “I"' 1 ">“« b'B 'h' 

rmdet to confine his eriucism to its treatment of the sirb- 

PaoM his shoulder Hiatvatha 
Took the camera of rosewood. 

Made of sliding, folding rosewood; 

Neatly put it all together 
In iKaseit lay compactly. 

Folded into neatly nothing. 
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But he opened out the hmgcs, 

Pushed and pulled the joints and hinges, 
Till it looked all squares and oblongs, 
Like a complicated figure 
In the Second Book of Euclid. 

This he perched upon a tripod — 
Crouched beneath its dusky cover — 
Stretched his hand, enforcing silence— 
Said, “Be motionless, I beg you!” 

Mystic, awful was the process. 

All the family in order 
Sat before him for their pictures: 

Each in turn, as he twr taken. 
Volunteered his own suggestions, 

His ingenious suggestions. 

First the Governor, the Father: 

He suggested velvet curtains 
Looped about a massy pillar; 

And the eorner of a table. 

Of a rosewood dtning-ublc. 

He would hold a scroll of something, 
Hold it firmly in his left-hand; 

He would keep his right-hand buried 
(Like Napoleon) in his waistcoat; 

He sTOuld contemplate the distance 
With a look of pensive meaning, 

As of ducks that die in tempests. 

Grand, heroic was the notion: 

Yet the picture failed entirely: 

Failed, because he moved a little,^ 

Moved, because he couldn t help it. 

Next, his better half took courage; 

She «t)uld have her pielure tahen. 

She eame dressed beyond desenplion, 



Dressed ^ostU and in saun 
Par too Eorgeous for an empresj. 
Gratefully she sai doun sidcn-ays, 

With a simper scarcely human, 

Holding m her hand a bouquet 
Rather larger than a cabbage 
All the while that she was sitting. 

Still the hdy chattered, chattered. 

Like a monkey m the forest. 

“Am 1 sitting snip” she asked him. 

“Is my face enough m profile^ 

Shall 1 hold the bouquet higher^ 

WiU It come into the picture’" 

And the picture failed completely. 
Hcxi the Son, the Stunnmg'Cantabt 

He suggested curves of beauty, 

Curves pervading all his figure, 

Which the eye might follow onward, 
Till they centered m the breasopm. 
Centered in the golden breast pm. 

He had learnt it all from Ruskm 
(Author of “The Stones of Venice," 
“Seven Lamps of Architecture," 
“Modern Painters" and some others). 
And perhaps he had not fully 
■Understood his author’s meaning; 

But, whatever was the reason, 

AU was fruitless, as the picture 
Ended wi an utter failure 

Next to him the eldest daughter* 
She suggested very little, 

Only asked if he would take her 
With her look of “passive beauty ’* 
Her idea of passive beauty 
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Was a squiridng bf the Icft-ey^ 

Was^a Idroojiing of thc'righwyc, 

Was a smile that went up .sideways 
To the corner of the nostrils. 

Hbwatha, when she asked him, 
Took no notice o£ the question, 

Looked as if he hadn’t heard it; 

But, when pointedly appealed to, 
Smiled in his peculiar manner. 
Coughed and said it "didn’t matter,” 
Bit his lip and changed the subject. 

Nor in this w-as he mistaken. 

As the picture failed completely. 

So In turn the other sisters. 

Last, the youngest son tvas taken.* 
Very rough and thick his hair was. 

Very round and red his face was. 

Very dusty was his jacket. 

Very fidgety his manner. 

And his overbearing sisters 
Called him names he disapproved of: 
Called him Johnny, "Daddy’s Darling,” 
Called him jaefcy, “Scrubby School-boy." 
And, so a^vful w'as the picture, 

In comparison the others 
Seemed, to one’s bc\vildcrcd fancy. 

To have partially succeeded. 

Finally my Hiau-atha 
Tumbled all the inbe together, 
(“Grouped" is not the right expression), 
And, as happy chance would have it 
Did at last obtain a picture 
^Vherc the faces all succeeded: 

Each came out a perfect likeness. 
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Thcn they joined and all abused it, 
Unrestrainedly abused it, 

As the worst and ugliest picture 
They could possibly have dreamed of. 
“Giving one such strange expressions— 
Sullen, stupid, pert expressions.: 

Really anyone would take us 
(Anyone that did not know us) ’ ' 

For the most unpleasant people!” 
(Hiawatha seemed to think so, 

Seemed to think it not unlikely). 

All together rang their voices, 

Angry, loud, discordant voices, 

As of dogs that howl in concert, 

As of cats that wail in chorus. i 

But my Hiawatha’s patience, 

His politeness and his patience, 
Unaccountably had vanished, 

And he left that happy party. 

Neither did he leave them slowly, 

With the calm deliberation. 

The intense deliberation 
Of a photographic artist; 

But he left them in a hurry, 

Left them in a mighty hurry. 

Staling that he would not stand it, 
Stating in emphatic language 
What he’d be before he’d stand it. 
Hurriedly he packed his boxes: 
Hurriedly the porter trundled 
On a harrow all his boxes* 

Hurriedly he look his ticket; 

Hutiicilly the tram received him: 

Tims sleparted Hiawatha. 
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MELANCHOLETTA 

With saddest music all day long 
She soothed her secret sorrow: 

At night she sighed “I fear 'twas wrong 
Such cheerful tvords to borrow. 

Dearest, a sweeter, sadder song 
I’ll sing to thee to-morrow." 

I thanked her, but 1 could not say 
That I w’as glad to hear it: 

I left the house at break of day, 

And did not venture nar it 

TUI dmci I hoped, had worn aivay 
Her grief, for nought could cheer iti 

My dismal sister! Couldst thou know 
The wretched home thou keepesti 

Thy brother, drowned in daily woe, 

Is thankful when thou sicepest; 

For if I laugh, Kowvcr low. 

When thou’rt awake, thou nTepcstJ 

I took my sister t’other day 
(Excuse the slang expression) 

To Sadler’s Wells to see the play 
In hc^>es the new impression 

Might in her thoughts, from grave to gay 
Effect some slight digression. 

1 asked three gay young dogs from to^vn 
To join us in our folly, 

%Vho$e mirth, I thought, might sene to drown 
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My sister’s melancholy: 

The lively Jones, the sportive Brown, 
And Robinson the jolly. 

The maid announced the meal in tones 
That I mysclt had taught her, 

Meant to allay my sister's 'moans 
Like oil on troubled water. 

I rushed to Jones, the lively Jones, 

And begged him to escort her. ’ 

Vainly he strove, with ready wit. 

To joke about the weaUier— ’ 

To ventilate the last “on dil"~ 

To quote the price of leather— 

She groaned “Here I and Sorrow sif 
Let us lament together!’ 


1 urged “You’re wasung time, you know: 

Delay will spoil the venison’’ 

“My heart is wasted ivith my woel 
There is no rest— in Venice, on 
The Bridge of Sighsl” she quoted low 
From Byron and from Tennyson 


I need not tell of soup and fish 
In solemn silence swallowed. 
The sobs that ushered in each dish 
And Its departure followed. 

Nor yet my suicidal wish 
To if the cheese I hollowed. 


Some desperate attempts were made 
To start a conversauon. 
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“Madam,” the sportive Bro\vn essayed, ' ■ <' 

“Which kind of recreation, 

Hunting or fishing, have you made 
Your special occupation?" 

Her lips cur\’ed downwards instantly, 

As if of india-rubber. 

"Hounds in ful! cry I like," said she: 

(Oh, how I longed to snub her!) 

"Of fish, a whale’s the one for me. 

It it so fall of blubber!" ‘ 

The night’s performance was “King John." 

“It’s dull," she wept, “and so-sol" 

Awhile I let her tears flow on, 

She said they soothed her woe sol 
At length the curtain rose upon 
“Borabastes Furioso..’’ 

In vain we roared; in vain we tried 
To rouse her into laughter: 

Her pensive glances wandered wide 
From orchestia to, rafter — 

"Tier upon tier!" sHc saiA and ‘sighed; 

And silence followed after. 


A VALENTINE 

[Sent to a friend who had complained that I was glad 
enough to see him when he came, but didn’t seem to miss 
him if he stayed away.J 

And cannot pleasures, while they last, 

Be actual unless, when past, - 
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And must I then, at Friendship's call, 
Calmly resign the little all 
(Trifling, I grant, it is and small) 

I have of gladness. 

And lend my being to the thrall 
Of gloom and sadness? 

And think you that I should be dumb, 
And full dolorum omnium, 

Excepting when you choose to come 
And share my dinner? 

At other times be sour and glum 
And daily thinner? 

Must he then only live to weep, 

Who’d prove his friendship true and deep, 
By day a lonely shadow creep, 

At night time languish, 

Oft raising in his broken sleep 
The moan of anguish? 

The lover, if for certain days 
His fair one be denied his gaze. 

Sinks not in grief and wild amaze, 

But, wiser wooer, 

He spends the tune in writing lays. 

And posts them to her 

And if the verse flow free and fast, 

Till even the poet is aghast, 


VERSE 

They leave us shuddering and aghast, 
With anguish smarting? 

And cannot friends be firm and fast, 
And yci bear parting ? 
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A touching Valentine at last 
The post shall carry. 

When thirteen clays arc gone and past 
Of February'. 

Farewell, dear friend, and when we meet, 
In desert u*aste or crowded street, 

Perhaps before this week shall fleet, 
Perhaps to-morrow, 

I trust to find your heart the scat 
Of SN’asting sorrow. 


THE THREE VOICES 

The First Voice 

He trilled a carol fresh and free, 

He laughed aloud for very glee: 

There came a breeze from oft the sea: . . 

It passed athn'arr the glooming flat — 

It fanned his forehead as he sat — 

It lighdy bore awzy his hat, 

All to the feet of one who stood 
Like maid enchanted in a \\’Ood, 
Fro^vning as darkly as she could. 

With huge umbrella, lank and brornt, 
Unerringly she pinned it down, 

Right through the centre of the cro^^'n. 
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Then, wiih an aspea coW anti grim. 
Regardless of its battered rim, 

She took It up and gave u )uin 

A while like one in dreams he stood, 

Then faltered forth his gratitude 
In words just short of being rude* 

For It had lost its shape and shine. 

And It had cost him four and nin^ 

And he was going out to dme 

“To dmel ’ she sneered m acid tone, 

“To bend thy being fo a bone 
Clothed m a radiance not its own!” 

The tear-drop trickled to his chm 
There was a meaning m her grin 
That made him feel on fire within 

“Term It not ‘radiance,’ ’’ said he. 

“ ’Tis solid nutriment to me 
Dinner is Dinner Tea is Tea " 

And she, “Yea so? Yet wherefore cease? 

Let thy scant knorvledgc find increase 
Say 'Men arc Men, and Geese arc Geese * ’’ 

He moaned he knew not what to say 
The thought “That I could get awayf ’ 
Strove with the thought “But I must stay ’’ 

‘ To dincl’ she shrieked in dragon wrath 
• To swallow wines all foam and froth! 

To simper at a table-ciothl 
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"Say, can, thy hoblcsplrii stoop 
To join the gormandising troop 
Who find a solace in the soup? 

"Canst thou desire or pic or puff? 

Thy well-bred manners were enough. 
Without sucli gross material stu/T.” 

"Vet Well-bred men,” he faintly said, 
“Are not unwilling to be fed: 

Nor are they svell without the bread." 

Her visage scorched him ere she spoke; 
"There arc," she said, "a kind of folk 
\^'ho have no horror of a joke. 

“Such wretches live: they i.ake their share 
Of common earth and common air: 

We come across them here and there: 

"We grant them— there is no escape — 

A sort of semi-human sha{>e 
Suggestive of the man-like Ape.” 

"In all such theories,” said he, 

"One fixed exception there must be. 

That is, the Present Company.” 

Baffled, she gave a wolfish bark ; 

He, aiming blindly in the dark. 

With random shaft had pierced the mark. 

She felt that her defeat was plain, 

Yet madly strove with might and mam 
To get the upper hand again. 
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Fixing her eyes upon the beach, 

As though unconscious of his speech, 

She said “Each gi\cs to more than each.” 

He could not answer yea or nay: 

He faltered “Gifts may pass away." 

Yet knew not what he meant to say. 

“If that be so,” she straight replied, 

“Each heart with each doth coincide 
What boots it? For the world is wide.” 

“The world is but a Thought,” said he: 

“The vast unfathomable sea 
Is but a Nouon — unto me.” 

And darkly fell her answer dread 
Upon his unresisung head, 

Like half a hundredweight of lead. 

“The Good and Great mUst ever shun 
That reckless and abandoned one 
Who Stoops to perpetrate a pun 

' The man that smokes — that reads The Times- 
That goes to Christmas Pantomimes — 

Is capable of any cranes! ” 

He felt It was his turn to speak, > 

And, with a shamed and crimson cheek, 

"This is hsS'der ^an 3cz{>qp:i’‘ 

But when she asked him “Wherefore so?” 

He felt his very whiskers glow. 

And frankly owned “I do not know " 
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-While, like broad waves of golden grain, 

Or sunlit hues on cloistered pane,' 

His colour came and went again. 

Pitying his obvious distress, 

Yet with a tinge of bitterness. 

She said "The More exceeds the Less.” 

"A truth of such undoubted weight,” 

He Urged, “and so extreme in date, 

It were superfluous to state." 

Roused into sudden passion, she 
In tone of cold malignity: 

"To others, yea : but not to thee." 

But when she saw him quail and quake, 

And when he urged “For pity’s sakel” 

Once more in gentle tones she spake. 

“Thought in the mind doth still abide 
That is by Intellect supplied, 

And within that Idea doth hide: 

“And he, that yearns the truth to know 
Still further inwardly may go. 

And find Idea from Notion flow: 

“And thus the chain, that sages sought. 

Is to a glorious circle wrought, 

For Notion hath its source in Thought." 

So passed they on with even pace : 

Yet gradually one might trace 
A shadow growing on his face. 
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The Second Voice 

They walked beside the wave-worn beach; 

Her tongue was very apt to teach, 

And now and then he did beseech 

She would abate her dulcet tone. 

Because the talk was all her own, 

And he was dull as any drone. 

She urged “No cheese is made oJ chalk”; 

And ceaseless flowed her dreary talk. 

Tuned to the footfall of a walk. 

Her voice was very full and rich, 

And, when at length she asked him “Which?” 

It mounted to its highest pitch. 

He a bewildered answer gave, 

Drowned m the sullen moaning wave, j 
Lost in the echoes of the cave. ,1" ' 

He answered her he knew not what: 

Like shaft from bow at random shot. 

He spoke, but she regarded not. 

She waited not for his reply. 

But with a downward leaden eye 
Went on as if he were not by — 

Sound argument and grave defence. 

Strange questions raised on “ Why and “Whence ? ” 
And wildly tanked evidence 
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When he, with racked and whirling brami 
Feebly implored her lo explain, 

She simply said it all again. 

Wrenched with an agony Intense, 

He spake, neglecting Sound and Sens^ 

And careless of all consequence: 

“Mind — believe — is Essence — Ent — 

Abstract — that is— an Accident — ' 

Which we — that is to say — 1 meant — 

When, with quick breath and cheeks all flushed, 

At length his speech w-as somewhat hushed, 

She fooked at Mm, and he was crushed. 

It needed not her calm reply; 

She fixed him wth a stony eye, 

And he could neither fight nor fly. 

While she dissected, word by word, 

His speech, half-gucssed at and half heard, 

As might a cat a Hale bird. - 

Then, having wholly ovc'rthrown 

His viesvs, and stripped them to the bon^ 

Proceeded lo unfold her own. 

“Shall Man be Man? And shall he miss 
Of other thoughts no thought but this. 

Harmonious dew's of sober bliss? 

“What boots it? Shall his fevered eye 
Through tow'cring nothingness descry 
The grisly phantom hurry by? 
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“And hear dumb shrieks that fill the airj 
See mouths that gape, and eyes that stare 
And redden m the dusky glare? 

“The meadows breathmg amber light, 
The darkness toppling from the height, 
The feathery tram of granite Night? 

“Shall he, grown gray among his peers. 
Through the thick curtain of his tears 
Catch glimpses of his earlier years, 

“And hear the sounds he knew of yore, 
Old sbuifiings on the sanded Boor, 

Old knuckles tapping at the door? 

“Yet suU before him as he flies 
One palUd form shall ever rise, 

And, bodying forth in glassy eyes 

“The vision of a vanished good, 

Low peering through the tangled wood, 
Shall freeze the current of bis blood " 

Still from each fact, with skill uncouth 
And savage rapture, like a tooth 
She wrenched some slow reluctant truth 

Till, like a silent water mill. 

When summer suns have dried the nil, 
She reached a full stop, and was still 

Dead calm succeeded to the fuss, 

As when the loaded omnibus 
Has reached the railway terminus 



PHANTASMAGORIA 873 

When, for the tumult of thestreet, 

Is heard the engine’s stifled beat, 

The velvet tread of porters* feet. 

With glance that ever sought the ground, 

She moved her lips \viihoui a sound, ' 

And every now and then she frowned. 

He gazed upon the sleeping sea, 

And joyed in its tranquillity. 

And in that silence dead, but she 

To muse a little space did seem. 

Then, like the echo of a dream, 

Harked back upon her threadbare theme. 

Still on attentive ear he lent 

But could not fathom what she meant: 

She was not deep, nor eloquent. 

He marked the ripple on the sand: 

The even swaying of her hand 
Was all that he could understand. 

He saw in dreams a drawing-room, 

Where thirteen wretches sat in gloom, 

Waiting— he thought he knew for whom: 

He saw them drooping here and there. 

Each feebly huddled on a chair. 

In attitudes of blank despair: 

Oysters were not more mute than they, 

For all their brains were pumped asvay. 

And they had nothing more to say 
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Save one, who groaned “Three hours are gonci” 
Who shrieked “Well wait no longer, John! 
Tell them to set the dinner onl” 

The vision passed the ghosts were fled 
He saw once more that woman dread 
He heard once more the words she said , 

He left her, and he turned aside 
He sat and watched the coming tide 
Across the shores so newly dried I 

He wondered at the waters clear, 

The breeze that whispered m his car. 

The billows heaving far and near, 

And why he had so long preferred 

To hang upon her every word 

“In truth,” he said, *it was absurd ” i 


The Third Voice 

Not long this transport held its place 
Within a little moments space 
Quick tears were raining down his face 

His heart stood still, aghast with fear, 
A wordless voice, nor far nor near, 

He seemed to hear and not to hear 

Tears kindle not the doubtful spark 
If so why not? Of this remark 
The bearings arc profoundly dark ’ 
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* Her speech,” he said, “hath caused this pain. 

Easier I count it to c.\plain ' 

The jargon of the howling main, 

“Or, stretched beside some babbling brook. 

To con, with inexpressive look. 

An unintelligible book." 

Low spake the voice wnthin his head, 

In words imagined more than said, 

Soundless as ghost’s intended tread; 

"If thou art duller than before. 

Why quittedst thou the voice of lore? 

Why not endure, c.xpecting more?” 

“Rather than that," he groaned aghast, 

“I'd writhe in depths of cavern vast, 

Some loathly vampire’s rich repast." 

“ Twere hard,” jt answered, "themes immense 
To coop within the narrow fence 
That rings thy scant imclligcncc." 

“Not so,” he urged, “nor once alone: 

But there svas something in her tone 
That chilled me to the very bone. 

"Her style was anjthing But clear. 

And most unpleasantly ses'cre; 

Her epithets WTre very queer. 

“And yet, so grand were her replies, 

I could not choose bur deem her wise; 

1 did not dare to criticise; 
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‘ Nor did I leave her, till she went 

So deep in tangled argument 

That all my powers o£ thought were spent ” 

A little whisper inly slid, 

“Yet truth is truth you know you did ” 

A litde wink beneath the lid 

And, sickened with excess o£ dread. 

Prone to the dust he bent his head. 

And lay hke one three-quarters dead 

The whisper left him— like a breeift 
Lost in the depths of leafy trees — 

Left him by no means at his case 

Once more he weltered m despair, 

With hands, through denser matted hair, 
More tightly clenched than then they were 

When, bathed m Dawn of living red, 
Majestic frowned the mountain head, 

* Tell me my foulc,’ was all he said 

When, at high Noon, the blazing sky 
Scorched m his head each haggard eye, 
Then keenest rose hisVeary cry 

And when at Eve the unpitying sun 
Smiled grimly on the solemn fun, 

“Alack, ’ he sighed, what have I done?” 

But saddest, darkest was the sight, 

When the cold grasp of leaden Night 
Dashed him to earth, and held him tight 
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Tortured, unaided, and alone, 

Thunders were silence to his groan, 

Bagpipes sweet music to its tone: 

“What? Ever thus, in dismal round, 

Shall Pain and Mystery profound 
Pursue me like a sleepless hound, 

“With crimson-dashed and eager jaws. 

Me, still in ignorance of the cause, 

Unknowing what I broke of laws?" 

The whisper to his ear did seem 
Like echoed Bow of silent stream, 

Or shadow of forgotten dream, 

The whisper trembling in the wind: 

“Her fate with thine was intertwined," 

So spake it in his inner mind; 

"Each orbed on each a baleful star: 

Each proved the other’s blight and bar; 

Each unto each were best, most far: 

"Yea, each to each 'vas worse than foe: 

Thou, a scared dulbrd, gibbering low. 

And sirs, an AVAiANatt op woil" 



THEME WITH VARIATIONS 


[WfiY is It that Poetry has never yet been subjected to that 
process of Dilution which has proved so advantageous to her 
sister art Music? The Dilutee gives us first a few notes of 
some well known Ait, then a dozen bars of his own, then a 
few more notes of the Air, and so on alternately thus sav 
mg the listener, if not from all nsk of recognising the 
melody at all, at least from the too-exciting transports which 
It might produce m a more concentrated form The process 
IS termed “setting” by Composers, and any one, that has ever 
experienced the emotion of being unexpectedly set down m a 
heap of mortar, will recognise the truthfulness of this happy 
phrase 

For truly, just as the genuine Epicure lingers lovingly 
over a morsel of supreme Venison — whose every fibre seems 
to murmur ‘ Excclsiocl —yet swallows, ere returning to the 
toothsome damty, great mouthfuls of oatmeal porridge and 
winkles and just as the perfect Connoisseur m Claret per- 
mits himself but one delicate sip, and then tosses oH a pint or 
more of boarding school beer so also—] 

I NEVER loved a dear Gazelle — 

Nor anything that cost me muck: 

High prices profit those toko sell. 

But tohy should 1 be fond of such? 

To glad me with his soft black eye 

Jlfy son comes trotting home from school; 

He s had a fight but can't tell tohy — 

He always was a little fool! 

But, when he came to know me well, 

He f{ic\ed me out, her testy Sire 

And token 1 stained my hair, that Belle 
Might note the change, and thus admire 
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, And love me, it \vas sure to dye 
A muddy green, or staring blue: 

Whilst one might trace, with half an eye. 

The still triumphant carrot through. 


A GAME OF FIVES 

Five little girls, of Five, Four, Three, Two, One: 
Rolling on the hearthrug, full of tricks and fun. 

Five rosy girls, in years from Ten to Six: 

Sitting down to lessons — no more time for tricks. 

Five growing girls, from Fifteen to Eleven; 

Music, Drawing, Languages, and food enough for seven! 

Five winsome girls, from Ttventy to Sixteen; 

Each young man that calls, I say “Now tell me which 
you meanl" 

Five dashing girls, the youngest Twenty-one; 

But, if nobody proposes, what is there to be done? 

Five shotvy girls — but Thirty is an age ^ 

When girls may be engaging, but they somehow dont 
engage. 

Five dressy girls, of Thirty-one or more; 

So gracious to the shy young men they snubbed so much 
before! 

• •••** 

Five pass/ gitls-Their apt? Well, never mind) 

We jog along together, lihe the rest ot human kind: 
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But the quondam “careless bachelor” begins to think he 
knows 

The answer to that ancient problem “how the money 
gOB”l 


POETA FIT, NON NASCITUR 

“How shall I be a poet? 

How shall I write in rhyme: 

You told me once 'the very wish 
Partook o£ the sublime ’ 

Then tell me howl Don’t put me off 
your‘ano^cr ume’l” 

The old man smiled to see him, 

To hear his sudden sally; 

He liked the lad to speak his mind 
Enthusiastically, 

And thought "There’s no hum-drum in him, 
Nor any shilly-shally.” 

“And would you be a poet 
Before you’ve been to school? 

Ah, welll I hardly thought you 
So absolute a fool 
First learn to be spasmodic— 

A very simple rule 

“For first you \Nnic a sentence. 

And then you chop it small; 

Then mix the bits, and son them out 
Just as they chance to fall: 

The order of the phrases makes 
No difference at all 
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‘Then, if you’d be impressive, 

Remember what I say. 

That abstract qualities begin 
With capitals alway: 

The True, the Good, the Beautiful— 

Those are the things that payl 

“Next, when you arc describing 
A shape, or sound, or tint; 

Don’t state the matter plainly. 

But put it in a hint; 

And learn to look at all things 
With a sort of mental squint.” 

“For instance, if I wished, Sir, 

Of mutton-pies to tell, 

Should I say ‘dreams of fle^ flocks 
Pent in a vvheaten cell’? 

“Why, yes,” the old man saidt ‘ that phrase 
Would answer very well. 

‘Then fourthly, there arc epithets 
That suit "Hth any '^rd — 

As well as Harvey’s Reading Sauce 
With fish, or flesh, or bird— 

Of these, ‘wild,’ ‘lonely,’ ‘wrary,’ ‘strange. 
Arc much to be preferred. 

‘‘And will it do, O will it do 
To take them in a lump— 

As ‘the wild man went his wTary w-ay 
To a strange and lonely purnp’?" 

“Nay, nayl You must not hastily 
To such conclusions jump. 
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“Such epithets, like pepper, 

Give zest to what you write; 

And, if you strew them sparely. 

They whet the appetite 
But if you lay them on too thick, 

You spoil the matter quitel 

“Last, as to the arrangement 
Your reader, you should show him, 
Must take what information he 
Can get, and look for no im- 
mature disclosure of the drift 
And purpose of your poem 

“Therefore, to test his patience— 
How much he can endure— 
Mention no places, names, or dates, 
And evermore be sure 
Throughout the poem to be found 
Consistently obscure 

“First fix upon the limit 
To which It shall extend 
Then fill it up with ‘Padding* 

(Beg some of any friend) • 

Your great Sekswon STAfniA 
You place towards the end ’* 

“And what is a Sensation, 
Grandfather, icU me, pray^ 

1 think 1 never heard the svord 
So used before to-day 
Be kind enough to mention one 
*CxernpU grattd‘” 
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And the old man, looking sadly 
Across the garden-lawn, 

^Vhcrc here and there a dew-drop 
Yet glittered in the dawn. 

Said “Go to the Adclphi, t 
And see the ‘Colleen Bawn.’ 

“The word is due to Boucicault— * 

The theory is his. 

Where life becomes a Spasm, 

And History a Whiz: 

If that is not Sensation, 

I don’t know what it is. 

’‘No\s' try your hand, ere Fancy 
Have lost its present glow—’’ 

“And then,” his grandson added, . 

“We’ll publish i^.j-ou know: 

Green cloth— gold-lettered at the biick— 
In duodecimo!" 

Then proudly smiled that old man 
To see the eager lad 
Rush madly for his pen antT ink 
And for his blotting-pad — 

But, when he thought of ftiblishtng. 

His face grew stern and sad. 
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SIZE AND TEARS 

When on the sandy shore I sit, 

Beside the salt sea-wave, 

And falling into a weeping fit 
Because I dare not shave — 

A hide whisper at my car 
Enquires the reason of my fear. 

I answer “If that ruffian Jones 
Should recognise me here, 

He’d bellow out my name m tones 
Offensive to the ear* 

He chaffs me so on being stout 
(A thing that always puts me out).” 

Ah mel I see him on the cliff! 

Farewell, farewell to hope, 

If he should look this way, and if 
He’s got his telescope* 

To whatsoever pbcc I flee, 

My odious rival follows me! 

For every night, and everywhere, 

I meet him out at dinner; 

And when Tve found some charming fair, 
And vowed to die or win her, 

The wretch (he’s thm and 1 am. stout) 

Is sure to come and cut me out! 

The girts (just Ifkc rticml') ail agree 
To praise J Jones, Esquire 
I ask them what on earth they see 
About him to admire? 
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They cry “He is so sled; and slim, 

It’s quite a treat to look at him!” 

They vanish in tobacco smoker 
Those visionary maids — 

I feci a sharp and sudden poke 
Between the shoulder-blades — 

“^Vhy, Brown, my boyl You’re growing stout!” 
(I told j-QU he would find me out!) 

“My growth is not yoor business. Sir!” 

“No more it is, my boy! 

But if it’s yoca-s, as I infer. 

Why, Brown, J give you ;oyl 
A man, whose business prospers so, 

Is just the sort of man to know! 

"It's hardly safe, though, talking here— 

I’d best get out of reach: 

For such a u*eight as yours, I fear, 

Must shortly sink the beach!” — 

Insult me thus because I’m stout! 

I vow 111 go and cal] him out! 

ATALANTA IN CAMDEN-TOWN 

At, ’twas here, on this spot. 

In that summer of yore, 

AtaUnta did not 
Vote my presence a bore. 

Nor reply to my icndercs: talk “She had heard all that 
rwnsense i»cforc.” 


She’d the brocch I had bought 
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And the necklace and sash on, 1 

And her heart, as 1 thought, t 

Was alive to my passion; 

And she’d done up her hair in the style that the Empress 
had brought into fashion 

i 

1 had been to the play 
With my pearl of a Pen — . 

But, for all 1 could say. 

She declared she was weary, 

That “the place was so crowded and hot, and she couldn’t 
abide that Dundreary." 

I 

Then I thought “Lucky boyl 
Tis for you that she whimpers’” 

And I noted wth joy * 

Those sensational simpers 

And I said ‘ This is scrumptiousi”— a phrase 1 had learned 
from the Devonshire shrimpers ’ 

And I vowed TwiU he said j 

I'm a fortunate fellow. 

When the breakfast is spread. 

When the topers arc mellow, 

When the foam of the bridc<ake is white, and the fierce 
orange blossoms arc ycUowl” 

0 that languishing yawn! 

O those eloquent ejes! 

1 svas drunk with the dawn 
Of a splendid surmise — 

I was stung by a look, 1 was slam by a tear, by a tempest 
of sighs 
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Then I \vhi5pered “I sec ^ _ 

The sweet secret thou kecpcst. 

And the yearning for ME , ; 

That thou wistfully weepest! 

And the question is 'License or Banns?’ though undouht* 
edly Banns arc the cheapest.” 

“Be my Hero,” said I, 

“And let me be Lcandcrl” 

But I lost her reply — 

Something ending svith “gander” — 

For the omnibus ratded so loud that no mortal could 
quite understand her. 


THE LANG COORTIN’ 

The ladye she stood at her lattice high, 
Wi’ her doggie at her feet; 

Thorough the lattice she can spy 
The passers in the street, 

“There’s one that standeth at the door. 
And tirleth at the pin; 

Now speak and say, my popinjay. 

If I sail let him in.” 

Then up and spake the popinjay 
That flew abunc her head: 

“Gse ]et h'un ia that tirls the pin: 

He cometh thee to wed.” 


VERSE 


O when he cam’ the parlour in, 

A woeful man was he! 

•‘And dinna ye ken your lover agen, 

Sac well that loveth thee?” 

“And how wad I ken ye loved me, Sir, 

That have been sac bng away? 

And how wad I ken ye loved me, Sir? 

Ye never telled me sae ” 

Said — ■“Ladyc dear,” and the salt, salt tear 
Cam’ nnnm’ doon lus cheek, 

“I have sent the tokens of my love 
This many and many a week. 

"O didna ye get the rings, Ladyc, 

The rings o' the gowd sac fine? 

I wot that I have sent to thee 
Four score, four score and nine ” 

“They cam’ to me,” said that fair ladyc. 

“Wow, they were flimsie things'” 

Said — ^"that chain o’ gowd, my doggie to howd. 

It IS made o’ thae self-same rings ” 

“And didna ye get the locks, the locks. 

The locks o’ my am black hair, 

Whilk I sent by post, whilk I sent by box, 

Whilk I sent by the earner?" 

“They cam’ to me,” said that fair ladyc; 

“And I prithee send nac mair'” 

Said — ^“that cushion sac red, for my doggie’s head, 
It IS stuffed wi’ thae locks o’ hair” 
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“And didna ye get the letter, Ladyc, 

Tied wi’ a silken string, 

Whilk I sent to thee frae the far countrie, ' 

A message o£ love to bring?” 

“It cam’ to me frae the far countrie 
Wi’ its silken string and a’; 

But it wasna prepaid,” said that high-born maid, 

“Sac 1 gat’d them tak’ it aw'a’.’ 

“O ever alack that ye sent it back. 

It was written sac clerkly and well! 

Now the message it brought, and the boon that it sought, 
I must even say it mysel’.” 

Then up and spake the popinjay, 

Sae wisely counselled he. 

“Now say it in the proper svay: 

Gae doon upon thy kneel” 

The lover he turned baiih red and pale, 

Went doon upon his knee: 

“O Ladyc,' hear the woesome talc 
That must be told to theel 

“For five long years, and five lang years, 

I cooricd thee by looks; 

By nods and winks, by sntilcs and tears. 

As I had read in books. 

"For ten long years, O weary hoursi 
I cooned ihcc by signs; 

By sending game, by sending flowrs, 

By sending Valentines. 


VERSE 


“For five lang years, and fi'c bng jears, 

I have dwelt in the far countries 
Till that thy mind should be inclined 
Mair tenderly to me. 

"Now thirty years arc ginc and past, 

1 am come f rac a foreign land ■ < 

I am come to tell thee my love at last — 

O Ladye, gic me thy hand^” \ 

The ladye she turned not pale nor red, 

But she smiled a pitiful smile 
“Sic’ a coortin’ as yours, my man,” she said, 
“Takes a lang and a weary whilel” 

And our and laughed the popm/ay, 

A laugh of bitter scorn* 

“A coortin' done m sic’ a way, 

It ought not to be bornel” 

V/i’ that the doggie barked aloud, 

And up and doon he ran. 

And tugged and strained his chain o’ gowd. 
All for to bite the man ! 

“O hush thee, gentle popinjayl 
O hush thee, doggie dear! 

There IS a word I'fain %vad say, 

It needeth he should hcar^" i 1 ( 

Aye louder screamed that ladye fair 
To drown her doggie’s bark* 

Ever the lover shouted mair 

To make that ladye hark: ' 
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Shrill and more shrill the |x>pinjay • 
Upraised his angry squall: 

I trow the doggie’s vcacc that day 
Was louder than them all! 

The serving-men and serving-maids 
Sat by the kitchen fire; 

They heard sic’ a din the parlour within 
As made them much admire. . 

Out spake the boy in buttons 
(I ween he wasna thin), 

"Now wha will tac the parlour gac, 
And stay this deadlie dm?” 

And they have taen a kcrchie/, ' 

Casted their kevils in, 

For wha will tac the parlour gae, 

And stay that deadlie din. 

When on that boy the kevil fell 
To stay the fearsome noise, 

“Gae in,” they cried, "whatc’er betide. 
Thou prince of button-boys!” 

Syne, he has taen a supple cane 
To swinge that dog sae fat: 

The doggie yowled, the doggie howled 
The louder aye for that. 

Syne, he has taen a mutton-banc — 

The doggie ceased his nois^ 

And followed doon the ktichen stair 
That prince of button-boys! 
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Then sadly spake that ladyc fair, 

Wi’ a frown upon her brow 
“O dearer to me is roy sma’ doggie 
Than a dozen sic* as thoul 

“Nac use, nae use for sighs and tears 
Mae use at all to fret 
Sm’ ye've bided sac well for thirty years, 
Ye may l^idc a wee langcr yeti ' 

Sadly, sadly he crossed the floor 
And titled at the pm 
Sadly went lie through the door 
Where sadly he cam’ in 

"O gin I had a popinjay 
To fly abune my head, 

To tell me what I ought to say, 

I had by this been wed 

“O gin I find anithcr ladyc,” 

He said wi sighs and tears, 

“I wot my coortin' sail not be 
Amthcr thiily years 

‘For gm 1 find a ladyc gay. 

Exactly to my taste, 

1 11 pop the question aye or nay, 

In twenty years at maist 
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FOUR RIDDLES 

[These consist of two Double Acrostics and two Charades. 
No. I. was written at the request of some young friends, 
who had gone to a ball at an Oxford Commemoration — and 
also as a specimen of what might be done by making the 
Double Acrostic a connected fvem instead of what it has 
hitherto been, a string of disjointed stanzas, on every con* 
ccivable subject, and about as interesting to read straight 
through as a page of a Cyclopedia. The first two stanzas 
describe the two main words, and each subsequent stanza 
one of the cross "lights.** 

No. II. was written after seeing Miss Ellen Terry per- 
form in the play of “Hamlet." In this case the first stanza 
describes the two main words. 

No. in. was written after seeing Miss Marion Terry per- 
form in Mr, Gilbert’s play of "Pygmalion and Galatea.” The 
three stanzas respectively describe “My First,” "My Second,” 
and "My Whole."] 

I 

Thire was an ancient Qty, stricken down 
With a strange frenzy, and for many a day 
They paced from morn to eve the crowded town, 

And danced the night away. 

I asked the cause: the aged man grew sad: 

They pointed to a building gray and tall. 

And hoarsely answered “Step Inside, my lad, 

And then you’ll sec it all." 

Yet what are all such gaieoes to me 
Whose thoughts arc full of indices and surds? 

^ + 7 ->^ + 53 

II 


3 
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But something whispered * It will soon be done 
Bands cannot always play, nor ladies smile 
Endure with patience the distasteful fun 
For just a little whilcl 

A change came o cr my Vision — it was night 
We clove a pathway through a frantic throng 
The steeds, wild plunging, Riled us with affright 
The chariots whirled along 

Within a marble hall a river ran— 

A living tide, half muslin and half cloth 
And here one mourned a broken wreath or fan, 

Vet swallowed down her wrath, 

And here one offered to a thirsty fair 
(His words half*drowncd amid those thunders tuneful) 
Some froien viand (there were many there), 

A tooth ache m each spoonful 

There comes a happy pause, for human strength 
Will not endure to dance without cessation. 

And every one must reach the point at length 
Of absolute prostration 

At such a moment ladies learn to give 
To partners who would urge them overmuch, 

A flat and yet decided negative — 

Photographers love such 

There comes a welcome summons — hope revives. 

And fading eyes grow bright and pulses quicken 
Incessant pop the corks and busy knives 
Dispense the tongue and chicken 
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Flushed with ne\\' life, the crowtl flows back again; 
And all is tangled talk and mazy motion — 

Much like a waving field of golden grain, 

Or a tempestuous ocam. 

And thus they give the time, that Nature meant 
For peaceful sleep and meditative snores, 

To ceaseless din and mindless merriment 
And waste of shoes and floors. 

And One (we name him not) that flies the flowers, 
That dreads the dances, and that shuns the salads, 

They doom to pass in solitude the hours, 

Writing acrostic-ballads. 

How late it grows! The hour is surely past 
That should have w’arncd us wnth its double knock? 

The twilight wanes, and morning comes at last— 

“Oh, Uncle, what’s o’clock?” 

The Uncle gravely nods, and wisely winks. 

It may mean much, but how is one to know? 

He opes his mouth— yet out of it, metbinks, 

No words of wisdom flow. 

Answer: Commemoration, Monstrosities. 

n 

Empress of Art, for thee I twine 
This wreath with all loo slender skill. 

Forgive my Muse each halting line. 

And for the deed accept the willl 


O day of tears} Whence comes rJiis spectre grim, 
Parting, like Death’s cold nver, souls that love? 
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Is not he bound to thee, as thou to him, 

By vows, unwhispercd here, yet heard above? 

And still jt lives, that keen and licavcnward flame, 
Lives m his eye, and trembles in his lone 
And these wild words of fury but proclaim 
A heart that beats for thee, for thee alone! 

But all IS lost that mighty mind o’crihrown, 

Like sweet bells yanglcd, piteous sight to seel 
“Doubt that the stars arc fire, $0 runs his moan, 

' Doubt Truth herself, but not my love for thccl" 

A sadder vision yet ihmc aged sire 
Shaming his hoary locks with treacherous wde! 
And dose thou now doubt Truth to be a liar? 

And wilt thou die, that hast forgot to smile? 

Nay, get thee hcnccl Leave all thy winsome rvays 
And the faint fragrance of thy scattered flowers 
In holy silence wait the appointed days. 

And weep away the leaden footed hours 

Answer Ellen Terry 

in 

The air is bright with hues of light 

And rich with laughter and with singing 
Young hearts beat high in ecstasy, 

And banners wave, and bells arc ringing 
But silence falls with fading day. 

And there s an end to mirth and play 
Ah, well a dayl 
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Rest your old bones, ye wrinkled cronesl 
The kettle sings, the firelight dances. 
Deep be it quaffed, the magic draught 
That fills the soul with golden fancies! 
For Youth and Plcasancc will not stay. 
And ye arc withered, worn, and gray. 
Ah, well-a-day! 

O fair cold face! O form of grace, 

For human passion madly yearning! 

O weary air of dumb despair, 

From marble svon, to marble turning! 
“l«ive us not thus!” we fondly pray. 
“We cannot let thee pass away!” 

Ah, well-a-day! 

Anstver: Gabtea (Ga]a*tea). 

IV 

Mr First is singular at best: 

More plural is my Second: 

My Third is far the pluralest — 

So plural-plural, I protest 

It scarcely can be reckoned! 

My First is foUosved by a bird: 

My Second by believers 
In magic art: toy simple Third 
Follows, not often, hopes absurd 
And plausible deceivers. 

My First to get at wisdom tries — 

A failure melancholy! 
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My Second men revered jis ^M$c: 

My Third from heights of w isdom flics 
To depths of frantic folly. 

My First is ageing day hy day: 

My Second’s age is ended: 

My Third cn)0)s an age, they say. 

That never seems to fade away, 
Through ccniuncs extended. 

My Whole? I need a poet’s pen 
To pamt her myriad phases* 

The monarch, and the slave, of men— 
A mountain summit, and a den 
Of dark and deadly mares — 

A flashing light— a fleeting shade— 
Beginning, end, and middle 
Of all that human an hath made 
Oi wit dcviscdl Go, seek her aid, 

If you would read my riddle! i 
} 

Answer Imagination (I Magi nation). 


FAME’S PENNY TRUMPET 

i 

fAflcctionately dedicated to all "original researchers” wht 
pant for "endowment ”] 

Btow, blow your trumpets till they crack, 

Ye little men of little souls! 

And bid them huddle at your back — / 

Gold sucking Inches, shoals on shoalsl 



PHANTASMAGORIA 899 

Fill all the air with hungry wails — ’ ’ 

“Reward us, ere \vc think or write! ' 

Without your Gold mere Knowledge fails 
To sate the swinish appetite!" 

And, where great Plato paced serene. 

Or Newton paused with wistful eye, 

Rush to the chacc with hoofs unclean 
And Babel-clamour of the sty. 

Be yours the pay: be theirs the praise: 

We will not rrf> them of their due. 

Nor vex the ghosts of other days 
By naming them along with you. ' 

They sought and found undying fame: 

They toiled not for retvard nor thanks: 

Their cheeks are hot with honest shame 
For you, the modern mountebanks! 

Who preach of Jusiice—plead with tears 
That Love and Mercy should abound — 

While marking with complacent cars 
The moaning of some tortured hound: 

Who prate of Wisdom — nay, forbear. 

Lest Wisdom turn on you in wrath, 

Trampling, ivith heel that trill not spare, 

The vermin that beset her path! 

Go, throng each other’s drawng-rooms. 

Ye idols of a petty clique: 

Strut your brief hour in borrowed plumes 
And make your penny-trumpets squeak: 
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Deck ^our dull talk with pilfered shreds 
Of learning from a nobler time, 

And oil each other’s little heads 
With mutual nailery's golden slime: 

And when the topmost height ye gain, 
And stand in Glory’s ether clear, 

And grasp the prize of all your pain — 
So many hundred pounds a year — 

Then let Fame’s banner be unfurledl 
Sing Parans for a victory won! 

”Ve tapers, that would light the world. 
And cast a shadow on the Sun — 

Who stiU shall pour His rays sublime, 
One crystal flood, from ^st to West, 
When ye have burned your little time 
And feebly flickered into rest! 



COLLEGE RHYMES AND 
NOTES BY AN OXFORD CHIEL 


FROM COLLEGE RHYMES 
ODE TO DAMON 

(From Chloe, tpho Understands His Meaning,') 

“Oh, do not forget the day when we met 
At the fruiterer’s shop in the city: 

When you said I was plain and excessively vain, 

But I knew that you meant I was pretty. 

“Recollect, too, the hour when 1 purchased the flour 
(For the dumplings, you know) and the suet; 

Whilst the apples I told ray dear Damon to hold, 

(/list CO sec if you knew how to do it). 

"Then recall to your mind how you left me behind, 
And went off in a ’bus with the pippins; 

When you said you’d forgot, but I knew you had not', 
(It was merely to save the odd threepence!). 

“Don't forget your delight in the dumplings that night, 
Though you said they were tasteless and doughy: 

But you winked as you spoke, and I saw that the joke 
(// it was one) tvas meant for your ChlocJ 
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“Then remember the day when Joe offered to pay 
For \i5 all at the Great Exhibition; 

You proposed a short cut, and we found the thing shu 
(We were two hours loo late for admission). 

“Your 'short cut’, dear, we found took us seven mi 
round t 

(And Joe said exactly what we did) 

Well, I helped you out then — it was just like you men 
'Not an atom oj sense when tfs needed! 

“You said ‘What’s to be done?’ and / thought you m f 
(Never dreaming you were such a ninny). 

'Home directlyl’ said I, and you paid for the fly» ' 
(And I tkinf{ that you gave him a guinea) . 

“Well, that notion, you said, had not entered your he 
Yo« proposed ‘The best thing, as we’re come, Is 
(Since It opens again m the morning at ten) 

To wait’—OA, you pnnee oj all dummies! 

“And when Joe asked you ‘Why, if a man were to die 
Just as you ran a sword through his middle. 

You’d be hung for the cumc^’ and you said ‘Give 
time!’ 

And brought to your Chloe the riddle — 

"Why, remember, you dunce, how 1 solved it at one 
(The question which Joe had referred to you), 
Why, 1 told you the caus^ was ‘the force of the laws,’ 
And you said 'It had never occurred to you ’ 

“This instance will show that your brain is too slow 
And (though your exterior is showy). 


COLLEGE RHYMES 

Y« so arrant a goose can be no sort of use 
To society— come to your Chloc} 

‘You’Jl find no one like me, who can manage to sec 
Your meaning, you talk so obscurely: 

Why, if once I werc^nc, how would you get on? 

Come, you know what I mean, Damon, surely.” 

i86i. 


those horrid HURDY-GDRDlESf 

A. MONODY, BY A VICTIM 

’‘•My mother bids me bind my hair,” 

And not go about such a figure; 

It’s a bother, of course, but what do 1 care? 

I shall da as I please when I’m bigger. 

"My lodging is on the cold, cold ground," 
As the first-floor and attic were taken. 

I tried the garret but once, and found 
That my svish for a change was mistaken. 

“Ever of thee!” yes, “Ever of thccl" 

They chatter more and more, 

Till I groan aloud, “Oh! let me be! 

I have heard it all bcforcl” 

“Please remember the organ, sir,” 

What? hasn't he left rne yet? 

I promise, good man; for its tedious burr 
I never can forget. 

1861. 
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MY FANCY 

1 PAINTED her a gushing thing, 

V/iih years perhaps a score; 

I little thought to find they were 
At least a dozen more; 

My fancy gave her eyes of blue, 

A curly auburn ncad* 

1 came to find the blue a green, 

The auburn turned to red. 

She boxed my cars this morning, 
They tingled very much; 

I own that I could wish her 
A somewhat lighter touch; 

And it you were to ask me how 
Her charms might be improved, 

I would not have them added to^ 

But )U5t a few removed I 

She has the bear’s ethereal grace, 
The bland hyena's laugh. 

The footstep of the elephant, 

The neck of the giraffe; 

I love her still, believe me. 

Though my heart «s passion hides 
“She’s all my fancy painted her,” 
But oh* how much besidesl 
Mar 15, i86z. 
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THE MAJESTY OE JUSTICE 

AK OXFORD IDYtL 

They passed bcncaih the College gate; 
And down the High went slowly on; 

Then spake the Undergraduate 
To that benign and portly Don: 

"They say that Justice is a Queen— 

A Queen of awful Majesty— 

Yet in the papers I have seen 
Some things that puzzle me. 

"A Court obscure, $0 rumour states, 
There is, called ‘Vicc-Cancellarii,’ 
Which keeps on Undergraduates, 

Who do not pay their bills, a wary eye. 
A case Tm told was lately brought 
Into that tiniest of pbces, 

And justice in that case was sought— 

As in most other cases. 

“Well! Justice as I hold, dear friend, 

Is Justice, neither more than 1^: 

1 never dreamed it could depend 
On ceremonial or dress. 

1 thought that her imperial sway 
In Oxford surely would appear, 

But all the papers seem to say 
She ’s not majestic Acre.” 

The portly Don he made reply. 

With the most roguish of his glances. 
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"Perhaps she drops her Majesty 
Under peculiar arcumstanccs ” 

“But that’s the pomtl” the >oung man cried, 
“The puzzle that 1 wish to pen you m — 
How are the public to decide 
Which article is genuine? 

“Is’t only when the Court is large 
That we for ’Majestj’ need hunt? 

Would what is Justice in a barge 
Be something different m i punt? 

"Nay, nay' ’ the Don replied, amused, 
“You’re talking nonsense, sirl You know itl 
Such arguments were never used 
By any friend of Jowen ” 

i 

“Then is it m the men who trudge 
(Beef*catcrs 1 believe they call them) 

Before each wigged and ermincd judge, 

For fear some mischief should befall them? 
If 1 should recognise in otic 
(Through all disguise) my own domesUc, 

I fear 'twould shed a gleam of fun 
Even on the ‘Majestic’!” 

The portly Don replied, "Ahcml 
They can’t exactly be its essence 
I scarcely think the \vant of them 
The 'Majesty of Justice’ lessens 
Besides, incy always marc’n awry, 

Their gorgeous garments never fit 
processions don’t make Majesty — 

1 m quite convinced of it ’’ i 
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‘‘Then is it in the wig it lies, 

Whose countless ro\%-s of rigid curls 
Are gazed nt with admiring eyes 
By country lads and scr\'ant*girls?’‘ 

Out laughed that bland and courteous Don; 

“Dear sir, I do not mean to flatter — 

But surely you have hit upon' 

The essence of the matter. 

“They will not own the Majesty 
Of justice, making Monarchs bow. 

Unless as evidence they see 
The horsehair wig upon her brow. 

Yes, yesl That makes the silliest men 
Seem wise; the meanest men look big; 

The Majesty of Justice, then. 

Is seated in the WIG." 

Marfh 1863. 



FROM NOTFS BY AN OXFORD CHIEL 

THE ELECTIONS TO THE HEKDOMADAL 
COUNCIL 

[In the )car 1866, a Letter uith the above title "as pub- 
lished m Oxford, addressed by Mr Goldwm Smith to the 
Senior Censor of Christ Church, with the two-fold object 
of revealing to the University a vast political misfortune 
which It had unwittingly encountered, and of suggesting 
a remedy which should at once 'illcviate the bitterness of 
the calamity and secure the sufferers from its recurrence. 
The misfortune thus revealed was no less than the fact 
that, at a recent election of Members to the Hebdomadal 
Council, tivo Conservatives had been cliosen, thus giving 
a Conservative majority m the Council; and the remedy 
suggested was a suiBciemly sweeping one, embracing, as 
It did, the following details — 

1 “The exclusion” (from Congregation) “of the non 
academical elements which form a mam part of the 
strength of this party domination ” These “elements” arc 
afterwards enumerated as “the parish clergy and the pro- 
fessional men of the city, and chaplains who art without 
any academical occupation” 

2 The abolition of the Hebdomadal Council 

3 The abohuon of the legislative functions of Convo- 
cation 

These arc all the mam features of this remarkable 
scheme of Reform, unless it be necessary to add — 

4 “To preside over a Congregation with full IcgislaUvc 
powers, the Vice Chancellor ought no doubt to be a man 
of real capacity ” 

But It would be invidious to suppose that there was 
any intention of suggestmg this as a novelty 
908 
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The foHow'ing rhyihmjcal vereion of the Letter develops 
its principles to an extent which possibly the writer had 
never contemplated.] 


"Noh’ is the icinter of our Jiscontentr * 

“He.\rd ye the arrow hurtle in the sky? 

Heard ye the dragon-monster’s dreadful cry? — 
Excuse this sudden burst of the Heroic; 

The present state of things would vex a Stoic! 
And just as Sairey Gamp, for pains within. 
Administered a modicum of gin. 

So docs my mind, when vexed and ill at ease, 
Console itself with soothing similes, 

The “dragon-monster" (pestilential schism!) 

I need not tell you is Conservatism. 

The “hurtling arrow” (till we find a better) 

Is represented by the present Letter. 

Twas, 1 remember, but the other day, 

Dear Senior Censor, that you chanced to say 
You thought these party-combinations would 
Be found, “though needful, no unminglcd g^.” 
Unmingled good? They arc unminglcd ill! 

I ne\*cr look to them, and never will 
What am I saying? Heed it not, my friend: 

On the next page I mean to recommend 
The very dodges that I now condemn 


•Dr. Wyntcf. President o£ SL John's, one of the recently elected 
Co[uetTati\e members of Counol. . . , _ 

*na a letter on a point connected with the late ele^ns to the 
Hebdomadal CouncJ j-ou incidentally remarked to me that our co^ 
binadons for these elreBons. tboush necessary were not an uamiied 
good.’ The? are an unmixed enl '* • ^ 

•“I nereVBo to a caucus without lelomnee- I never i^te a can- 
vassing letter without a feeling of repugnance to my task. 
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In the Conservatives’ Don’t hint to them i 

AwordoEthisI (In confidence Ahcml) 

Need I rehearse the history o£ Jewett? 

I need not, Senior Censor, for you know it ^ 

That was the Board Hebdomadal, and ohl 

Who would be free, themselves must strike the blow! 

Let each that wears a beard, and each that shaves, 

Join in the cry ‘ We never wiU be slavcsl” ^ 

“But can the University afford 
To be a slave to any kmd of board? 

A slaved ’ you shuddering ask ‘Think you it can, Sic?” 
"Not at the present moment," is my answer ^ 

I’ve thought the matter o er and o’er again 
And given to it all my powers of brain, 

I've thought It out, and this is what I make it, 

(And 1 don't care a Tory how you take it ) 

// may be right to go ahead I guess "I 

It may be right to stop I do confess, > ^ 

Also.itmay be nght toretrogress^ J 

So says the oracle, and, for myself, 1 
Must say it beats to fits the one at Delphil 
To save beloved Oxford from the yoke, 

(For this majority s beyond a |oke). 

We must combine,^ aycl hold a caucus mectmg,® 

Unless we want to get another beating 
That they should ‘ bottle’ us is nothing new — 

But shall they bottle us and caucus too? 

* l need nM icheaiM \hc tmioiy ot ihe Regius Professor of Greek 

* The University cannot aiTord at the present moment to be de 
livered over as a slave to any non academical interest whatever 

* It may be r ght to go on it may be right to stand sull of it may 
be right to go back 

* To save the Univetsty from going compleiefy under the yoke 

we shall still be obliged to combine 

* Caucus hold ng and wire pulting would soil be almost inevitably 
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See the “fell unity of purpose” now 
With which Obstructives plunge into the row! * 
“Factious Minorities," we used to sigh — 

“Factious Majorities" is now the cry. 

“Votes — ninety-two” — no combination here: 

“Votes — ninety-three” — tonspiracy, *tis clear! “ 

You urge “ Tis but a unit." 1 reply 
That in that unit lurks their “unity.” 

Our s*otcr$ often bolt, and often baulk us. 

But then, they ncs-er, never go to caucus! 

Our voters can’t forget the maxim famous 
"Semel electum seruper cUgamus t 
They never can be worked into a ferment 
By visionary promise of preferment, 

Nor taught, by hints of “Paradise"* beguJed, 

To whisper “C for Chaimian" like a child! * 

.And thus the friends that sve have tempted down 
Oft lake the tsvoo’clock Express for torni.* 

This is our danger: this the secret foe 
That aims at Oxford such a deadly blow. 

What champion fan we find to save the State, 


‘“Bui what are we to do’ Herr o a sreat pel.n^ wd^lofri- 
cal party ... Ubouiins under perfect djsapline and te ll unity 
o£ purpewc. xo hold the UniTcrjity in aubjeewn. and fid her porera- 

naent with iia nominees.*’ . , . 

■At . mmt o Ot^ol. tb. Ltlmb mutltjjd mnetr-tt. 

TOtts and the Conserranra mnety-tbree; whereupon the latter were 
charged with haTine (Ataaned their *ic»ry by a eonyiracy. 

*Kot to mention that, as we cannot prt^se Paradise to^ 

they a.-e yery apt to take the train for London just before dw 

elec&oa. j j ^ 

•it b cot known to what the word “Pandiw wo intended to 
allude, and therefore the hic^ here thitr^ wt. t^t ^ wi^ 
to tecaU the case of the late rha.rman of .Mr. Gladstone s wmmittee. 
who had been recently collated » die Sec of Chester, is wholly wanton 
and srratmtous- . - . a 

*A case of dm kind had actoaUy occurred on the occasion ol the 
diTidon just alluded to. 
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To cTUih lUc ploi? Wc UarUy whiipcr “Want” * 

My scheme is this; remove the votes of all 
The rcstdems that arc not Libera!—^ 

Leave the young Tutors uncontrolled anti free, 

And Oxford then shall sec— what it iluU sec. 

What next? Why then, I say, let Convocation 
Be shorn of all her powers of Icgisblion * 

But why stop there* Let us goltoldly on — 

Sweep everything beginning with a ‘ Con** 

Into oblivionl Convocation first, 

Conservatism next, and, list and worst, 

"ConoUunt liebdantadaU" must. 

Consumed and conquered, be consigned to dustM 

And here 1 must relate a little (able 
1 heard last Saturday at our high table*— 

The cats, it seems, were masters of the house, 

And held their own against the rat and mouse: 

Of course the others couldn’t stand ji long, 

So held a caucus (not, m their case, wrong) : 

And, when they were assembled to a man. 

Uprose an aged rat, and thus began — 

“Brothers m bondage! Shall we bear to be 
For ever left in a minority* 

'Mr ■Wa>tc, now Prc»«lent ol Tnnity then fut forward a» the 
Liberal caniLdate for election to Council 
’ You and oiIict, sui,).tn as ibe only efteciivc rcmetl> that the 
Constituency should be reformed by the exclitt on of the non academ 
teal elements which form a tnam part ot the «rcngvK of iKit party 
domination 

• *1 confess that having included all the really academical elements 
w. Coujtegauott I vtouU g<» boldty w»d yw aft eod to LegiaU- 
tive functions of Convocation 

* 'This conviction that white we haw Elections to Council we shall 
not entirely get nd of party organization and its evils, leads roe to 
venwse a step further, and to tatsc the question whether it u really 
necessary that we should hare an Hceiivc Council for legislative 
purposes at all 
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With what 'fell unity of purpose’ cats 
Oppose the trusting innocence of rats! 

So unsuspicious are we of disguise. 

Their machinations take us by surprise — ^ 

Insulting and tyrannical absurdities! - 
It is too bad by half — upon my word It is! 

For, now that these Con — t cats, I should say (frizzle 
’cml), ^ 

Are masters, thev exterminate like Islam! ® 

How shall we d«l with them? Ill tell you how:— 

Let none but kittens be allowed to miaow! 

The Liberal kittens seize us but in play. 

And, while they frolic, we can run aw’ay; 

But older cats arc not so generous, 

Their claws are too Conservative for us! 

Then let rAem keep the sublc and the oats, 

^Vh^le kittens, rats, and mice have all the votes. 

“Yes; banish cats! The kittens would not use 
Their powers for blind obstruction,^ nor refuse 
To let us sip the cream and gnaw the cheese— 

Hosv glorious then would be our destinies! 

Kittens and rats would occupy the throne. 

And rule the larder for itself alone! 

So rhymed my friend, and asked me what I thought 
of it. 


‘“Sometimes, indeed, not being informed that the wir« are at 
work, tve ait completely taken by surprise. 

’ "We are without protection against this most insulong and 
t) rannical absurdit> _ 

* “It is as exterminating as Islam. . t .v 

‘Their powers would scarttly be exerawd for the pui^ of 
fanaticism, or in a spirit of blind obstruroon. ,r,A 

•ThS narrow local bounds, wttl^ 
schemes ha»e hitherto been pent. wiH begin to disappear, and a far 
wider sphere of action will <^n ®“ ,, , 

“TW cminal. must be fitri> to all who can serre her 

well and who snll serve her for herself. 
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1 loW him that so much as I had caught of it 
Appeared to me (as 1 need hardly mention) 

Entirely undeserving of attention ■' 

But noiv, to guide the Congregation, when 
It numbers nope but really “able” men, 

A "Vice CanceUaritis" will be needed 
Of every kind of human weakness wccdedl 
Is such the president that we have got^ 

He ought no doubt to be, why should he not? * 

I do not hint that Liberals should dare 
To oust the present holder of the choir — 

But surely he would not object to be 
Gently eiamined by a Board of three? 

Their duty being just to ascertain ^ ^ 

That he s all there ' (I mean, of course, m brain), 

And that his mind, from ‘ petty details ’ clear, * 

U fitted foe the duties of his sphere 
All this 18 merely moonshine, till we get 1 

The seal of Parliament upon it set 
A word then, Senior Censor, m your car 
The Government is in a state of fear — 

Like some old gendeman, abroad at night, f 

Seized with a sudden shiver of affright. 

Who offers money, on his bended knees. 

To the first skulking vagabond he sees — 

Now is the lucky moment for our task. 

They daren t refuse us anything we ask! " 

* To preside o>cr a Congregation with full legislative powers the 
Viec-Chancellot ought oo doubt to be a man of teal capacity but why 
ibiJiiJ/i Lri oAr.’ tbs. vwj/i titti, feu ‘}sjr> ^ •in.'i'* vs, t’M bw. 

h gh funct 004 W be cleat of petty ilcta U and devoted to the grtat 
matters of University business but why should not th s condition 
also be fulfilled’ 

’ If you apply no T to Parliament tor this or any other University 
reform you will find tl e House of Commons vn a propitious mood 
Even the Conservative Coverament, as it looks for the support 
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And then our Fellowships shall open be I 

To Intclica, no meaner quality! 

No moral excellence, no social fitness 
Shall ever be admissible as uiiness. 

“Avaunt, dull Virtue!" is Oxonia’s cry: 

“Come to my arms, ingenious Villainy!" 

For Classic Fellowships, an honour high, 

Simonides and Co. will then apply — 

Our Mathematics will to Oxford bring 
The 'cutest members of the betting-ring — 

Law Fellowships will start upon their journej’S 
A myriad of unscrupulous attorneys — 

While prisoners, doomed till now to toil unknown, ^ 
Shall mount the Physical Professor’s ihroncl 
And thus would Oxford educate, indeed, ^ 

Men far beyond a merely Ic^l need— 

With no career before ihtm, I may say,* 

Unless they’re wise enough to go away, 

And seek far West, or in the disunt East, 

Another Sock of pigeons to be fleeced. 

I might go on, and yacc the destiny 
Of Oxford in an age which, though it be 
Thus breaking wiA tradition, owns a new 
Allegiance to the intellectual few' — 

(I mean, of course, the — pshaw! no matter who!) 

But, were I to pursue the boundless ihcm^ 

I fear that I should seem to you to dream.“ 


of moderate Ijbcrals oa the one gieai nibjnt, is very imwillmg to 
present itself In such an aspect that these men may not be able de- 
cently to give It tbeir stippoit.” 

‘“W’lth open Fellow-ships Oaford will soon prtrfuce a supp y of 
men fit for the wort of high education far beyond her own local 
tnands, and m fact with no career before them unless a career can be 
opened el se where.- . w , c 1. .u 

’ “I should seem to you to dream if I svere to say what I think the 
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This to fulfil, or even — ^humbler far — 

To shun Conservatism’s noxious star 
And all the evils that it brings behind. 

These pestilential coils must be untwined — 

The party-coils, that clog the march of Mind — 

Choked in whose meshes Oxford, slowly wise, 

Has lam for three disastrous centuries ' 

Away with them! (It is for this I yearn!) 

Each twist untwist, each Turner overturn! 

Disfranchise each Conservative, and cancel 
The votes of Michell, Ltddon, Wall, andMansel! 

Then, then shall Oxford be herself again, 

Neglect the heart, and cultivate the brain — 

Then this shall be the burden of our song, 

“All change is good— whatever is, is wrong—” 

Then Intellect’s proud flag shall be unfurled, 

And Brain, and Bram alone, shall rule the world! 

deitmy of the University may be in an age which, though it tt breakms 
With tradition, is, from the lame causes, owning a new allegiance to 
intellectual authority ‘ 

‘ But to fulfil Ais, or even a far humbler destiny — to escape the 
opposite lot-^hc pestilential coils of party, in which the University 
has lam for three disastrous centunes choked, must Ik untwined " 
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THE DESERTED PARKS 
“Solitudincm fadunt: Parciim appellant.” 

Museum! loveliest building of the plain 
Where Chenvcll winds towards the distant main; 
How often have I loitered o’er thy green, 

^^^lerc humble happiness endeared the scene! 

How often have I paused on every charm, 

The rustic a>uple walking arm in arm — 

The groups of trees, with seats beneath the shade 
For prattling babes and whispVing lovers made — 
The never-failing brawl, the busy mill 
Where tiny urchins vied in fistic skill— 

(Two phrases only have that dusky race 
Caught from the learned influence of the place; 
Phrases in their simplicity sublime, 

“Scramble a copper!” “Please Sir, what’s the time?" 
These round thy mlks their cheerful influence shed; 
There were thy charms— but all these charms are fled. 

Amidst thy bowers the tyrant’s hand is seen, 

And rude pavilions sadden all thy green; 

One selfish pastime grasps the whole domain, 

And half a faction swallows up the plain; 

Adown thy glades, all sacrificed to cricket. 

The hollow-sounding bat now guards the wicket; 
Sunk arc thy mounds in shapeless level all, 

Lest aught impede the swiftly rolling ball; 

And trembling, shrinking from the fatal blow. 

Far, far away thy hapless children go. 

Ill fares the place, to luxury- a prey, 

^\’herc s\-cahh accumubtes, and minds decay; 

Athletic sports may flourish or may fade. 

Fashion may make them, cs-en as it has made; 
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But the broad parks, the cUy's joy and pride, 

When once destroyed cin nc\'cf be supplied! 

Ye friends to truth, ye statesmen, who survey 
The rich man s pys increase, the poor's decay, 

Tis yours to judge, how wide the limits stand 
Between a splendid and a happy land. 

Proud swells go by svith laugh of hollow joy. 

And shouting Folly hails them with “Ahoy!” 

Funds even bcybnd the miser’s wish abound. 

And rich men flock from all the world around. 

Yet count our gams. This wealth is but a name, 

That leaves our useful products still the same. 

Not so the loss. The man of wealth and pride 
Takes up a space that many poor supplied', 

Space for the game, and all its instruments, 

Space for pavilions and for scorers' tents; 

The ball, that raps his shins in padding cased, 

Has wore the verdure to an arid waste; 

His Park, where these exclusive sports arc seen. 
Indignant spurns the rustic from the green; 

While through the plain, consigned to silence all, ' 

In barren splendour flits the russet ball. ' ' 

In peaceful converse with his brother Don, 

Here oft the calm Professor wandered on; 

Strange words he used — men drank with wondering ears 
The languages called “dead,” the tongues of other years.' 
(Enough of Heber! Let me once again ' 

Attune my verse to Goldsmith’s liquid strain.) 

A man he was to undergraduates dear, “ * 

And passing rich with forty pounds a year. 

And so, 1 ween, he would have been till now. 

Had not his friends (’twere long to tell you how) 
Prevailed on him, Jack-Homer-likc, to try 
Some method to evaluate his pie, ' 
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And win Erotn those dark depths, with skilful thumb,. ' 
Five times a hundredweight of luscious plum — , > 
Yet for no thirst of wealth, no love of praise. 

In lcam«l labour he consumed his days! 

O Luxury! thou cursed by Heaven’s decree, 

How ill exchanged are things like these for thee! 

How do thy podons, with insidious joy. 

Diffuse their pleasures orJy to destroy; 

Iced cobbler, Badminton, and shandy-gaff, 

Rouse the loud jest and idiotic laugh; 

Inspired by them, to dpsy greamess grown, 

Alcn boast a florid vigour not their own; 

At every draught more wild and wild they grow; 

While pitying friends observe “1 told you so! 

*nil, summoned to their post, at the first ball, 

A feeble under-hand, their wickets fail. 

Even now the devastadon is begun, 

And half the business of destruedon done; 

Even now*, methinks while pondering here in pity, 

I see the rural Virtues leave the city. 

Contented Toil, and calm scholasuc Care, 

And frugal Moderadon, all arc there; 

Resolute Industry* that scorns the lure 
Of careless nurth — that dwells apart secure 
To science gives her days, her midnight oil. 

Cheered by the sympathy of others toil 
Courtly Refinement, and that Taste in dress 
That brooks no meanness, yet avoids excess 
All these I sec, with slow rductant pace 
Desert the long-beloved and honoured place! 

While yet ’ns ume, Oxonia, rise and fling 
The spoiler from thee: grant no parleying! 

Teach him that eloquence, against the wrong. 

Though very poor, may suU be very* strong; 
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That party-interests we must forgo, 

When hostile to "pro bono publico"; 

That faction's empire hastens 10 its end, 
When once mankind to common sense attend; 
While independent votes may win the day 
Even against the potent spell of "Playl" 

May 1867. 


EXAMINATION STATUTE 

l“The Statute proposed to allow candidates for a degree to 
forsake Classics after Moderations, except so far as was need- 
ed for a Fourth Class m the Final School of Liter* Humani* 
ores, if they wished to graduate m saence. This Dodgson 
considered degrading both to Classics and to Mathematics. 
— Dodgron Handbool^.] 

A list o£ those who might, could, would, or should have 
voted thereon in Congregation, February 2, 468!, ar- 
ranged alphabetically. 

A is for [Acland], who’ d physic the Masses, 

B IS for [Brodic], who swears by the gases. 

C is for (Conington], constant to Horace. 

D IS for fDonkm], who integrates for us. 

E IS for [Evans], with rifle well steadied. 

F IS for [Freeman], Examiner dreaded! 

G’s [Goldwin Smith], by the "Saturday” quoted. 

H IS for [Hcurticy], to “Margaret” devoted. 

I iTO. ibft. Awi/K, 3. shiyTOftS xssWit— 

J IS for [Jowett], who lectures m Attic: 

K IS for [Kitchen], than attic much warmer. 

L IS for [Liddell], relentless reformed 
M IS for [Mansel], our Logtc-providcr, 
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And [Norris] is N, once a &mous rough-rider. 
[Ogilviej’s O, Orthodoxy’s Mendozal 
And [Parker] is P, the amendment-proposer. 

Q is the Quad, where the Dons are collecting. 

R is for [Rollcsion], who lives for dissecting: 

S is for [Stanley], sworn foe to formality. 

Ts [Travers Twiss], full of civil legality. 

U’s University, factiously splitting — 

V’s the Vice-Chancellor, ceaselessly sitting. 

W’s [Wall], by Museum made frantic, 

X the Xpenditure, grown quite gigantic. 

Y are the Young men, whom nobody thought about— 
Z is the Zeal that this victory brought about. 
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ACROSTIC 

Limx maidens, when you look 
On this little storybook, 

Reading with attentive eye 
Its enticing history, 

Never think that hours o£ play 
Are your only HOLIDAY, 

And that m a HOUSE of joy 
Lessons serve but to annoy 
If m any HOUSE you find 
Children of a gentle mind, 

Each the others pleasing ever — 

Each the others vexing never— 

Daily work and pastime daily 
In their order taking gail) — 

Then be very sure that they 
Have a life of HOLIDAY 
Chritimat i8Gi 


502 
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TO THREE PUZZLED LITTLE GIRLS, 
FROM THE AUTHOR 

(To the three Misses Drury.) 

Three little maidens U'cary of the rail, 

Three pairs of little cars listening to a tale, 

Three little hands held out in readiness, 

For three little puzzles very hard to gucss- 
Thrcc pairs of little eyes, open wonder-wide, 

At three Utile scissors lying side by side. 

Three litde mouths that thanked an unknown Friend, 

For one Uttle book, he undertook to send. 

Though whether they’ll remember a friend, or book, or 
^day— 

In three little vs'ecks is very hard to say. 

Auguft X869. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC 

(To Miss E. M. Argles.) 

I SING a place wherein agree 
All things on land that fairest be, 

AH that is sweetest of the sea. 

Nor can I break the silken knot 
That binds my memory' to the spot 
And friends too dear to be forgot. 


On rocky brow e loved to stand 
And watch in silence, hand in hand. 
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The shadows veiling sea and land B luf F 

Then dropped the breeze, no vessel passed 
So silent stood each taper mast. 

You would have deemed it chained and 

fast A ncho R 


Above the blue and fleecy sky 
Below, the waves that quivering lie. 

Like crisped curls of greenery B roccol I 

A sail! ’ resounds from every lip 
Mizcn, no, square sail— ah, you tnpl 
Edith, It cannot be a ship! B arqu £ 

So home again from sea and beach, 

One nameless feeling thrilling each 
A sense of beauty, passing speech A ppreciatio N 

l<et lens and tripod be unslungl 
' DoUyl 's the word on every longue, 

Dolly must sit, for she is youngl C hil D 

Photography shall change her face. 

Distort It with uncouth grimace — 

Make her bloodthirsty, fierce, and base O diou S 

I end my song while scarce begun. 

For I should want, ere all was done, 

Four weeks to tell the talc of one M ont H 

And I should need as large a hand. 

To paint a scene so wild and grand. 

As he who traversed Egypt s land B elzon I 


s.i.y W-Ji «. vaw 

Reject It, if it fails m beauty 

You know your literary dutyl E ditorshi P 


On ikt ral b<twttn Twquay CtiJJford Sep aS 1869 
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THREE LITTLE MAIDS 
(To the three Muses Dniry.) 

Three little maids, one winter day. 

While others went to feed, 

To sing, to laugh, to dance, to playj 
More wisely went to— Reed. 

Tethers, tvhen Icsson-dmc's begun, 

Go, half inclined to cry. 

Some in a walk, some in a run; 

But these went in a— Fly. 

I give to other little maids 
A smile, a kiss, a look, 

Presents ivbose memory quickly fades; 

I give to these— a Book. 

Happy Arcadia may blind, 

While all abroad, their eyes; 

At home, this book (I trust) theyll find 
A very catching prize. 

PUZZLE 

(To Mary, Ina, and Harriet or "Hartie” Watson ) 

WjiEj/ . a . y and I . a told . a . . ic they’d seen a 
Small . . ea . ij . e uith . i . . . , dressed in crimson and 
blue, 

■ a . . ie cried '* Twas 3 . ai . yl Why, I . a and . a .y, 

I thossld have been happy if I had been youl" 


Said .a.y “You ssouldn’i." Said I.a "You shouldn't — 
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Slivce you can’t be us, and we couldn’t be yo$i. 
You are one, my dear . a Ic, but ft/f arc a . a . . y, 
And a . i . . . e . i . tells us that one isn’t two*' 


THREE CHILDREN 
(To Miss Mary Watson ) 

Three children (ihcir names were so fearful 
You’ll excuse me for leaving them out) 

Sat silent, with faces all tearful — 

What was it about? ' '' 

They were sesving, but needles are prickly, 

And fingers were cold as could be — ' 

So they didn’t get on very quickly, ’ ^ 

And they wept, silly Threel 

I 

“O Mother!" said they, “Guildford’s not a 
Nice place for the winter, that’s flat. 

If you know any country that’s hotter, 

Please take us to that!" 

“Cease crying,” said she, “little daughtcrl 

And when summer comes back with the flowers, 
You shall roam by the edge of the water. 

In sunshiny hours." 

“And in summer,” said sorrowful Mary, 

"We shall heat theshtiW scream of the tram 
That Will bring that dear writer of fairy- 
tales hither again.” 

(Now the person she meant to allude to 
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Was — wcUf it is Eiest to forget. 

It was some one she tdways was rude to, 
Whenever they met.) 

“It’s my duty,” their Nfather continued, 
“To fill with things useful and right 
Your small minds: if 1 put nothing in, you’d 
Be ignorant quite. 

“But enou^ now of lessons and thinking: 

Your meal is quite ready, I sec — 

So attend to your eating and drinking, 

You thirsty young Three!’’ 

Apr. 10, iSyt. 


TWO THIEVES 
(To the Miues Drury.) 

Txvo thieves went out to steal one day 
Thinking that no one knew it: 

Three little maids, 1 griirve to say, 
Encouraged them to do ii- 

Tis sad that htdc children should 
Encourage men in stealing! 

But these. I’ve always understood. 

Have got no proper feeling. 

An aged friend, %vho chanced to pass 
Exactly at the minute. 

Said “Children! Take this Looking-glass, 
And sec your badness in it." 

/an. II, 1872. 
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TWO ACROSTICS 

(To Miff Ruth Dymet.) 

Round the wondrous globe 1 wander wild, 
Up and down-hill — ^Age succeeds to youth — • 
Toiling all in vam to find a child 
Hal£ so loving, ball so dear as Ruth* 

(To Miff Dymcf.') 

Mmdcns, \i a maid you meet 
Always free from pout aod pet, 

Ready smile and temper sweet. 

Greet my little Margaret. 

And if loved by all she be 
Rightly, not a pampered pet, 

Easily you then may see 
Tris my little Margaret, 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 

Two little girls near London dwell, 

More naughty than I like to tell. 


Upon the lawn the hoops arc seen: 
The balls arc rolling on the green. 


The Thames is running deep and wide: 
And boats are rosving on the tide. 

3 

In srinter-time, all in a row. 

The happy skaters come and go. 

4 

“Papa!” they cry, "Do let us stayl 
He does not speak, but says they may. 

5 

“There is a land,” he says, “my dear, 
^Vhich is too hot to skate, I fear. 


T ur F 


R ivc R 


I c E 


N o D 


A fric A 
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ACROSTIC 

• 1 

“Are you deaf, Father Wdham?*’ the young man said, 
“Did you hear what 1 lotd you just now? 

“Excuse me for shouungi Don’t waggle your head 
“Like a blundering, sleepy old cowl 
“A little maid dwelling m Wallington Town, 

“Is my friend, so 1 beg to rctnark. 

“Do you think she’d be pleased if a book were sent down 
"Entitled ‘The Hunt of the Snark?”’ 

“Pack Jt up in brown papcrl” the old man cried, 

“And seal it with olive and^ovc 

“1 command you to do it!” he added with pride, 

“Nor forget, my good fellow, to send her beside 
'Easter Greetings, and give her my love.” 

1876 r 


ACROSTIC 

(To the Mitset Drury ) 

“MmdensI if you love the talc, 

If you love the Snark, 

Need 1 urge you, spread the sail, 
Now, while freshly blows the gale. 
In your ocean barque! 

“English Maidens love renown. 
Enterprise, and fuss! ' 
Laughingly those Maidens frown , 
Laughingly, vnth eyes cast down; 
And they answer thus 
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“English Maidens fear to roam. 

Much we dread dark.; 

Much SVC dread what ills might come, 
If tve left our English hom^ 

‘‘ Even for a Snarltl” 

Apr. 6, 1876, 


ACROSTIC 

Lot'E-lightcd eyes, that will not start 
At frown of rage or maliccl 
Uplifted hfOtt', undaunted heart 
Ready to dine on raspberry-tart 
Along with fairy Alicel 

In scenes as wonderful as if 
She’d flitted in a magic skiff 
Across the sea to Calais: 

Be sure this night, in Fancy’s feast, 
Even till Morning gilds the ease, 
Laura svill dream of Alice! 

Perchance, as long jrars onward haste, 
Laura will u-cary of the taste 
Of Life's cmbkicred chalice; 
hfay she, in such a wwful hour. 
Endued with Memory’s mystic power. 
Recall the dreams of Alicel 

Junf 17, 1S76. 
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TO M. A. n. 


(To hUtt hfarion Terry. "Mary Ann Ifestte Terry*’) 
The rojal MAIJ, dethroned, discrowned 
liy (airy rebels wild, 

Has found a home on tnghsU ground, 

And lives an English child 
I know It, Maiden, when I see 
A fair)-ia1c upon your knee — 

And note the page that idly lingers 
Beneath those still and listless fingers — 

And mark those dreamy looks that stray 
To some bright vision far away, 

Still seeking, .n the pictured story. 

The memory of a vanished glory. 


ACROSTIC 
(To Miss Manon Terry) 

Maiden, though thy heart may quail 
And thy quivering hp grow pale, 
Read the Bellman’s tragic talcl 

Is It life of which It tells ^ 

Of a pulse that sinks and swells 
Never lacking chime of bells? 

Bells of sorrow, bells of cheer, 
Easter, Christmas, glad New Year, 
SuU they sound, afar, anear 
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So may Life’s sweet bells for thee, 
In the summers yet to be, 
Evermore make melodyl 

Atig . 15, 1876. 


MADRIGAL 
(To Mist May Forshall^ 

He shouts amain, he shouts again, 

(Her brother, fierce, as bluff King Hal), 
“I tell you flat, I shall do thaiJ” 

She softly whispers “ 'May for 'shairi" 

He wistful sighed one eventide 
(Her friend, that made this Madrigal), 
“And shall I kiss you, pretty Mjss!” 

Smiling she answered “ 'May' for 'sJtairi" 

With eager eyes my reader cries, 

“Your friend must be indeed a val- 
-uablc child, so sweet, so mild! 

What do you call her?” “May For shall.” 
Dec . 24, 1877. 

LOVE AMONG THE ROSES 

ACROSTIC 

“Seek ye Love, ye fairy-sprites? 

Ask where reddest roses grow. 

Rosy fancies he invites, 

And in roses he delights. 

Have yc found him?” “Nol”‘ 
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"Seek agiin, and find the boy 
In Childhood's heart, so pure and clear.” 
Now the fames leap for joy, 

Crying, “Love is here! ’ 

“Love has found his proper nest; 

And we guard him while he dozes 
In a dream of peace and rest 
Rosier than roses” 

Jan. 3, 1878 


TWO POEMS TO RACHEL DANIEL 
I 

"Oh pudgv podgy pupl 
Why did they wake you up? 

Those crude nocturnal yells 
Are not like silver bells 
Nor ever would recall 
Sweet Music’s 'dying fall * 

They rather bring to mind 
The bitter wmter wind 
Through keyholes shrieking shrilly 
When nights are dark and chilly 
Or like some dire duett. 

Or quarrelsome quartette, 

Of cats who chant their joys 
With execrable noise. 

And murder Time and Tunc 
To vex the patient Moon! ’ 


Nov 1880 
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n 

FOR “the garland OF RACHEL*’ {’1881) 

What hand may wwcathc thy natal crown, 

O tiny tender Spirit-blossom, 

That out of Heaven hast fluttered down 
Into this Earth’s cold bosom? 

Andliow shall mortal bard aspire — 

All sin-begrimed and sorrow-laden — 

To welcome, with the Seraph-choir, 

A pure and perfect Maiden? ' 

Arc not God’s minstrels ever near, 

Flooding with joy the u-oodfand mazes? 

Which shall we summon. Baby dear. 

To carol forth thy praises? 

With sweet sad song the Nightingale 
May soothe the broken hearts that languish 

Where graves arc green — the oipbans' wail. 

The widow’s lonely anguish: 

The Turtle-dove with amorous coo 
May chide the blushing maid that lingers 

To twine her bridal WTcaih anew 
With weak and trembling fingers: 

But human loves and human woes 
Would dim the radiance of thy glory — 

Only the Ijrk such music knou's 
As fits thy stainless story. 
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The world may listen as il will— 

She reeks not, to the skies up-spnnging: 
Beyond our ken she smgeth sail 
For very Joy of smgmg 

THE LYCEUM 

“It is the lawyer’s daughter. 

And she »s grown so dear, so dear, 

She costs me, m one evening. 

The income of a ycarl 
‘You can’t have children’s love,’ she cried, 
‘Unless you choose to fee ’cml’ 

‘And what’s your fee, child^’ I replied. 

She simply said— 

“We saw The Cup ’ ’’ 1 hoped she’d say, 

“I'm grateful to you, very ’’ 

She murmured, as she turned away, 

“That lovely [Ellen Terry ] 

"Compared with her, the rest,” she cried, 

“Are lust like two or three um- 
"bcrcllas standing side by side! 

"Oh, gem of — 

"We saw Two Brothers I confess 
To me they seemed one man 
“Now which IS which, child? Can you guess?” 

She cried, “ A-course 1 caul" 

Bad puns like this 1 always dread, 

And am resolved to flee ’em 
And so I left her there, and fled; 

She hves at — 

i88i 



ACROSTICS AND OTHER VERSES 


937 


ACROSTIC 

Around my lonely hearth to-night. 

Ghostlike the shadows wander: 

Now here, now there, a childish sprite^ 
Earthborn and yet as angel bright, 

Seems near me as I ponder- 

Gaily she shouts: the bughing air 
Echoes her note of gbdoess — 

Or bends herself with earnest care 
Round fairy-fortress to prepare 
Grim battlement or turret-stair— 

In childhood’s merry madness! 

New raptures still hath youth in store. 

Age may but fondly cherish 
Half-faded memories of yore — 

Up, craven heart! repine no more! 

Love stretches hands from shore to shore: 

Love is, and shall not perish! 

DREAMLAND 

(Verses wristen to the dream-music svntten down by C. E. 
utehinson, of Brasenose ColJege.) 

Wotn midnight mists are creeping. 

And all the land is sleeping. 

Around me tread the mighty dead. 

And slowly pass asvay. 

Lo, warriors, saints, and sages, 

From out the vanished ages. 


P 38 ^ I ! / 

With sokmn pace and reverend face 
Appear and pass away 

The blaze of noonday splendour, 

The twilight soft and lender, 

May charm the eye yet they shall die, 

Shall die and pass away 

But here in Dreamland s centre, 

No spoilers hand may enter, ^ 

These visions fair, this radiance rare, 

Shall never pass away 

1 see the shadows fallmg, 

The forms of old recalling, 

Around me tread the mighty dead, 

And slowly pass away 

1882 j 

) 

TO MY CHILD FRIEND 

i 

rEDICATION TO THE CAME OF LOGIC 

I cHAES-t in vain for never again 
All keenly as my glance I bend. 

Will Memory, goddess coy, 

Embody for my joy 
Departed days nor let me gaze 
On thee, my Fairy Fnendl 

Yet could thy face m mystic grace, 

A moment smile on me, twould send 
Far-darting rays of light 
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From Heaven athwart the night. 
By which to read in ^'try deed . 

Thy spirit, sweetest Friend! 

So may the stream of Life’s long dream 
Flow gently onward to its end, 

' With many a floweret gay, • 
A-down its w’illow’y tvay: 

May no sigh vex, no care perplex. 

My loving little Friend! 

1886. 


A RIDDLE 

(To Miff Gaynor Simpson.) 

My Hrst lends his aid when 1 plunge into trade: 

My second in jolliflcations: 

My whole, laid on chinnish, imparts a neat finish 
To pictorial representations. 

intwer. Copal. 


A LIMERICK 

(To M/ri Vera Bennger^ 

There w'as a young lady of station, 

“I love man” vros her sole exclatnauon; 
But when men cned, "You flatter,” 
She replied, "Ohl no matter. 

Isle of Man is the true explanation.” 
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RHYME? AND REASON? 

(To hUis Zmmie Drury ) 

“I’m EMIncnt in RHYME!" she snid 
*1 maVc "WRY Mouths of RYE-Mcal gruel!” 
The Poet smiled, and shook hts head 
“Is REASON, then, the missing jewel?” 


A NURSERY DARLING 

DEDICATION TO THE NURSERY “aUCE,” 1889 

A Mother’s breast* 

Safe refuge from her childish fears, 
From childish troubles, childish tears,* 
Mists that enshroud her dawning years! 
Sec how in sleep she seems to sing 
A voiceless psalm — an offering 
Raised, to the glory of her King, 

In Love for Love is Rest 
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MAGGIE’S VISIT TO OXFORD 
(June 9th la 13th, 18S9) 

{Written for Maggie Bowman.) 

When Maggie once to Oxford came. 

On tour as “Booties Baby,” 

She said:, “I’ll sec this place of fame, 
HowCTcr dull the day be." 

So with her firiend she visited 
The sights that it was rich in: 

And first of all she popped her head 
Inside the Christ Church kitchen. 

The Cooks around that Ikdc child 
Stood waiting in a ring: 

And ei'ery time that Maggie smiled 
Those Cook'S began to sing— 

Shouting the Battle-cr)* of Freedom! 

"Roast, boil and bake. 

For Maggie’s sake: 

Bring cutlets fine 
For Aer to dine. 

Meringues so sweet 
For her to eat — 

For Maggie may be 
Booties’ Baby!” 

Then hand in hand in pleasant talk 
They ^vandercd and admired 

The HaH, Chthcdral and Brtad U^alk, 
Till Maggie's feet wxxe tired: 
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To Worcester Garden next they siroUcd, 
Admired its quiet hke: 

Then to St. John, a college old, 

Their devious tvay they take. 

In idle mood they sauntered round 
Its lawn so green and flat. 

And m that garden Maggie found 
A lovely Pussy*Cail 

A quarter of an hour they spent 
In wandering to and fro; 

And everywhere that Maggie went, 

The Cat tvas sure to go— 

Shouting the Battle-cry of FreedomI 

“Maiow! Maiowl 
Come, make your bow. 

Take off your hats, 

'Ye Pussy Catsl 
And purr and purr. 

To welcome Aer, 

For Maggie may be I 
Booties’ Babyl” i 

So back to Christ Church, not too late 
For them to go and see 
A Christ Church undergraduate. 

Who gave them cakes and tea 

Next day she cnieied with her guide t 
The garden called “Botanic,” 

And there a fierce Wild Boar she spied. 
Enough to cause a panic 
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But Maggie didn’t mind, not she, ' 

She ;\’ould have faced, aione, 

That fierce wild boar, because, you see, 
The thing w’as made of stone. 

On Magdalen n'alls they s3«' a face 
That filled her with delight, 

A giant face, that made grimace 
And grinned with all its might. 

A little friend, industrious. 

Pulled upwards all the while 
The corner of its mouth, and thus 
He helped that face to smilef 

“How nice,” thought Maggie, “it would be 
If / could have a friend 
To do that s*ery thing for me 
And make my mouth turn up with glee. 

By pulhng at one end.” 

In Magdalen Park the deer arc uild 
With joy, that Maggie brings 
Some bread a friend had given the child. 

To feed the pretty things. 

They flock round Maggie without fear: 

They breakfast and they lunch. 

They dme, they sop, those happy deer — 
Snll, as the)’ munch and munch. 
Shouting the Batile-cry of Freedom! 

“^'es, Deer arc wc; 

And dear is she! 

We love this child 
So sweet and mildr 
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Wc all rejoice 
At Maggie’s voice 
Wc all arc fed 
With Maggie’s bread . . , 
For Maggie may be 
Booties’ Babyl” 


They met a Bishop on their way 
A Bishop large as life. 

With loving smile that seemed to say 
“Will Maggie be my wife?" 


Maggie thought not, because, you see 
She was so very young, ’ 

And he was old as old could be . 

So Maggie held her tongue 


“My Lord, she's Booties’ Baby, we 
Are going up and down," 

Her friend esplained, "that she may see 
The sights of Oxford Town ” 


“Now say what kind of place „ 

i he Bishop gaily cried 

"The best place m the ProvmeesI" 

1 hat little maid replied 


hrom Oxford town but yet 
The happy hours she there had spent 
bhe could not soon forget 


The tram is gone, it rumbles on 
The engine whistle screams, 
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Bui Maggie deep ia rosy sleep . . . 

And softly in her dreams, 

Whispers the Batilc<ry of Freedom. 

“Oxford, good-bye!” 

She seems to sigh. 

”1*00 dear old City, 

With gardens pretty. 

And lanes and flowns. 

And college-towers. 

And Tom’s great Bell . . 

Farewell — farewell : 

For Maggie may be 
Booties’ Bahyl" 


MAGGIE B 

(To A/aggie Bowman) 

WuriTEN by Maggie B 

Bought by me: 

A present to Maggie B 

Sent by me: 

But can Maggie be? 
Answered by me: 

“She is she.” 


Aug. 13, iS<>i. 



THREE SUNSETS , 
AND OTHER POEMS 


THREE SUNSETS 

He saw her once, and in the glance, 

A moment s glance oE meeting eyes, 

His heart stood still in sudden trance 
He trembled \\ ith a sweet surprise — 

All m the waning light she stood, j 
The star oE perfect womanhood 

Thai summer eve his heart 'was ligii 
With lighter step he trod the ground 
And liEe was fairer in his sight, 

And music was m every sound 
He blessed the world where there '•ould be 
So beautiful a thing as she 

There once again as evening fell 
And stars were peering overhead, 

Two lovers met to bid farewell 

The western sun gleamed faint and red. 
Lost m a drift of purple cloud 
That wrapped him like a funeral shroud 

Long time the memory of that night — 

The hand that clasped, the lips that kissed, 
The form that faded from his sight 

Slow sinking through the tearful mist — 

In dreamy music seemed to roll 
Through the dark chambers of his soul 
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So after many years he came 
A ^vandcrer from a distant shore: 

The street, the hous^ were still the same. 

But those he «>ught twre there no more: 

His burning word^ his hopes and fears, 
Unheeded fell on alien ears. 

Only the children from their play 
Would pause the mournful tale to hear, 
Shrinking in half-abrm away. 

Or, step by step, would s-enture near 
To touch with timid curious hands 
That strange wild man from ocher lands. 

He sat beside the busy street, 

There, where he last had seen her face; 

And thronging memories, bitter-sweet, 

Seemed yet to haunt the ancient placet 
Her footfall ever floated near: 

Her voice was ever in his ear. 

He sometimes, as the daylight waned 
And evening mists began to roll. 

In half-soliloquy complained 
Of that black shadow on his soul. 

And blindly fanned, mth cruel car^ 

The ashes of a vain despair. 

The summer fledt the lonely man 
Still lmger«l out the lcsscning,dayt: 

Still, as the night drew on, would scan 
Each passing face with closer gazc»— 

Till, s/ci .It bean, be turned away, 

And sighed “She will not come to-day.” 
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VERSE 

So by degrees Ins spjni bent 
To mock ns own despairing cry. 

In stern scU torture to invent 
New luxuries of agony, „ 

And people all ibe vacant space 
With visions of her perfect face. 

Then for a moment she was nigh. 

He heard no step, but she was there, 

As if an angel suddenly 
Were bodied from the viewless atr. 

And all her fine ethereal frame 
Should fade as swiftly as « came 

So, half m fancy’s sunny trance, 

And half m misery’s aching void, 

With set and stony countenance 
His bitter being he enjoyed, 

And thrust for ever from his mind 
The happiness he could not find 

As when the wretch, in lonely room, 

To selfish death is madly hurled. 

The glamour of that fatal fume 

Shuts out the wholesome living ivorld — 
So all his manhood s strength and pride 
One sickly dream had swept aside. 

Yea, brother, and wc passed him thcr^ 

But yesterday, m merry mood, 

And marvelled at the loidly air 
That ^named \iis beggar s attitude. 

Nor heeded that ourselves might be 
Wretches as desperate as he. 

Who let the thought of bbss denied 



THREE SUNSETS AND OTHER POEMS 
Make havoc of our life and powers, 
And pine, in solitary pride, 

For peace that never shall be ours, 

' Because we \vill not work and Nvaic 
In trustful patience for our fate. 

And so it chanced once more that she 
Came by the old familiar spot: 

The face he would have died to sec 
Bent o’er him, and he knew it not; 
Too rapt in selfish grief to hear. 

Even when happiness svas near. 

And pity filled her gendc breast 
For him that would not stir nor speak. 
The dying crimson of the west, 

That faintly tinged his haggard check, 
Fell on her as she stood, and shed 
A glory round the patient head. 

Ah, let him \vake! The moments fly: 

This awful tryst may be the last. 

And sec, the tear, that dimmed her eye, 
Had fallen on him ere she passed — 

She passed: the crimson paled to gray: 
And hope departed with the day. 

The heavy hours of night wnt by. 

And silence quickened into sound. 

And light slid up the eastern sky, 

And life began its daily round — 

But light and hie lor him wereHed: 

His name was numbered with the dead. 
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VERSE 


THE PATH OF ROSES 

{Florence Nightingale was at the height of her fame 
when this was written, after the Crimean War ) 

In the dark silence of an ancient room, 19 

Whose one tall window fronted to the West, 

Where, through laced tendrils of a hanging vine, 
The sunset glow was fading into night, 

Sat a pale Lady, resang weary hands 
Upon a great clasped volume, and her face 
Within her hands Not as m rest she bowed, 

But large hot tears were coursing down her cheek, 
And her low panted sobs broke awefully 
Upon the sleeping echoes of the night 
Soon she unclasp’d the volume once again, 

And read the words m tone of agony, 

As m self torture, weeping as she read — 

He crowns the glory of hts race 
He prayeth but in some fit place 
To meet hts foeman face to face 

' And, battling for the True, the Right, 

From ruddy dawn to purple night. 

To perish in the mtdmojt fight 

Where hearts are fierce and hands are strong. 

W here peals the bugle loud and long 
Where blood ts dropping m the throng 

Still, with a dim and Rasing eye. 

To natch the tide of victory 
To hear in death the battle-cry 



And, so It. seemed to her, an awtul light i 
Pierced slowly through the darkness, orbed, and grew, 
Until all passed away— the ancient room— 

The sunlight dying through the irclhsed vine— 

The one tall window— all had passed away, 

And she was standing on the mighty hills 
Beneath, around, and far as eye could sec. 
Squadron on squadron, stretched opposing hosts, 
Ranked as for battle, mute and mouonless 
Anon a distant thunder shook the ground, 

The tramp of horses, and a troop shot by— 

Plunged headlong in that living sea of men — 
Plunged to their death back from that fatal field 
A scattered handful, fighting hard for life, 

Broke through the serried lines, but, as she gazed, I 
They shrank and melted, and their forms grew thm— 
Grew pale as ghosts when the first morning ray 
Dawns from the East— the trumpet’s brazen blare 
Died into silence — and the vision passed— 

Passed to a room where sick and dying lay 
In long, sad line — there brooded Fear and Pam — 
Darkness was there, the shade of Azracl s wing 
But there was one that ever, to and fro, 

Moved with light footfall purely calm her face, ^ 
And those deep steadfast eyes that starred the gloom 
Still, as she went, she ministered to each 
Comfort and counsel, cooled the fevered brow 
With softest touch, and in the listening ear 
Of the pale sufferer whispered words of peace 
That iymg ivarxior, as 5be passed 

Clasped his thm hands and blessed her Bless her too. 
Thou, who didst bless the merciful of oldl 
So prayed the Lady, svatchmg tearfully 
Her gentle moving amvard, tiU the night 
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Had veiled her wholJy, and the vision passed. 

Then once again the solemn whisper came; 

“So in the darkest path of man’s despair, 

Where War and Terror shake the troubled earth. 

Lies woman’s mission; with unblenching brow 
To pass through scenes of horror and affright 
Where men grow sick and tremble: unto her 
All things are sanctified, for all are good. 

Nothing so mean, but shall descrs-c her care: 

Nothing so great, hut she may bear her part. 

No life is vain; each hath his place assigned; 

Do thou thy task, and leave the rest to God.” 

And there was silence, but the Lady made 
No answer, save one deeply-breathed “Amen.” 

And she arose, and in that darkening room 
Stood lonely as a spirit of the night— 

Stood calm and fearless in the gathered night— 

And raised her eyes to heaven. There were tears 
Upon her face, but in her heart was peace, 

Peace that the world nor gives nor takes atvay! 

April 10, 1856. 

The valley of the shadow of death 

Hark, said the dying man, and sighed. 

To that camphining rone — 

Like sprite condemned, each eventide, 

To walk the world alone. 

At sunset, when the air b sull, 

I hear it creep from yonder hill: 

It breathes upon me, dead and chill, 

A moment, and is gone. 



VERSE 

My son, it minds me of a day 
Left hilt a life behind. 

That I have prayed to put auay 
For c\cr from my m«nd 
But bitter memory will not die 
It haunts my soul when none is nigh 
I hear its whisper m the sigh 
Of that complaining wind 

A-tid now m death my soul is fain 
To tell the talc of fear 
That hidden m my breast hath lam 
Through many a weary year 
Yet time would fail to utter all— 

The evil spells dial held me thrall, 

And thrust my life from fall to fall, 

Thou needest not to hear 

The spells that bound me with a chain, 
Sin's stern behests to do, 

Till Pleasure s self, invoked in vam, 

A heavy burden grew — 

Till from my spirit's fevered eye, 

A hunted thing, I seemed to fly 
Through the dark woods that underlie 
Yon mountain range of blue 

Deep in those woods I found a vale 
No sunlight visitcih. 

Nor star, nor ivandermg moonbeam pale, 
Where never comes the breath 
Of summer breeze — there m mine ear, 
Even as 1 lingered half m fear, 

I heard a whisper, oild and clear. 
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“Thai is the gate of Death. 

"O bitter is it to abide 
In weariness aUvay: 

At dawn to sigh for cvenude, 

At eventide for day. 

Thy noon hath fled: thy sun hath shone: 
The brightness of thy day is gone: 

What need to lag and linger on 
Till life be cold and gray.^ 

“O well,’’ it said, “beneath yon pool, 

In some still cavern deep. 

The fevered brain might slumber cool, 

The eyes forget to Aveep: 

Within that goblet’s mystic rim 
Are draughts of healing, stored for him 
Whose heart is sick, whose sight is dim. 
Who prayeth but to sleep!” 

Tbe evening-breeze went moaning by, 

Like mourner for the dead, 

And stirred, with shrill complaining sigh. 
The tree-tops overhead: 

My guardian-angel seemed to stand 
And mutely wave a warning hand — 

With sudden terror all unmanned, 

I turned myself and fled! 

A cottage-gate stood open wide: 

Soft fell the dying my 
On two fair children, side by side. 

That rested from their play — 

Together bent the earnest head. 
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As ever and anon they read 
From one dear Book the words they said 
Come back to me to^Iay 

Like twin cascades on mountain stair 
Together wandered down 
The npplcs of the golden hair, 

The ripples of the brow n 
While, through the tangled silken haze, 
Blue eyes looked forth in eager gaze, 

More siarlike than the gems that blaze 
About a monarch’s crown 

My son, there comes to each an hour 
When sinks the spirit s pride— 

When weary hands forget their power 
The strokes of death to guide 
In such a moment, warriors say, 

A word the panic rout may stay, 

A sudden charge redeem the day 
And turn the living tide 

I could not see, for blinding tears, 

The glories of the west 
A heavenly music filled mine cars, 

A heavenly peace my breast 
Come unto Me, come unto Me — 

All ye that labour, unto Me — 

Ye heavy laden, cotnc to Me — 

And I will give you rest’ 

The night drew onwards thin and blue 
The evening mists arise 
To bathe the thirsty land m dew. 
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As erst in Paradise — . . 

While, over silent field and town, T 
The deep blue vault of heaven lookcd/dotvn; 
Not, as of old, in angry frosvn, 

But bright with angels* eyes. i 

Blest daj! Then first 1 heard the voice 
That since hath oft begui!«l 
These eyes from tears, and bid rejoice 
This heart with anguish wild — 

Thy mother, boy, thou hast not knosvn; 

So soon she left me here to moan — 

Left me to weep and watch, alone. 

Our one beloved child. 

Though, parted from my aching sight. 

Like homesvard-speeding dove, 

She passed into the perfect light 
That fioods the world above; 

Yet our twin spirit^ well I know— 

Though one abide in pain below— 

Love, as in summers long ago. 

And o’ermorc shall love. 

So with a glad and patient heart 
I move to^V3rd mine end: 

The streams, that flow awhile apart, 

ShaU both in ocean blend. 

I dare not weep; I can but bless 
The Love that pided my distress, 

And lent me, in Life’s wilderness. 

So sweet and true a friend. 


But if there be — O if there be 
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A truth m what they say. 

That angel-forms we cannot sec 
Go with us on our way; 

Then surely she is with me here, 

1 dimly feel her spirit near — 

The morning mists grow thin and clear, 
And Deatli brings m the Day, . 

Aprtl 1868 


SOLITUDE 

1 10%'E the stillness of the wood • 

I love the music of the nil 
1 love to couch m pensive mood 
Upon some silent hil! 

Scarce heard, beneath yon arching trees, 
The slivcr-crcstcd ripples pass; 

And, like a mimic brook, the breeze 
Whispers among the grass 

Here from the world I win release, 

Kor scorn of men, nor footstep rude. 
Break in to mar the holy peace 
Of this great solitude 

Here may the silent tears I weep 
Lull the vexed spine into rest, 

Aa infants st^ themselves, tn 
Upon a mother’s breast 

But when the bitter hour is gone. 

And the keen throbbing pangs are still. 
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Oh, sweetest then to couch alone 
Upon 5omc silent hill! 

To live in joys that once have b^en, 

To put the cold world out o£ sight, 

And deck life’s drear and barren scene 
With hues of rainbow-light. 

For what to man the gift of breath, 

If sorrow be his lot below; 

If all the day that ends in death 
Be dark svith clouds of woe? 

Shall the poot transport of an hour 
Repay long years of sore distress— 

The fragrance of a lonely ilowcr 
Make glad the wilderness? 

Ye golden hours of Life’s young spring, 

Of inntKencc, of love and truth/ 

Bright, beyond all imagining, 

Thou fairy-dream of youth! 

I’d give all wealth that years have piled. 

The slow result of Life’s decay, 

To be once more a little child 
For one bright sanuna-day. 

March 16, 1853- 



960' 


T VERSt 


BEATRICE 

In her eyes is the living light 
Of a wanderer to earth 
From a far celestial height 

Summers five are all the span — 

Summers five since Time began 
To veil in mists of human night 
A shining angel birth 

Docs an angel look from her eyes? 

V/iU she suddenly spring away, 

And soar to her home m the skies? 1 
Beatricel Blessing and blessed to bel 
Beatriccl Still, as I gaze on thee, 

Visions of two sweet maids arise, 

"Whose life was of yesterday 

Of a Beatrice pale and stern, 

With the lips of a dumb despair, 

With the innocent eyes that yearn — 

Yearn for the young sweet hours of life. 

Far from sorrow and far from strife, j 
For the happy summers, that never return. 
When the world seemed gpod and fair 

Of a Beatrice glorious, bright — 

Of a samted ethereal maid. 

Whose blue eyes are deep fountains of light. 
Cheering the poet that broodeth apart. 
Filling with gladness his desolate heart. 

Like the moon when she shines thro* a cloudless 
night 

On a world of silence and shade 



THREE SUNSETS AND OTHER POEMS 
And the , visions waver and faint. 

And the visions vanish away 
That my fancy delighted to paint — 

She is here at my sid^ a living child, 

With the glowing check and the tresses wild, 
Kor death-pale martyr, nor radiant saint, 

Yet stainless and bright as they. 

For I think, if a grim wild beast 
Were to come from bis charncl<ave, 

From his jungle-home in the East — 

Stealthily creeping with bated breath. 
Stealthily creeping with eyes of death — 

He would all forget his dream of the feast, 

And crouch at her feet a slave. 

She would twine her hand in his mane: 

She would prattle in silvery tone, 

Like the tinkle of summer-rain— 

Questioning him tvith her laughing eyes, 
Questioning him with a glad surprise. 

Till she caught from those fierce eyes again 
The love that lit her own. 

And be sure, if a savage heart. 

In a mask of human guise. 

Were to come on her here apart — 

Bound for a dark and a deadly deed, 

Hurrying past with pitiless speed — 

He would suddenly falter and guiltily start 
At the glance of her pure blue eyes. 

Nay, be sure, if an angel fair, 

A bright seraph undefiled. 



962 


VERSE 


Were to stoop from the trackless air, 

Fain would she linger m glad amaze — 

Lovingly Unger to ponder and gaze, 

With a sister's love and a sister’s care, 

On the happy, innocent child 

Dec 4, 1862 

STOLEN WATERS 

TitE light was faint, and soft the air 
That breathed around the place, 

And she was Uthe, and tall, and fair, 

And with a wayward grace 
Her queenly head she bare 

With glowing cheek, with gleaming eye, 

She met me on the way 
My spirit owned the witchery 
Within her smile that lay 
I followed her, 1 know not why 

The trees were thick with many a fruit. 

The grass with many a flower 
My soul was dead, my tongue ivas mute. 

In that accursed hour 

And, in my dream, with silvery voice, 

She said, or seemed to say, 

“Youth IS the season to rqoice — ' 

I could not choose but stay 

1 could not say her nay I 

She plucked a branch above her bead. 

With rarest fruitage laden 
“Drink of the juicq Sir Knight,’ she said 
“ Tis good for knight and maiden " 



THREE SUNSETS AND OTHER POEMS 963 
Oh, blind mine eye that would not tracer 
Oh, deaf mine ear that would not heed-— 

The mocking smile upon her face, 

The mocking voice of greed! 

I drank the juiccj and strajghttvay felt 
A fire within my brain; 

My soul within me seemed to melt 
In sweet delirious pain. 

“Sweet is the stolen draught,” she said: 

“Hath stvcctness stint or measure.^ 

Pleasant the secret hoard of bread; 

What bars us from our pleasure?” 

“Yea, take we pleasuic while we may," 

I heard mys^f replying. 

In the red sunset, far away, 

My happier life was dying; 

My heart was sad, my voice was gay. 

And unawares, I knew not how, 

I kissed her dainty fingertips, 

I kissed her an the lily brow, 

I kissed her on the false, false Ups — 

That burning kiss, I feel it nowl 

“True love gives true love of the best: 

Then take,” I cried, “my heart to thecl" 

The very heart from out my breast 
1 plucked, I gave it smilingly: 

Her very heart she gave to me — 

Then died the glory from the ^vest. 

In the gray light I saw her face. 

And it was withered, old, and gray; 
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The flowers were fncling m their place, 
Were fading with the fading day. 

Tonh from her, hkc a hunted deer, 
Through all tint ghastly night I fled, 
And still behind me seemed to hear 
Her fierce unflagging tread. 

And scarce drew breath for fear 

Yet marked I well how strangely seemed 
The heart w ithm my breast to sleep 
Silent It lay, or so 1 dreamed, 

V/nh never a throb or leap 

For hers was now my heart, she said, 

The heart that once had been mine own 
And m my breast I bore instead 
A cold cold heart of stone 
So grew the morning overhead 

The sun shot downward through the trees 
His old familiar flame 
All ancient sounds upon the breeze 
From copse and meadow tame- 
But I was not the same 

They call me mad I smile, I w cep. 
Uncaring how or why 
Yea, when one $ heart IS laid asleep. 

What better than to die? 

So that the grave be dark and deep 

To dicl To die? And yet, methmks, 

\ tA VAt, 

Deep as the thirsty traveller drmks 
Of fountain by the way 
My voice is sad my heart is gay 
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When ycstcrcve was on the wane, , ' 

I heard a clear voice singing 
So sweetly that, like summer-rairt, 

My happy tears came springing: 

My human heart returned again. 

"A rosy child. 

Sitting and singing, in a garden fair. 

The joy of hearing, seAng, 

The simple joy of bAng — 

Or twining rosebuds in'' the golden hair 
That ripples free and lAld. 

"A sweet pale child— 

WeaAly looking to the purple West- 
Waiting the great For-et>er 
That suddenly shAl sever 
The cruel chains that hold her from her rest— 
By earth-joys unbeguiled. 

“An angel-child — 

Gazing with living eyes on a dead face: 

The mortal form foresa\en, 

That none may now awaken. 

That Ueth painless, moveless in her place, 

As though in death she smiledl 

"Be as a child — 

So shah thou sing for very toy of breath — 

So shah thou wait thy dying. 

In holy transport lying — 

•So pass rejoidng through the gale of death. 
In garment undefiled" 
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Then call me what they will, I know 
That now my soul is glad: 

If this be madness, better so, 

Far better to be mad, 

Weeping or smiling as I go. 

For if 1 weep, it is that now 
1 sec how deep a loss is mine. 

And feel how brightly round my brow 
The coronal might shine, 

Had I but kept mme early vow: 

And if I smile, it is that now 
I see the promise of the years — 

The garland waiting for my brow, 

That must be won with tears. 

With pain — with death— I care not how. 

May 9, 1862. 


THE WIELOW-TREE 

The morn was bright, the steeds were light, 
The wedding guests were gay: 

Young Ellen stood withm the wood 
And watched them pass away* 

She scarcely saw the gallant train: 

The tear-drop dimmed her e’e; 

Unheard the maiden did complain 
Beneath the Willow-Trcc. 

“Oh, Robin, thou didst love me well, 

Till, on a bitter day, 

She came, the Lady Isabel, 



THREE SUNSETS ANP OTHER POE.MJ 967 
And Stoic thy heart away. 

My tears arc wm: I live again 
In days (hat used to be, 

^\^lcn I could meet thy svcicomc feet 
Beneath the Willow-Tree. 

"Oh, Willow gray, I nuy not stay 
Till Spring renesv thy leaf; 

But I will hide myself away, 

And nurse a lonely grief. 

It shall not dim Life’s joy for him: 

My tears he shall not see: 

While he is by, I’ll come not nigh 
My H'ceping Willow-Tree. 

"But «'hcn I die, oh, let me lie 
Beneath thy loving shade, 

That he may loiter careless by. 

Where I am lowly hid. 

And let the white ivhiie marble tell, 

If he should Sloop to see, 

‘Here lies a maid that loved thee u’cll. 

Beneath the WilJow-Tree.* " 

1859. 


ONLY A WOMAN'S HAIR 

{“After the death of Dean Sivift, there ivas found 
among his papers a small packet containing a single Jock 
of hair and inscribed ivith the above n’ords."] 

"Only a woman’s hair!” Fling it asidcl 
A bubble on Life’s mighty stream: 
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Heed it not, man, but watch the broadening tide 
Bright with the western beam j , j 

Nay! In those words there rings from otlier years 
The echo o£ a long low cry, , 

Where a proud spirit wrestles with its tears 
In loneliest agony , 

And, as I touch that lock, strange visions throng 
Upon my soul with dreamy grace — 

Of woman’s hair, the theme of poet’s song 
In every time and place 5 

A child’s bright tresses, by the breezes kissed 
To sweet disorder as she flies, ^ 

Veiling, beneath a cloud of golden mUt, 
Flushed check and laughing eyes — 

Or fringing, like a shadow, raten black, 

The glory of a queen like face — 

Or from a gipsy’s sunny brow tossed back 
In wild and wanton grace 

Of crown like on the hoary head of Age, 
Whose talc of life is well nigh told — 

Or, last, in dreams 1 make my pilgrimage 
To Bethany of old 

1 sec the feast — the purple and the gold, 

The gathering crowd of Pharisees, 

Whose scornful eyes arc centred to behold 
Yon woman on her knees 

J 

The stifled sob rings strangely on mine cars. 
Wrung from the depth of sin’s despair 
And still she bathes the sacred feet with tears. 
And wipes them with her hair. 
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He scorned not then the simple loving deed ' 

Of her, the lotvcsc and the last; 

Hicn scorn not thou, but use with earnest heed 
This relic of the past. 

The eyes that loved it once no longer wake: 

So lay it by 'tvith reverent care — 

Touching it tenderly for sorrow’s sake — 

It is a woman’s hair. 

Feb. ly, i86a. • . 


THE SAILOR’S WIFE ' ’ 

See! There arc tears upon her face— 
Tears newly shed, and scarcely dried: 

Close, in an agonised embrace 
She clasps the infant at her side. 

Peace dwells In those soft-lidded eyes, 
Those parted lips that faintly smile — 

Peace, the forcustc of Paradise, 

In heart too young for care or guile. 

No peace that mother's features wear; 

But quivering lip, and knotted brow. 

And broken muttcrings, all dedare 
The 'fearful dream that haunts her now, 

The storm-wind, rushing through the sky. 
Wails from the depths of cloudy spare; 

Shrill, piercing as the seaman’s cry 
When death and he are face to face. 
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FamiUar tones are in the gale: 

They ring upon her startled car : 

And quick and low she pants the tale 
That tells of agony and fear: 

“Still that phaniora-ship is nigh — 

With a vexed and lifc-hkc mouon, 

All beneath an angry sky, 

Rocking on an angry ocean 

“Round the straining mast and shrouds 
Throng the spirits of the storm * 
Darkly seen through dnving clouds, 
Bends each gaunt and ghastly form. 

“See! The good ship yields at lastl 
Dumbly yields, and fights no more; 
Driving, m the frantic blast. 

Headlong on the fatal shore. 

“Harkl 1 hear her battered side. 

With a low and sullen shock, 
Dashed, amid the foaming ude, 

Full upon a sunken rock. 

“His face shines out against the sky, 
Like a ghost, so cold and white. 

With a dead despairing eye 
Gazing through the gathered night. 

“Is he watching, through the dark. 
Where a mocking ghostly hand 
Points a {amt ami feeble spark 

Glimmering from the distant land? 
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“Sees he, in this hour of dread. 

Hearth anU home and wife and child? 
Loved ones who, in sunruners fled, 

Clung to him and wept and smiled? 

“Reeling sinks the fated bark 
To her tomb beneath the wave: 

Must he perish in the dark — 

Not a hand stretched out to save? 

“Sec the spirits, how they crowd! 

Watching death with eyes that burn! 

Waves rush in she shrieks aloud, • 

Ere her waking sense return. 

The storm is gone: the skies arc clear; 

Hush’d is that bitter cry of pain; 

The only sound, that meets her ear, 

The heaving of the sullen main. 

Though heaviness endure the night, 

Yet joy shall come with break of day: 
She shudders tvith a strange delight — 

The fearful dream is pass’d away. 

She wakes: the gray dawm streaks the dark: 

With early song the copses ring: 

Far off she hears the watch-dog bark 
A joyful bark of ivclcomingl 

Fei. 23, 1857. 
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AFTER THREE DAYS 

[“Written after seeing Holman Hunt’s picture. The 
Finding of Christ in the Temple ”] 

I STOOD within the gate 
Of a great temple, ’mid the living stream 
Of worshippers that thronged its regal state 
Fair pictured in my dream 

Jewels and gold were there, 

And floors of marble lent a crystal sheen 
To body forth, as in a lower air, 

The wonders of the scene 

Such wild and lavish grace 
Had whispers in it of a coming doom, 

As richest flowers he strown about the face 
Of her that waits the tomb 

The wisest of the land 

Had gathered there, three solemn trysung-days, 

For high debate men stood on cither hand 
To listen and to gaze 

The aged brows were bent, 

Bent to 1 frown, half thought, and half annoy. 

That all their stores of subtlest argument 
Were baffled by a boy 

In each averted face 

I marked but scorn and loathing, till mine eyes 
Fell upon one that stirred not in his place, 

Tranced m a dumb surprise 
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Surely within his mind ■' ’ ‘ 

Strange thoughts are born, until he doubts the lore 
OE.thosc old men, blind leaders of the blind, 

Whose kingdom is no more. 

Surely he sees afar 

A day of dcath.ihc stormy future brings; 

The crimson setting of the hcrald-star 
That led the Eastern kings. 

Thus, as a sunless deep 

Mirrors the shining heights that crown the bay, 

So did my soul create anew in sleep 
The picture seen by day. 

Gazers came and went— 

A restless hum of voices marked the spot — 

In varying shades of critic discontent 
Prating they knew not what. 

“Where is the comely limb. 

The form attuned in every perfect part, ^ 

The beauty that wc should desire in him? 

Ah! Fools and slow of heart! 

Look into those deep eyes. 

Deep as the grave, and strong 'vith love divine; 

Those tender, pure, and fathomless mysteries. 

That seem to pierce through thine. 

Look into those deep eyes. 

Stirred to unrest by breath of coming strife. 

Until a longing in thy soul arise 
That this indeed were life: 
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That thou couldst find Htm there, 

Bend at His sacred feet thy wiliing knee, 

And from thy heart pour out the passionate prayer, 
“Ixird, let me follow Thecl” 

But see the crowd divide 
Mother and sire have found their lost one now* 
The gentle voice, that fain ^\ould seem to chide, 
Whispers, “Son, why hast thou” — 

In lone of sad amaze — 

“Thus dealt with us, that art our dearest thing? 
Behold, thy sire and 1, three weary days, 

Have sought thee sorrowing ” 

And 1 had stayed to hear 
The loving words, “How is u that ye sought?”-- 
But that the sudden lark, with matins clear, 

Severed the links of thought 

Then over all there fell 
Shadow and silence; and m> dream was fled, 

As fade the phantoms of a wizard s cell 
When the dark charm is said 

Yet, m the gathering light, 

I laj with half shut c>cs that would not wake. 
Lovingly clinging to the skirts of night 
For that sweet >ision’s sake 


Feb i6,i86i 
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FACES m THE FIRE 

The night creeps onward, sad and slow: 
In these red embers’ dying glow 
The forms of Fancy come and go. 

An island-farm — broad seas of corn 
Stirred by the wandering breath ctf morn — 
The happy spot where I was born. 

The picture fadeth in its place: 

Amid the glow I seem to trace* 

The shifting semblance of a face. 

’Tis now a little childish form— 

Red lips for kisses pouted warm— 

And elf-locks tangled in the storm. 

Tis now a grave and gentle maid, 

At her own beauty half afraid, 

Shrinking, and willing to be stayed. 

Oh, Time was young, and Life was warm. 
When first I saw that fairy-form, 

Her dark hair tossing in the storm. 

And fast and free these pulses played. 

When last I met that gentle maid — 

When last her hand in mine ^ras laid. 

Those locks of jet are turned to gray. 

And she is strange and far away 
That might have been mine own to-daY~ 

That might have been mine own, my dear, 
TViion^ many and tnarty a happy year — 
That might have sat beside me here. 
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Ay, changeless through the changing scene, 
The gWdy whisper tiags between^ 

The dark refrain of “might have been ” 

The race is o’er I might have run* 

The deeds arc past 1 might have done; 
And sere the wreath I might have won. 

Sunk IS the last faint flickering blaze 
The Vision of departed days 
Is vanished even as I gaze 

The pictures, with their ruddy light, 

Are changed to dust and ashes white, 

And I am left alone with night 

]an i860 


I 

A LESSON IN LATIN 

Our Latin books, in motley row, 

Invite us to our task — 

Gay Horace, stately Cicero 
Yet there’s one verb, when once we know, 
No higher skill we ask * 

This ranks all other lore above— 

Wc’vc learned * 'Amare' means ‘to love' I ' 

So, hour by hour, from flower to flower, 
We Sip the sweeu of Life 
Till, all too soon, the clouds arise, 

And flaming checks and flashing eyes 
Proclaim the dawn of strife* 
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With half a smileand half a sigh, 

"Amarel Bitter OneP' wc cry. 

Last night wc owned, wth looks forlorn, 

“Too well the scholar knows 
There is no rose without a thorn’ — 

But peace is made! We singr, this morn, 

“No thorn without a rose!’’ 

Our t,atin lesson is complete: 

We’ve learned that I-ovc is Bittcr-SweetJ 
May j888. 


PUCK LOST AND FOUND 

ACROSTIC 

[“Inscribed in two books . . . presented to a little girl 
and boy, as a sort of memento of a visit paid by them to 
author one day, on which occasion he taught them the 
pastime of folding paper 'pistols.' ”] 

Puck has fled the haunts of men: 

Ridicule has made him wary; 

In the woods, and dosvn the glen, 

No one meet a Fairy! 

“Cream!” the greedy Gobhn cries — 

Empties the deserted dauy — 

Steals the spoons, and off he flics. 

Still we seek our Fairy! 

Ahl What form is entering? 

Lovelit eyes and laughter airy! 

Is not this a better thing. 
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VERSE 


Child, whose visit thus 1 sing. 
Even, than a Fairy? 

Nov 22, 1891 

Puck has ventured back agen’ 
Ridicule no more affrights him 
In the very haunts of men 
"Newer sport delights him 

Capering lightly to and fro, 

Ever frolicking and funning — 

"Crackl” the mimic pistols go! 
Hatkl The noise is stunningl 

All too soon will Childhood gay 
Realise Life’s sober sadness 
Let’s be merry while we may, 
Innocent and happy Fayl 
Elves Were made for gladness! 

Nav 25, 1891, 
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TO A/Y PUPIL 

Beloved PupJ^ Tamed by thee/ 
Addish-, Subtrac', bfuluplica-tion, 
Divisioo, Fractions, Rule of Three, 
Attest thy deft manipulation! 

Then onward! Let the \oice of Fame 
From Age to Age repeat thy stoiy, 
Till thou hast non thyself a name 
Exceeding even Eudid’s glory. 
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PREFACE 

This Tale originally appeared as a serial in The Monthly 
Packet beginning m April, 1880 The writer’s intention 
was to embody in each Knot (like the medicine so dexterous 
ly, but ineffectually, concealed in the jam of our early child 
hood) one or more mathematical questions — in Arithmetic, 
Algebra, or Geometry, as the case might be— for the amuse 
ment, and possible edification, of the fair readers of that 
magazine q 

December, 1885 
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A TANGLED TALE 
Knot I 
Excelsior 

Goblin, lead them up and down 
The ruddy glow of sunset was already fading into the 
somber shadows of night, when two travellers might have 
been observed swiftly — at a pace of six miles in the hour — 
descending the rugged side of a mountain; the younger 
bounding from crag to crag with the agility of a fawn, 
while his companion, whose aged limbs seemed ill at ease 
in the heavy chain armour habitually worn by tourists 
in that district, toiled on painfully at his side. 

As is 'always the case under such circumstances, the 
younger knight \vas the first to break the silence. 

"A goodly pace, I irowl” he exclaimed. “We sped not 
thus in the ascentl” 

“Goodly, indeedi" the other echoed with a groan. *Wc 
clomb it but at three miles in the hour.” 

“And on the dead level our pace is — ? the younger 
suggested; for he was weak in statistics, and left all such 
details to his aged companion. 

“Four miles in the hour,” the other wearily replied. 
*‘Not an ounce more,” he added, wth that love of met- 
aphor so common in old age, “and not a farthing less! 

“ ’Twas three hours past high noon when we left our 
hostelry,” the young man said, musingly. W e shall scarce 
be back by supper-time. Perchance mine host will roundly 
deny us all food!" 

“He will chide our tardy return,” svas the grave reply, 
“and such a rebuke will be meet.” 

9S3 
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“A brave concciil" cried the other, with a merry laugh. 
“And should we bid him bring us yet another course, I 
trow his answer will be tartl” 

“We shall but get our deserts," sighed the elder knight, 
who had never seen a joke in his life, and was somewhat 
displeased at his companion’s untimely levity. “ Twill be 
nine of the clock," he added m an undertone, “by the 
time we regain our hostelry. I^ull many a mile shall we 
have plodded this day!” 

“How many? How many?” cried the eager youth, ever 
athirst for knowledge. 

The old man was silent. < > 

“Tell me,” he answered, after a moment’s thought, 
“what time it was when we stood together on yonder 
peak Not exact to the mmutel” he added hasuly, reading 
a protest m the young man’s face. “An’ thy guess be wth* 
in one poor half hour of the mark, ’iis all I ask of thy 
mother’s soni Then will 1 tell thee, true to the last mch, 
how far we shall have trudged betwixt three and nine of 
the clock " 

A groan was the young man’s only reply; while his 
convulsed features and the deep wrinkles that chased 
each other across his manly bro\y, revealed the abyss of 
arithmetical agony into which one chance question had 
plunged him 

Knot II 

Eligible Apartments 

Straight down the croo\ed lane^ 

And all round the square 

“Let’s ask Balbus about it,” said Hugh. 

“All right,” said Lambert 
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"He can guess it," said Hugh. 

“Rather,” said Lambert. 

No more words ^verc needed: the two brothers under- 
stood each other perfectly. 

Balbus was waiting for them at the hotel: the journey 
down had tired him, he said: so his two pupils had been 
the round of the place, in search of lodgings, without the 
old tutor who had been their inseparable companion from 
their childhood. They had nam^ him after the hero of 
their Latin exercise-book, which overflowed svith anec- 
dotes of that versatile genius — ^anecdotes whose \'agucness 
in detail was more than compensated by their sensational 
brilliance. “Balbus has overcome all his enemies had 
been marked by their tutor, in the margin of the book, 
“Successful Bravery.” In this tvay he had tried to e.ttnict 
a moral from every anecdote atout Balbus— sometimes 
one of warning, as in, “Balbus had borrowed a healthy 
dragon," against which he had written, “Rashness in 
Speculation”— sometimes of encouragement, as ^in ^e 
words, “Influence of Sympathy in United Action, which 
stood opposite to the anc^oic, “Balbus was assisting his 
mother-in-law to convince the dragon’ —and sometimes u 
dwindled down to a single word, such as Prudence, 
which was all he could extract from ihc touching record 
that “Balbus, having scorched the tail of the dragon, went 
away.” His pupils like the short morals best, as it left 
them more room for marginal illustrations, and in this 
instance they required all the space they could get to ex- 
hibit the rapidity of the hero’s departure. 

Their repon of the state of things was discouraging. 
That most fashionable of svatcnng-placts. Little hfendip, 
'«s “chock-fuir (as the boj-s eiptessed it) from end to 
end. But in one Square they had seen no less than four 
cards, in dilTerent houses, all anoouneing in flaming capi- 
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tals, “eligible ArARTMENTS.” “So there’s plenty o£ choice, 
after all, you see,” said spokesman Hugh in conclusion. 

“That doesn’t follow from the data," said Balbus, as 
he rose from the easy-chair, where he had been dozing 
over The Little Mendip Gazette. “They may be all single 
rooms. However, we may as well sec them. I shall be glad 
to stretch my legs a bit.” 

An unprejudiced bystander might have objected that 
the operation was needless, and that this long lank crea- 
ture would have been all the better with even shorter 
legs: hut no such thought occurred to his loving pupils. 
One on each side, they did their best to keep up with his 
gigantic strides, tvhile Hugh repeated the sentence in 
their father’s letter, just received from abroad, over which 
he and Lambert had been puzzbng. “He says a friend of 
his, the Governor of — what was that name again, Lam- 
bert>" (“Kgovjni,” said Lambert.) “Well, yes. T'he Gov« 
ernor of— what-you*may-call-it— wants to give a very 
small dinner-party, and he means to ask his father’s 
brothcr-m-law, his brother’s father-in-law, his father-in- 
laws brother, and his brother-in-law’s father: and we’re 
to guess how many guests there will be.” 

There was an anxious pause. "Hoti/ large did he say 
the pudding was to be?” Balbus said at last. “Take its 
cubical contents, divide by the cubical contents of what 

each man can cat, and the quotient ” 

^ He didn t say anything about pudding,” said Hugh, 

and hcrcs the Square,” as they turned a corner and 
came into sight of the “eligible apartments.” 

"It ft .a Squarcl” svas Balbus’s first cry of delight, as 
he gazed around him. “Bcauufull Bcau-ti-full Equi- 
lateralt And rectangularl” 

The boys looked round with less enthusiasm. “Number 
Nine IS the first with a card,” said prosaic Lambert; but 
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Balbus -would not so soon awake from his dream of 


beauty.' ' 

“See, boys!” he cried. “Twenty doors on a side! What 
symmetry! Each side divided into tn'ent*’-one equal parts! 
It’s delicious!” 

“Shall I knock, or ring?” said Hugh, looking in some 
perplexity at a square brass plate which bore the simple 
inscription, “lu^c also” 

“Both,” said Balbus. “That’s an Ellipsis, my boy. Did 


you never see an Ellipsis before?” 

“I couldn’t hardly read it," said Hugh evasively. “It’s 
no good having an Ellipsis, if they don t keep it clean. 

'“\VhIch there is one room, gentlemen,” said the smiling 
landlady, “And a sweet room too! As snug a little back- 
room—” 

“We will see it,” said Balbus gloomily, as they fol- 
lowed her in. “I knesv how it would be! One room in 
each house! No vie^v, I suppose?” _ 

“mich indeed there w, gentlemen!" the landlady m- 
dignandy protested, as she drew up the blind, and indi- 
cated the back-garden. , „ , , 

•“Cabbages, I perceive,” said Balbus. “Well, they re 


green, at any rate. . , 

‘mich the greens at the shops,” their hostess explained, 
“are by no means dependable ujwn. Here pu has them 
on the premises, and of the best. ^ 

“Docs the ss-indow open?” was ahs-ays Balbus s first 
question in testing a lodging: and, “Dc« the chimn^ 
smoke?” his second. SaUsfied on all points, he secured 
the refusal of the room, and they moved on to Number 


T^-cnty-fivc. 

This landlady ^^•as grave and stern. “Ivc nobbut one 
room left,” she told them: “and it gives on the back- 
gyardin." 
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“But there arc cabbages?” Balbus suggested. 

The landlady visibly relented “There is, sir,” she said: 
“and good ones, though 1 say it as shouldn’t. We can’t 
rely on the shops for greens So we grows them ourselves ” 
“A singular advantage,” said Balbus* and, after the 
usual questions, they went on to Fifty two 
“And I’d gladly accommodate you all, if I could," was 
the greeting that met them “We arc but mortal" (“Ir- 
relevant!” muttered Balbus), “and I’ve let all my rooms 
but one ’’ 

Which one is a back-room, 1 perceive,” said Balbus 
and looking out on — on cabbages, I presume?" 

Yes, indeed, sir! said their hostess “Whatever other 
folks may do, we grows our own For the shops—” 

An excellent arrangement! ’ Balbus interrupted “Then 
one can really depend on their being good Docs the 
window open^ ’ 

The usual quesuons were answered satisfactorily but 
this ume Hugh added one of his own invention— “Does 
the cat scratch^” 


The landlady looked round suspiciously, as if to make 
sure the cat was not listening “I w,U not deceive you, 
genUemcn, she said “It do scratch, but not without you 
pulls Its whiskers! It’ll never do it," she repeated slowly, 
with a visible effort to recall the exact words of some 
written agreement between herself and the cat, “without 
you pulls us whiskers'” 


“Much mav be excused m a cat so treated.' said Balbus, 
as they left the house and crossed to Number Seventy- 
three, leaving the landlady curtseying nn the doorstep, 
and still murmuring to herself her parting words, as if 
they were a orm of blessing. "_„o, widiout you pulls 
US whiskers! •' ^ 


At Number Seventy three they found only a small shy 
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girl to show^thc'holisc, who said “yes m in answer to all 
questions. i 'i • ■ ' ' - 

“The usual room,’* said Balbus, as they marched in. 
“the usual back-garden, the usual cabbages. I suppose 
you can’t get them good at the shops? 

“Yes'm,” said the girl. 

“Well, you may tell your mistress we will take the 
room, and that her plan of growiog'her own cabbages 
is simply admirable!" 

“Yes’m,” said the girl, as she showed them out. 

“One day-room and three bedrooms,” said Balbus, as 
they returned to the hotel. “We will take as our day-room 
the one that gives us the least %va!ktng to do to get to in 

“Must we walk from door to door, and count the 


steps?" said Lambert. , 

“No, no! Figure it out, my boys, figure it outi Balbus 
* gayly exclaimed, as he put pens, ink, and paper before 
his hapless pupils, and left the room. 

“I sayl It’ll be a job!” said Hugh. 

“Rathcrl” said Lambert. 


Knot III 
Mad Maihesis 

/ waited for the train 


"Well; tlity all me so boausc 1 om a 1‘ttlc mad, 1 
suppose," she Slid, good-humouredly, in answer to Clara s 
amiously worded question as to how she ante by so 
strango a nickname. “You see, I never do what sane peo- 
ple are expected to do uotvadays. I never svear long trams 
(ulkiug o£ trains, that’s the Chartng Cross Metmpohtan 
■ Station— I've something to tell you about rto), and I 
never play lawn-tennis. I can’t cook an omelette. I can t 
even set a broken limb! TWr an ignoramus for youl 
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Clara was her niece, and full twenty years her junior; 
in fact, she was still attending a High School — an institu- 
tion of which Mad Mathesis spoke with undisguised aver- 
sion “Let a woman be meek and lowly!" she would say. 
“None of your High Schools for me!" But it was vacation- 
time }ust now, and Clara was her guest, and Mad Ma- 
thesis ^vas showing her the sights of that Eighth Wonder 
of the world — London 

The Charing Cross Metropolitan Station!” she re- 
sumed, waving her hand towards the entrance as if she 
were introducing her niece to a friend * The Bayswater 
and Birmingham Extension 1$ just completed, and the 
trains now run round and round continuously— skirting 
the border of Wales, just touching at York, and so round 
by the east coast back to London The way the trams run 
IS most peculiar The westerly ones go round in two 
hours, the easterly ones take three, but they always man- 
age to start two trains from here, opposite ways, punc- 
tually every quarter of an hour” 

‘ They part to meet again,’ said Clara, her eyes filling 
with tears at the romantic thought 

remarked 

They don’t meet on the same line of rails, you know. 
Talking of meeting, an idea strikes me!” she added, 
changing the subject with her usual abruptness "Let’s 
go opposite ways round, and sec which can meet most 
wains need for a chaperon-ladies’ saloon, you know 
You shall go whichever svay you hke, and we’ll have a 
bet about It! 

“I never make bets,' Clara sard very gravely "Our 
excellent preceptress has often warned us—’ 

“You’d be none the worse if you didl ’ Mad Mathesis 
interrupted fact, you’d be the better, I’m certain! ’ 
Neither does our cxccUcnt preceptress approve of 
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puns,” -said Clara- “But wc’U have a match, if you like. 
Let me choose my train,” she added after a brief mental 
calculation, “and I’ll engage to meet exactly half as many 
again as you do.” 

^“Not if you count fair,” Mad Mathesis bluntly inter- 
rupted. “Remember, we only count the trains we meet 
on the way. You mustn’t count the one that starts as you 
Starr, nor the one that arrives as you arrive.” 

“That will only make the difference of one train, said 
Clara,' as they turned and entered the station. But I 
never travelled alone before- There’ll be no one to help 
me to alight. However, I don’t mind. Let s have a match. 

A ragged little boy overheard her remark, and came 
running after her. “Buy a box of dgar-Iights, hCss! he 
pleaded, pulling her shawl to attract her attention. Clara 
stopped to explain. 

“I never smoke dgars,” she said in a meekly apologeuc 
tone. “Our excellent preceptress—” But Mad Math«« 
impaiiendy hurried her on, and the little boy was left 
gazing after her with round eyes of amazement. 

The two ladies bought their tickets and moved slowly 
down the central platform. Mad Mathesis prattling on as 
usual— Clara silent, anxiously reconsidering the calcula- 
tion on which she rested her hopes of winning the match. 

“Mind where you go, dear!” cried her aunt, checking 
her just in time. “One step more, and you d have been in 


that pail of cold water!” 

■ “I know, I know,” Clara said dreamily. "The pale, the 
cold, and the moony — . 

“Take your places on the spnng-boards! shouted a 
porter. 

“What arc they fori” Oara asked m a tcrnricd whisper. 
“Merely to help us into the trams.” The elder lad\ 
spoke with the nonchalance of one quite used to the 
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process Very few people can get into a carnage without 
help m less than three seconds, and the trams only stop 
for one second At this moment the whistle svas heard, 
and two trains rushed into the station A moment’s pause, 
and they were gone again, but m that brief interval sev- 
eral hundred passengers had been shot into them, each 
ying straight to his place with the accuracy of a Mime 
ullet while an equal number were showered out upon 
the side platforms 

Three hours had passed away, and the two friends met 
again on the Charing Cross platform, and eagerly com 
pared notes Then Clara turned away with a sigh To 
young impulsive hearts, like hers, disappointment :s al 
ways a bitter pill Mad Maihesis followed her, full of 
kindly sympathy 

Try again, my love! ’ she said cheerily ' Let us vary 
the experiment We will start as we did before, but not 
nSi? till our trams meet When we see each 

Kprf. ’ SO count on till we come 

here again 

.nSr ‘'Vf “P ‘I 'vn M«," sh,: atcb.mrf 
eagerly, if I may choose my irainl 

oft™ “"Other upheaving 
- “^'fotlte plongmg into 

two trainr a, *cy Hushed by and .he travellers wetc off 

UD^hJ Sb “u"'/ “"'“ge window, holding 

^roar t" >”=e foend A rush and 

mo ,ra JeZs “ tunnel, and 

two travellers leaned back m their corners with a s eh- 
or rather with two sighs — of relief riw i r'l ^ 
mured to herself WonlTr*,. j Clara mur 

time at anv m * word of good omen This 
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The Captain paused in his march, and towered over the 
travellers— tall, grave, and serenely self satisfied 

“Fishermen," he explained, “are often passengers m My 
ship These five are from Mhruxi— the place we last 
touched at— and that’s the way they carry their money 
The money of this island « heavy, gentlemen, but it costs 
little, as you may guess We buy it from them by weight— 
about five shillings a pound I fancy a ten pound note 
would buy all those sacks ” 

By this time the old man had closed his eyes — in order, 
no doubt, to concentrate his thoughts on these interesting 
facts, but the Captain failed to realize his motive, and 
with a grunt resumed his monotonous march 
Meanwhile the fishermen were getting so noisy over the 
weighing machine that one of the sailors took the pre 
caution of carrying off all the weights, leaving them to 
amuse themselves with such substitutes in the form of 
winch handles, belaying pins, etc , as they could find This 
brought their excitement to a speedy end they carefully 
hid their sacks m the folds of the )ib that lay on the deck 
near the tourists, and strolled away 
When next the Captain’s heavy footfall passed, the 
younger man roused himself to speak 
* What did you call the place those fellows came from, 
Captain^ he asked 
“Mhruxi, sir” 

“And the one wc arc bound for? ’ 

The Captain took a long breath, plunged into the word, 
and came out of it ncftily “They call it Kgovjni, sir ” 
“K— 1 give It upl the young man family said 
He stretched out his hand for a glass of iced water 
which the compassionate steward had brought him a min 
ute ago, and had set down, unluckily, just outside the 
shadow of the umbrella U was scalding hot, and he dc 



99^ STORIES 

But the Captain put aside the suggestion with a wave 
of the hand 

No, sir! he said, in his grandest manner. ‘Tfou will 
excuse Me, I am sure, but these are My passengers The 
accident has happened on board My ship, and under My 
orders It is for Me to make compensation " He turned 
to the angry fishermen “Come here, my men I” he said, 
in the Mhruxian dialect “Tell me the weight of each 
sack I saw you weighing them just now” 

Then ensued a perfect Babel of noise, as the five nauves 
explained, all screaming together, how the sailors had 
earned off the ucights, and they had done what they 
could with whatever came handy 
Two iron belaying pins, three blocks, six holy stones, 
four winch handles, and a large hammer, were now care 
fuUy weighed, the Captain superintending and noting 
the results But the matter did not seem to be settled, 
even then an angry discussion followed, m which the 
sailors and the five natives all joined and at last the Cap- 
tarn approached our tourists with a disconcerted look, 
which he tried to conceal under a laugh 

Its an absurd difficult),” he said “Perhaps one of )OU 
gemlciTicn can suggest something It seems they ivcighcd 
the sacks i\so at a time!” ' 

vqJ r??' weighings, of course 

Led *-^P3«tely," the youth hastily de- 

Let s hear all about it * wa« ,K>. _ » 

nous remark ® 

snid^'buf >1'= 

suddtn b , ? ’ '"'"''yl" he added, in n 

e^ond '““h F,r« and 

Unneen and a half; third and fnurlh. eleven and a half; 
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fourth and fifth, right: and then they say the)' had only 
the large hammer left, and it took three sacks to ssrigh 
it dowrti — that’s the first, third, and fifth — and they 
Weighed sixteen poimds. Thcrc^ gentlemen! Did )*ou ever 
hear an)thjng like that?" 

The old man muitcTcd under his breath. If only my 
sister ’n-erc here!” and looked helplessly at his son. His 
son looked at the five natives. The five natives look«l at 
the Captain. The Captain looked at nobody; his c)-es 
were cast dossil, and he seemed to be sa)*ing sofdy to him- 
self, “Contemplate one another, gentlemen, if such be 
itJur ^xxl pleasure. I contemplate Myseljr' 


- Knot V 

Oughts and Crosses 

Loo\ here, upon this picture, and on this 

“Akd what made you choose the first train, Goo^?^ 
said Mad Mathesis, as they got into the cab. “Couldnt 
j-ou count better than thas?" 

“I took an extreme ease," was the tearful "Our 
aceUent preceptress alx^ys says, '^^•hcn m ^uht. my 
dears, take an extreme ease.' And I ums in do^t. 

“Docs it always succeed?" her aunt inquired- ^ 

Oara sighed. '“Not alu ayr,'' she reluctantly at^rtrf. 
•And I can’t make out why. One day she was tcl^g the 
little girls-thcy make such a noise at lea. you know- 
“The more noise you make, the less jam you wiU ha^-e, 
and vice versa:* And I thought they rwiuldn t know what 

‘viceTCTS3’meanl:soIcxplaiDedutothcm.I»d, I£j-ou 

make an infinite noise, youll get no jam : and d yon nuke 
no noise, s-ouTl get an infinite lot of jam- But 
ceUeni prc^iress said that wasn't a good instance. Ji hy 
wasn’t it?" she added plaintively. 
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Her aunt evaded the question “One secs certain objec- 
tions to It," she said “But how did you work it with the 
'Metropolitan trains? None of them go infinitely fast, I 
believe " 

“I called them hares and tortoises," Clara said — a little 
timidly, for she dreaded being laughed at “And I thought 
there couldn’t be so many hares as tortoises on the Line 
so I took an extreme case — one hare and an infinite num 
her of tortoises ” 


An extreme case, mdeed," her aunt remarked with 
admirable gravity “and a most dangerous state of 
thmgsl” 

And I thought, if I went with a tortoise, there would 
be only one hare to meet but if I went with the hare— 
you know there were crotvds of tortoises*” 

It wasn’t a bad idea,” said the elder lady, as they left 
the cab, at the entrance of Burlington House ‘ You shall 
have another chance today We’!! have a match in mark- 
ing pictures ” 

Clara brightened up “I should like to try again, very 
much, she said "1 11 take more care this time How arc 
sve to play^” 


To Ais question Mad Mathesis made no reply she was 
busy drawing lines down the margins of the catalogue 
bee, she said after a minute, “IVe draivn three columns 
against the names of the pictures in the long room, and 
I want you to fill them with oughts and crosscs-crosses 
for good marks and oughts for bad The first column is 
for choice of subject, the second for arrangement, ihc 
third for colouring And these arc the conditions of the 
match You must give three crosses to two or three pic- 
or five—” 

T)o >ou mean only two crosses?" said Clara “Or may 
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I count the three<ross pictures among the twexross pic* 
turcs?” 

“Of course you may,” said her aunt. Anyone that has 
three eyes, may be said to have two eyes, I suppose?” 

Clara followed her aunt’s dreamy gaze across the 
crowded gallery, half-dreading to find that there was a 
three-eyed person in aghi. 

“And you must give one cross to nine or ten. 

“And which wins the match?” Clara asked, as she 
carefully entered these conditions on a blank leaf in her 
catalogue. 

“Whichever marks fewest pictures. 

“But suppose we marked the same number?” 

“Then whichever uses most marks.’ 

Clara considered. “I don’t think it’s much of a mat^, 
she said. “I shall mark nine pictures, and give three 
crosses to three of them, two crosses to tv/o more, and one 


cross each to all the rest.” , 

“Will you, indeed?” said her aunt. “Wait till youve 
heard aU the conditions, my impetuous child. You must 
give three oughts to one or t^^'0 pi^ures, two oughts to 
three or four, and one ought to eight or nmc. I don t 
^vant you to be too hard on the RA. s. ,, , f l 
C lara quite gasped as she wrote doum all diesc irwh 
condiuons. “It’s a great deal worse than Circulating 
Decimals!” she said. “But I’m determined to win, aU the 


Her aunt smiled grimly. “We can begin Aere. she 
Mid, as they paused before a giganuc pictur^ which the 
caulogue informed them was the "Portrait of Lieutenan 
Brown, mounted on his favountc elephant. , 

"He looks awfully conceited!” said Clara. ‘ I don t think 
he w-as the elephant’s favourite UcutenanL What a hid* 
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eous picture it isl And it takes up room enough for 
twenty!” 

“Mind what 'you say, my dear!” her aunt interposed 
“It’s by an RA !” 

But Clara was quite reckless “I don’t care who it’s by!” 
she cried “And I shall give it three bad marks! ’ 

Aunt and niece soon drifted away from each other in 
the crowd, and for the next half hour Clara was hard at 
work, putting in marks and rubbipg them out again, 
and hunting up and down for a suitable picture This she 
found the hardest part of all “I can’t find the one I want!” 
she exclaimed at last, almost crying with vexation 
“What is It you want to find, my dear?” The voice was 
strange to Clara, but so sweet and gentle that she felt at- 
tracted to the owner of it, even before she had seen her, 
and when she turned, and met the smiling looks of two 
hide old ladies, whose round dimpled faces, exaedy alike, 
seemed never to have known a care, it was as much as she 
could do — as she confessed to Aunt Mattie afterwards — 
to keep herself from hugging them both "1 was looking 
for a picture,” she said, “that has a good subject — and 
that’s w ell arranged — but badly coloured ” 

The little old ladies glanced at each other in some alarm 
“Calm yourself, my dear,” said the one who had spoken 
first, “and try to remember which it was What was the 
subject?'* 

“Was It an elephant, for instance^” the other sister 
suggested They ivcre sail in sight of Lieutenant Brown 

“I don’t know, mdcedl" Clara impetuously replied 
“You know it doesn’t matter a bit what the subject ts, so 
long as It’s a good oncl ’ 

Once more the sisters exchanged looks of alarm, and 
one of them whispered something to the other, of which 
Clara caught only the one word “mad ” 
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“They mean Aunt Matdc, of course, she said to her- 
self — fancying, in her innocena, that London w'as like 
her native town, where everybody knew everybody else. 
“If you mean my aunt,” she added aloud, “she s there 
just three pictures beyond Lieutenant Bro\vn- 
"Ah, welll Then you’d better go to her, my dear!” her 
new friend said soothingly. “She'll find you the picture 
you want. Good-bye, dearl” 

“Good-bye, dear!” echoed the other sister. “Mind you 
don’t lose sight of your aunti” And the pair trotted o 
into another room, leaving Clara rather perplexed at their 
manner. 

“They’re rc.al darlings!” she soliloquised. “I wonder 
why they pity me so!” And she w-andered on, mu^unng 
to herself, "It must have two good marks, and— 


Knot VI 
Her Radiancy 

One pUeee thing that my hove got. 
hlaskee ^ that thing my no can do. 
You talkee you no sahey what? 
Bamboo. 


They landed, and were at once conduct^ to the Pala^ 
About half-way they were met by the oveinor, 
welcomed them in Englhh-a great relief to out travel- 
lets, whose guide could speak nothing but Kgovjnian. 

“I don’t half like the way they gttn at us as we go by 
the old man whispered to his son- ’ And why do they say 

’Bamboo’ SO often?” . l r'... 

"It alludes to a local costotn." replied the Gmemot, 

‘nUikcc.- m Ptfwn-Enstuh. weiw 
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who had overheard the question “Such persons as hap- 
pen in any way to displease Her Radiancy are usually 
beaten with rods ” 

The old man shuddered “A most objectionable local 
custom’ ’ he remarked with strong emphasis “I wish we 
had never landedl Did you notice that black fellow, Nor- 
man, opening his great mouth at us ^ I verily believe he 
would like to eat us’“ 

Norman appealed to the Governor, who was walking 
at his other side “Do they often eat distinguished 
strangers here?” he said, in as indifferent a tone as he 
could assume 

“Not often— not evcrl” was the welcome reply “They 
are not good for it Pigs we eat, for they are fat This old 
man is thin ” ' 

“And thankful to be so!” muttered the elder traveller 
“Beaten we shall be without a doubt It’s a comfort to 
know It won’t be Beaten without the B! My dear boy, 
just look at the peacocks’” 

They were now walking between two unbroken lines 
of those gorgeous birds, each held m check, by means of 
a golden collar and chain, by a black slave, who stood 
well behind, so as not to interrupt the view of the glitter 
mg tail, with Its network of rustling feathers and us hun 
dred eyes 

The Governor smiled proudly “In your honour,” he 
said. Her Radianc) has ordered up ten thousand addi 
ttonal peacocks She will, no doubt, decorate you, before 
you go, with the usual Star and Tcathers ’ 

It 11 be Star u itbout the S! ’ faltered one of his hearers 
‘ Come, come! Don’t lost heart! ' said the other “All 
this IS full of charm for me' 

You are young, Norman,” sighed his father, “voung 
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and Ught-heartcd. For me, it is Charm wthout the C.” 

“The old one is sad," the Governor remarked with 
some anxiety. “He has, wthout doubt, effcctwl some fear- 
ful crime?” 

“But I haven’t!" the poor old gtndcman hasuly ei- 

daimed. “TeU him 1 haven’t, Norman!" 

“He has not, as yet,” Norman gendy eap!amed. 
the Governor repeated, in a satisfied tone, “Not as yet. 

“Yours is a wondrous country!" the Governor resumed, 
after a pause. “Now here is a letter from a friend of mine, 
a merchant, in London. He and his brother i^nl ^ 
a year ago, with a thousand pounds apiece; an on en 
Year’s Day they had sutty thousand pounds between 

“How did they do it?" Norman eagerly ctclaimed. 
Even the elder traveller looked excited. 

■ ’The Governor handed him the ojct letter, 

can do it, when onee they know how, so ran 

document. “We botvowed nought: we stole nought. We 
began the year with only a thousand poun . 

Imt New -Year’s Day we had sixty thousand pounds be- 
tween us-sLxty thousand golden soveragnsl , , , 

Norman looked gmve and thoughtful a, b' 
back the letter. His father hazarded one guess. Was by 

^’•Sinian never gambles,"saidtheG„vemm;^v. 

ly, as h?^mhered them thmugh the (“^icr ^ 

followed him in silence down a long pa ^ ,h oca 
found themselves in a lofty hall, lined “ 

^s’ fmtheix. In the °( Her Radiancy 

atlw f gr- satin dojj^ 
with sUvtS stat^ whose pale round face ht up for a mo- 
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ment with a hal£ smile as the travellers bowed before her, 
and then relapsed into the exact expression of a wax doll, 
while she languidly murmured a word or two in the 
Kgovjnian dialect 

The Governor interpreted “Her Radiancy welcomes 
you She notes the Impenetrable Placidity b£ the old one, 
and the Imperceptible Acuteness of the youth ” 

Here the little potentate clapped her hands, and a troop 
of slaves instantly appeared, carrying trays of coffee and 
sweetmeats, which they offered to the guests, who had, at 
a signal from the Governor, seated themselves on the 
carpet 

Sugar plums!" muttered the old man ‘ One might as 
well be at a confectioner’s! Ask for a penny bun, Nor- 
man!” 

Not so loudl’ his son whispered “Say something 
complimentarvi” For the Governor was evidently expect- 
ing a speech 

t- " the old man timidly 

“'S ''“t ’'Sht of her smile, which—” 

The words of old men arc wcakl" the Governor inter- 
rupted angrily "Let the youth spcahl" 

Morman, in a wild burst of eloquence, 
that, like two grasshoppers in a volcano, we are shrivelled 
up m the presence of Her Spaogled Vehemence' ’ 

It is well, said the Governor, and translated this into 
Kgovjnian I am now to tell you,' he proceeded, “what 
Her Radiancy requires of you before you go The yearly 
competition for the post of Imperial Scarf maker is ,ust 
ended you are the judges You will take account of the 
rate of ''fth, the lightness of the scarves, and their 
^rmth Usually the competitors differ in one point only 
Thus, last >car, Fifi and Gogo made the same number of 
scarves in the trial week, and they were equally light, but 
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Fifi’s weire twice 'as warm as Gogo’s and she was pro- 
nounced twice as good. But this year, woe is me, w o can 
judge it? Three competitors arc here, and they differ m, 
all points! While you setUe their claims, you shall be 
lodged. Her Radiancy bids me say, free ° 
the best dungeon, and abundantly fed on the best br^d 

The old man groaned. “All is lost! 
claimed. But Norman heeded him nott he a 
his notebook, and svas calmly jotting own , c p 

they be,” the Governor proce^ed, “Lolo, Mmi, 
and Zuzu.'lilo makes 5 scarves while Mim. • 

but Zuzu makes 4 while Lolo roahes 3I Again, ^ 
like is Zuzu's handiwork, 5 of her s^jves wtis 
than one of Lolo's; yet Mimi's is lighter stdM of h“ 
will but balance 3 of ZuzuTl And for o 

Mimi’s is equal to 4 of ZuzuV, yet one of I^los ,s as 
warm as a of Mimi's!" 

Here the Utde / one' -note clapped 

saidNTaThef tdtneprr latewell compliments- 
and walk out backwards.” mm- 

The walking part .™ alHhc^ 

age. Norman s.mply sa d, W Brilliance, and 

transfeed by *' ll^^coscd Milkiness!" 
bid an agonised farewell to her after 

"Her Radiancy i,pIeascd."thcGovcrno rc^nrf^»ft|| 

duly translating this. "She casts on yuu OB , 

Im^ial Eycs,‘'a„d is 

That I w’arrant wc sballl we 
to himself distractedly 

Once more they bosvctl Jos , ,l- D un. 

Governor down a windmg suifcase to the Impenal Du 
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geon, which they found to be lined with colored marble, 
lighted from the roof, and splendidly though not luxuri- 
ously furnished with a bench of polished malachite. “I 
trust you will not delay the calculation,” the Governor 
said, ushering them in which much ceremony *‘I have 
known great inconvience — great and serious mconvience 
result to those unhappy ones who have delayed to exe- 
cute the commands of Her Radtancyl And on t h<s occa- 
sion she IS resolute she says the thing must and shall be 
done* and she has ordered up ten thousand additional 
bamboos!” With these words he left them, and they heard 
him lock and bar the door on the outside 

I told you how it would end!” moaned the elder travel- 
ler, wringing his hands, and quite forgetting m his 
anguish that he had himself proposed the expedition, and 
had never predicted anything of the sort “Oh, that we 
were well out of this miserable business*” 

“Courage!” cried the younger cheerily. "Httc oltm 
mermnuse ptvabttf The end of all this will be glory!” 
ory Without the L! rvas all the poor old man could 

K “> fro on Ihc malachite 
bench Glory without the L>” 


- Knot VII 
Petty Cash 

Base ts the slave that pays 
“Aunt MattieI” 

“M> child^” 

"Would 50U mmd wriong it down at once? I shall be 
quite certain to fotget it i( ,ou don’tl" 

“My dear we really must svait till the eab stops How 
can I possibly write anything the midst of all this 
lolting? 
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“But really I shall be forgetting itl” 

Clara’s voice took the plaintive tone that her aunt never 
knew how to resist, and with a sigh the old lady drew 
forth her ivory tablets and prepared to record the amount 
that Clara had just spent at the confectioner s shop, cr 
expenditure tvas always made out of her aunts putse, 
but the poor girl knew, by bitter experience, that sooner 
or later “Mad Mathesis" would expect an exact amount 
of every penny that had gone, and she waited, tvtth ill- 
concealed impatience, while the old lady turned the U cts 
over and over, till she had found the one hca petty 
CASH.” , 

“Here’s the place,” she said at last, “and here we have 
yesterday’s luncheon duly entered- One glass emona e 
(Why can’t you drink ^vatcr, like me?), three sandsvtehes 
(They never put in half mustard enough. I '‘■'/"““S 
ivoman so, to her face; and she tossed her head-hke 
her tmpudencel), and seven Tout one-and-tu/o- 

pence. Well, now for to-day’s?” ... 

“One glass of lemonade-" Clara was beginning to say, 
when suddenly the cab drew up, and a T dfr 

poncr was handing out the bewildered gir c ore 

had had time to finish her sentence. _ c,,, »» 

Her aunt pocketed the tablets instantly. Business first, 
she said: "pmy cash-which is a ‘orm o! pleosme,jhot. 
ever yon may Aink-aftetwatds." And she ptoeeedri to 
pay the driver, and to give voluminous 
luggage, quite deaf to the entreaties of her unhappy niece 
th^rshe would cmer the rest of the luncheon aeeounn 
“My dear, you really must cultivate a n,ose ^pocoo, 
mindl" was all the consolation she vouchsafed to th 
poor gW. “Are no. the tablets of ,our m'"’"']; 
enough to contain the teeotd of one single luncheon? 
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Not wide enough! Not hnlf wide enough!” was the 
passionate reply. 

The words came jn aptly enough, but the voice w’as 
not that of Clara, and both ladies turned in some surprise 
to sec who It was that had so suddenly struck into thar 
ranvcrsaiion A fat hulc old lady was standing at the 
door of a cab, helping the drucr to extricate what seemed 
an exact duplicate of herself it would ln\c been no easy 
task to decide which was the fatter or which looked the 
more good humoured of the two sisters 

I tell you the catwloor isn’t half wide enough!” she 
reputed, as her sister finally emerged, somewhat after the 
as lo*' of a pellet from a pop-gun, and she turned to ap- 
peal to Clara “Is it, dcar>” she said, trying hard to bring 
a frown into a face that dimpled all over with smiles 
iome folks IS too wide for ’em,” growled the cab- 

driif<T ® 


Dont provoke me, man! ’ cried the little old lady, m 

t!d “Say another word 

and 1 11 put )ou into the County Court, and sue you for 
a Habeas ^rpusl • the cabman touched his hat, and 
marched off, grinning 

Nothing like a little Law to cow the ruffians, my 
earl she rcinarked conBdcntially to Clara "You saw 
"'a'" ' *= Habeas Corpus? 

gmnj doJrft uV.‘’“ 

■ vrr3vwi!’T°^”m' vaguely 

verv ^ h*' Me old lady eagerly replied “And sve're 
ve^ much provoked indeed Aren’t we! sister?" 

I never svas m provoked in all my hfe!” the fatter 
sister assented radiantly ^ 

By this time Clara had recognised her picture gallery 
acquaintances, and, drawuig her aunt aside, she fasuly 
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whispered her reminiscences. “I met them first in the 
Royal Academy — and they were very kind to me an 
they were lunching at the next table to us, just now, you 
know — and they tried to help me to find the picture 

wanted— and I’m sure they’re dear old things! 

“Friends o£ yours, are they?” said Mad Mathcsis Well, 
I like their looks. You can be civil to them, while I get 
the tickets. But do try and arrange your ideas a little 
more chronologically!” . , , , 

And so it came to pass that the four ladies found them- 
selves seated side by side on the same bench suiting or 
the min, and chatting as it they had known one another 
for years. . , 

"Now this I call quite a remarkable comadcnccl ex- 
claimed the smaller and more talkative of the two sisters— 
the one whose legal knowledge had 

driver. "Not only that we should be svatung for ® 

train, and at the same station— Ma/ 

enough— but actually on the same day, and i ^ “ 

of the dayl That’s what strikes so forcibly! She 
glanced at the fatter and more silent sister, w 
function in life seemed to be to support the family opin- 
ion, and who meekly responded: 

“And me too, sister!" ^ „ ... 

“Those arc not independent 
thesis was just beginning, when Clara sen u 

‘^’-There's no jolling here." rhe pleaded meekly . -WcM 
you mind writing it down now? 

Out came the ivory tablets once more. What «-as it. 
then?" said her aunt. . 

•■One glare of lemonade, one mndwieh. 

Oh. dear mel- cried poor Oam, the hmorical .one rod- 
dcnly changing to a ""atl of apony. 
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“Toothnchc?" said her aunt calmly, as she wrote down 
the Items The two sisters instantly opened their reticules 
and produced two dl^^ercnt remedies for ncuralsta, each 
marked "unequalled ” 

It isn t thatl ’ said poor Clara "Thank you very much 
It’s only that I can^t remember how much I paidl" 
“Well, try and make it out, then," said her aunt 
You ve got yesterday’s luncheon to help you, you know 
And here s the luncheon we had the day before — the first 
day ^ve went to that shop — one glass lemonade. Jour sand' 
n lehes, ten biscuits Total, one-and-fwepenee " She hand- 
ed the tablets to Clara, who gazed at them with eyes so 
dim with tears that she did not at first notice that she was 
holding them upside down 

The two sisters had been listening to all this with the 
deepest interest, and at this juncture the smaller one softly 
laid her hand on Clara’s arm 

Do you know, my dear," she said coaxmgly, "my 
sister and I are in the very same predicamentJ Quite 
idemically the very same predicament’ Aren’t we, sister?” 

Quite idcnticaUy and absolutely the very—" began the 
fatter sister, but she was constructing her sentence on 
too large a scale, and the little one would not wait for 
her to finish it 

•Yes, my dear,” she resumed, “we were lunching at the 
very same shop as you were-und we had two glasses of 
lemonade and three sandwiches and five biscuits— and 
neither of us has the least idea what we paid Have we. 


Quite identically and absolutely-” murmured the 
other, who evidendy considered that she was now a whole 
sentence in arrears, and that she ought to discharge one 
obligation before contraenng any fresh liabilities, but the 
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In another minute they were crossing a large quad 
rangle, paved with marble, and tastefully decorated with 
a pigsty in each corner Soldiers, carrying pigs, were 
marching in all directions and in the middle stood a 
gigantic officer giving orders m a voice of thunder, which 
made itself heard above all the uproar of the pigs 

It IS the Commander in Chiefl’ the Governor hur- 
riedly whispered to his companions, who at once followed 
his example in prostrating themselves before the great 
man The Commander gravely bowed m return He was 
covered with gold lace from head to foot his face wore 
an expression of deep misery and he had a little black 
pig under each arm Still the gallant fellow did his best, 
in the midst of the orders he was every moment issuing 
to his men, to bid a courteous farewell to the departing 
guests 

Farewell, O old one! — carry these three to the South 
corner— and farewell to thee, thou young one— put this 
fat one on the top of the others m the Western sty— may 
your shadows never be less-woc is me, it is wrongly 
done! Empty out all the sties, and begin again* And the 
solder leant upon his sword, and wiped away a tear 
He is m distress,’ the Governor explained as they left 
the court Her Radiancy has commanded him to place 
tweny four pigs m those four sues, so that, as she goes 
round the court, she may always find the number m each 
sty n^^rcr to ten than the number m the last’ 

Docs she call ten nearer to ten than nine is? ’ said 


“Surely, 
mit that ten 
than eleven 


said the Governor Her Radiancy would ad 
IS nearer to ten than nine is— and also nearer 


Then 1 think it can be done 
The Governor shook his head 


said Norman 
The Commander has 
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been transferring them in vain for four months,” he said 
“What hope remains? And Her Radiancy has ordered up 
ten thousand additional — ” 

“The pigs don’t seem to enjoy being transferred,’ the 
old man hastily interrupted He did not like the subject 
of bamboos 

* They arc only provisionally transferred, you know, 
said the Governor “In most cases they arc immediately 
carried back again so they need not mind it And all is 
done with the greatest care, under the personal superin- 
tendence of the Commander in Chief 
“Of course she would only go once round ^ said Nor- 
man 

“Alas, no!” sighed thar conductor “Round and round 
Round and round These are Her Radiancy s own words 
But oh, agonyl Here is the outer gate, and we must parti 
He sobbed as he shook hands with them, and the next 
moment was briskly walking aivay 
“He might have waited to see us off! ’ said the old man 
piteously 

‘And he needne have begun whistling the very mo- 
menr he left us! said the young one severely But look 
sharp— here arc two what’s his names in the act of start- 
mg! ’ , 

Unluckily, the sea-bound omnibus was full ' Never 
mind! ’ said Norman chcenly ‘ Wc’Il walk on ull the 
next one overtakes us ’ , 

They trudged on m sdence, both th.nk.ng over the 
military problem, till they met an omnibus coming from 
the sea The elder traveller took out his watch Just 
twelve minutes and a half since we started, he remarked 
in an absent manner Suddenly the vacant face bright 
ened, the old man had an tdea 'My teyl he shouted, 
bringing his hand down upon Norman s shoulder so sod 
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denly as for a moment to transfer h*s centre of gravity 
beyond the base of support 

Thus taken off his guard, the young man wildly stag- 
gered forwards, and seemed about to plunge into space 
but in another moment he had gracefully recovered him 
self ‘ Problem in Precession and Nutation,” he remarked 
— m tones where filial respect only just managed to con- 
ceal a shade of annoyance “What is it ^ ’ he hastily added, 
fearing his father might have been taken ill “Will you 
have some brandy ? ’ 

“When will the next omnibus overtake us^ When? 
When? ’ the old man cried, growing more excited every 
moment 

Norman looked gloomy * Give me time,” he said “I 
must think it over *’ And once more the travellers passed 
on in silence— a silence only broken by the distant squeals 
of the unfortunate little pigs, who were sull bemg provi- 
sionally transferred from sty to sty, under the personal 
superintendence of the Commander in Chief 

Knot IX 


A Serpent with Corners 

Water water, everytvhere, 

Nor any drop to dnn\ 

“It’ll just take one more pebble” 

‘ Whatever are you doing with those buckets?” 

The speakers were Hugh and Lambert Place, the beach 
of Little Mendip Time i 30 p m Hugh was floating a 
bucket in another a size larger, and trying how many 
pebbles it would carry without sinking Lambert ^vas 
lying on his back, doing nothing 

For the next minute or two Hugh was silent, evidently 
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deep in thought Suddenly he started "I say, look here, 
Lambert!” he cried , „ 

“If It’s ah\c, and slimy, and with legs, I don t care to, 
said Lambert 

• Didn’t Halbus say this morning that, if a body is im- 
mersed in liquid it displaces as much liqui as is cqua 

to us own buik^” said Hugh , 

“He sa.d things of that sort,” Lamhert sagudy reph'd 
"Wdl, |ust look here a minute Here s the tale bucket 
almost quite immersed so the water disp ac oug 
be just about the same bulk And nosv just “ * , 

He took out the little bucket as he spoke, and handed 
the big one to Lambert “Why, there s hardly a teacup- 
full Do jou mean to say that water is the same bulk as 
the little bucket?” 

“Course it is,” said luamben 

“Wdl, look here agatnl ’ cned Hugh ' 

he poured the water from the big bucket into the 
one * Why, it doesn’t half fill «! , 

• That's irr business,' said Umbert “ 
the same bulk, why, it tt the same bulk, ) ou know 
“Well, I don't beliese it," said Hugh 
"You needn't," said Lambem "Besides, its dinner- 

” “SSi. *- “I " 

first, mechanics aftenvards ? 

•riie boys did ua, know the proverb, but they aeecpt^ 
It m perfect good fa.th, as they did y 

formation, however startling, that eame 

an authority as 

and, when dinner was over, tiug 
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o£ pens, ink, and paper, while Balbus repeated to them 
the problem he hnd prepared for their afternoon’s task. 

“A. friend of mine has a flower-garden— a very pretty 
one, though no great size — 

“How big IS It?” said Hugh 

‘That’s what you hive to find out!” Bnlbus gayly re- 
plied “All / tell you IS that it is oblong in shape — just 
half a yard longer than its width — and that a gra\ el- 
walk, one yard wide, begins at one corner and runs all 
round it” 

"Joining into itself?” said Hugh 
"Not joining into itself, young man Just before doing 
that, It turns a corner, and runs round the garden again, 
alongside of the first portion, and then inside that again, 
winding in and in, and each lap touching the last one, 
till It has used up the whole of the area " 

"Like a serpent with corners?” said Lambert 
Exactly so And if you walk the whole length of it, to 
the last inch, keeping m the centre of the path, it’s exactly 
two miles and half a furlong Now, while you find out 
the length and breadth of the garden, I’ll see if I can 
think out that sea water puzzle ” 

You said it was a flower garden?” Hugh inquired, as 
Balbus was leaving the room 
“I did,” said Balbus 

“Where do the flowers grow?” said Hugh But Balbus 
thought It best not to hear the question He left the boys 
to their problem, and, in the silence of his own room, 
mechanical paradox 

To fix our thoughts,’ he murmured to himself, as, 
with hands deep-buried m his pockets, he paced up and 
down the room, “we will take a cylindrical glass jar, with 
a scale of inches marked up the side, and fill it with water 
up to the 10 inch mark and we will assume that every 
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liquid, nod a consequent rise of level Again, this second 
rise of level causes n yet further immersion, and by consc 
qucnce another displacement of liquid and another rise 
It is self-evident that this process must continue till the 
entire solid is immersed, and that the liquid will then 
begin to immerse whatever holds the solid, which, being 
connected with it, must for the time be considered a part 
of It If you hold a stick, si\ feet long, with its ends in 
a tumbler of water, and wait long enough, you must 
eventually be immersed The question as to the source 
from which the water is supplied— which belongs to a 
high branch of mathematics, and is therefore beyond our 
present scope— docs not apply to the sea Let us there 
fore take the familiar instance of a man standing at the 
edge of the sea, at ebb tide, with a solid in his hand, 
which he partially immerses he remains steadfast and 
un^moved, and we all know that he must be drowned 
The multitudes who daily pensh in this manner to attest 
a philosophical truth, and whose bodies the unreasoning 
avave casts sullenly upon our thankless shores, have a 
uucr claim to be called the martyrs of science than a 

a I CD or a Kepler To use Kossuth’s eloquent phrase, 
they are the unnamed demigods of the nineteenth cen 

tury”t ^ 

‘ There s a fallacy somewhm,- he murmured drowsdy, 
as he stretched his long legs upon the sofa ' I must think 
It over again He closed his eyes, in order to concentrate 
his attention more perfectly, and for the next hour or so 
his slow and regular breathing bore witness to the care- 
ful debbtuat, on with which he was mvesugatmg this new 
and perplexing view of the subject' 

inend ^now indebted to a dear 
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Knot X 

Chelsea Buns ' 

Yea, buns, and buns, and buns! 

Old Song 

“How very, ^cry sacll” exclaimed Clara; and the eyes 
of the gentle girl filled with tears as she spoke 
“Sad — but very curious when >ou come to look at it 
arithmetically,” was her aunt’s less romantic reply Some 
of them have lost an arm in their countrys service, some 

a leg, some an ear, some an eye— ” 

“And some, perhaps, a///’ Clara murmured dreamily, 
as they passed the long rows of weatherbeaten heroes 
baskmg m the sun “Did you nouce that very old one, 
wvithti red-face, who* was drawing'a map m th® dust with 
^his wooden legrand all the others watching? I « 

was a plan of a battle—” 

(-■Thi: Battle oL Trafalgar, no doubt,” her aunt inter 
ITupted briskly 

"Hardly that, I think," Clara ventured to say. You see, 
in that ease, he couldn’t well be alive 
"Couldn't well be alive'" the old lady eomemptuously 
repeated "He’s as lively as you and me put togcthcrl 
Why, ,f drawing a map m the dust-with ones woodim 
leg-doesn't prove one to be aUve, perhaps you 11 kindly 
mention what prove It*” ^ , , 

Clara did not sec her way out of it. Logic hod never 
been her forte . » , , i 

■To return to the arithmetic." Mad Mathesis resumed 
-the eccemric old lady never let slip an opportunity of 
driving her niece into a cakuhtion— w hat percentage do 
you suppose must have lost all four— a leg, an arm, an 
eye, and an car?” . , , ^ , 

“How can I tell?’ gasped the terrified girl S e knew 
'veil what was coming 
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“You can’t, of course, without data,” her aunt rcplic<l* 
“but I’m just going to give >ou — ” 

“Givchcr a Chelsea bun, miss! That’s what most young 
ladies likes best! ’ The \oicc was rich and musical, and 
the speaker dexterously whipped back the snowy cloth 
that covered his basket, and disclosed a tempting array of 
the familiar square buns, joined together in rows, richly 
egged and browned, and glistening in the sun 
‘ No, sir! I shall give her nothing so indigcstiblcl Be 
ofll" The old lady waved her parasol threateningly; but 
nothing seemed to disturb the good humour of the jolly 
old man, who marched on, chanting his melodious re- 
frain 



Pi - pmg hot! Chcl sea buns hot! Chel-sea buns* 


Far too indigcsublc, my love! ' said the old lady ‘ Per- 
centages will agree with you ever so much better!” 

Clara sighed, and there was a hungry look in her eyes 
as she watched the basket lessening in the distance; but 
she meekly hstened to the relentless old lady, who at once 
proceeded to count off the data on her fingers 

Say that 70 per cent have lost an eye — 75 per cent an 
per cent an arm — 85 per cent a leg — that’ll do it 
beautifully Now, mv dear, what percentage, at least, must 
have lost all four? ’ 

No more conversation occurred — unless a smothered 
cxclamauon of, Piping hot*” which escaped from Clara’s 
lips as the basket vamshed round a corner could be count- 
ed as such— until they reached the old Chelsea mansion, 
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where Clara’s father W’as then staying, with his three sons 
and their old tutor 

Balbus, Lambert, and Hugh had entered the house only 
a few minutes before them They had been out walking, 
and Hugh had been propounding a difficulty which had 
reduced Lambert to the depths of gloom, and had even 
puzzled Balbus 

“It changes from Wednesday to Thursday at midmght, 
doesn’t It? ’ Hugh had begun 

* Sometimes,” said Balbus cautiously 

“Alttajs,” said Lambert decisively 

"Sometimes" Balbus gently insisted “Sik midnights 
out of seven, it changes to some other name. 

• I meant, of course,” Hugh corrected, “when it doej 
change from Wednesday to Thursday, it does it at mid 
night— and only at midnight " 

"Surely,” said Balbus Lambert nas sdent 

“Well, now, suppose it’s midnight here m Chelsea 
Then It’s Wednesday mart of Chelsea (say m Ireland or 
Amenca), where midnight hasn't arrived yet m its 
Thursday ears of Chelsea (say m Germany or Russia), 
where midnight has just passed by^ ’ , , . , 

"Surely,” Balbus said agam Even Lambert nodded this 


ume , , 

“But It isn’t midnight anywhere else, so cont be 
ehanging from one day to another anywhere else 
yet, if Ireland and America and so on call n Wednesday, 
and Germany and Russia and so on call it Thursday, there 
nnirr be some place-not Chelsea-that has different days 
on the two sides of it And the svorst of it is, ihc j^ple 
ere get their days m the svrong order they ve got Wed 
nesday earl of them, and Thursday 

day had changed from Thursday to Wednesdayl 

•I’ve heard that puazlebeforel cried Lambert And 
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rU tell you the explanation When a ship goes round the 
world from cast to ^^es^, we knou that it loses i day m its 
reckoning so that when it gets home and calls its day 
Wednesday, it finds people here calling it Thursday, be- 
cause we’ve had one more midnight than the ship has 
had And when you go the other way round you gam a 
day 

1 know all that,’ said Hugh, m reply to this not very 
lucid explanation ‘ but it doesn’t help me, because the 
ship hasn t proper days One way round, you get more 
than twenty four hours to the day, and the other way you 
get less so of course the names get wrong but people 
that live on m one place always get twenty four hours lo 
the day ” 

I suppose there ts such a place,” Balbus said, medi- 
utively, though I never heard of it And the people musk 
find It very queer, as Hugh says, to have the old day east 
of them, and the new one west because, when midnight 
them, with the new day m front of it and 
the old one behind it, one doesn’t see exactly what hap- 
pens I must think it over ” 

So they had entered the house in the state I have de- 
senbed-Balbus puzzled, and Lambert buried in gloomy 
thought 


u 'h' stately old 

butler (NB— It is only a butler of experience who can 
manage a senes of three M s together, without any inter- 
thMibe^' * ^ for Jotl in 


I don t like his calhng your father an oM party," Mad 
MaA^ts whispered to her meee. as they crossed Ac hall 
And Clara had only ,mt tune to whisper m reply, “He 
meant Ae mirfe party,’ befom 

the library, and the sight of the five solemn faces Acre 
assembled chilled her into silence 
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Her lather sat at the head o£ the table, and mutely 
signed to the ladies to take the two vacant chairs, one on 
each side o£ him His three sons and Balbus completed 
the party. |Writmg materials had been arranged round 
, the table, after the fashion of a ghostly banquet the but- 
ler had evidently bestowed much thought on the grim 
device. Sheets of quarto paper, each flanked by a pen on 
one side and a pencil on the other, represented the plates 
— penwipers did duty for rolls of bread — while ink 
stood m the places usually occupied by wmc glasses The 
piece de resistance was a large green baize bag, which 
gave forth, as the old man restlessly lifted it from side to 
side, a charming jingle, as of innumerable golden guineas 
"Sister, daughter, sons— and Balbus—" the old m:m e 
gan, so nersously that Balbus put m a gentle Hear, 
hearl” while Hugh drummed on the table with his fisu 
This disconcerted the unpractised orator. Sister- he 
began again, then paused a moment, mo\cd the bag 
the other side, and went on wmh a rush, I mean-this 
being— a cnucal occasion— more or less— being the >ear 
when one of my sons comes of age—" he paused a^m m 
some confusion, basing evidently got into i e mi e o 
his speech sooner than he intended but it was lajc to 

Eob.ck -Hcnr.harl-cncdBalbm "Qu.tc «>. sn,d .be 

oU gendtman, rccoxcnng h.s .clf poMcn.on n tolc 
■bvhen first I began this annual custora-my fticntl 11a - 
bus niU correct me if I am strong— (Hug ss ispc , 
"With a strapi" but nobody beard him escept 
svho only frossned and shoob bis head at um) 
annual custom o( gising each of my sons as nuny 
as would represent his age — it ss-as a critica time— so 
bus informed me-as the ages of tss o of ) ou w ere together 
etiual to that of the thitd-so on that oeea.ion I made a 
speech-” He paused so long that llalbo. thought it well 
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to come to the rescue with the words, * It was a most—” 
but^the old rnan cheeked him with a warning look “>«. 

' ‘ ' s after that, 


'•“ccKca mm with a warning lOOK 

made a speech,” he repeated ' A few years after that, Bal^ 
pmntcd out-I say po,„,jj /. horl ' 

d Balbus 'ni..,* I .t V 1 _i.i 


“y pomted out-" ('Hca.. 
cried Balbus Qu,tc so,’ said the grateful old man) 
that It was another critical occasion The ages of two of 
you were together double that of the third So I made 
another speech-anothcr speech AndnosV again u’s a ent 
.cal occas.an-^c Balbus says-and I am matng- ’ (!>«' 

iTv ‘Ml the 


^-..omcr speech And nu>v as-”** - - “ ' 

^’y^nJ I making- ' (hf 


o£ mind ■ Ind 1 , 

The number nl ' ’ ' *" “"'“’8 ■“ P'”"' 

Sion IS mst tw P“s«J since that first oco- 

gave you 'fb„“‘ itic number of guineas I then 

hcigMhc wi to 

‘ I say you must use th mdignauon 

sumc which It IS that r' mustn’t even aS 

as he spoke, and withT^ clutched the bai 

much as he could dn try ottering steps (it was about a 

“And you shall have'^^^ . J 

whispered to her niece cadeati,' the old lad; 

centage! And she fniu, calculated that per 

Nothing could exceed i 

couple had risen from th 

grin with which the fath' it— was Jt ‘ 

py sons? Could It from his unhap 

aunt abandoned her desna ^ with which th< 
were those sounds o£ sun 'wre those- 

into the room just before R?i!"* which floal« 

out) dosed the door? Snfi “* ■'ad followed then 
“y not and yet the butler toll 
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the cook — but no, that was merely idle gossip, and I wll 
not repeat it 

The shades of evening granted their unuttcred pcuuon, 
and “dosed not o’er ’ them (for the butler brought in the 
lamp) the same obUgmg shades left them a lonely bark 
(the WTiil of a dog, in the back jard, bajmg the moon) 
for “a while but neither ‘morn, alas,’ nor any other 
epoch, seemed likely to “restore them— to that peace of 
mind which had once been theirs ere ever these problems 
had swooped upon them, and crushed them ^\^th a loa 
of unfathomable m)Steryl 

“Its hardly fair,’ muttered Hugh, ‘ to give us such a 
jumble as this to work out! 

‘Fair^’ Clara echoed bitterly ‘Well! 

And to aU my readers I can but repeat the last words 
of gentle Clara 

Fareweu.! 


AppendLX 

"A \notr Slid AUct "Oh. Jo lot me help to undo itl ’ 

ANSWERS TO KNOT J 

Problem— -Two travelers spend from 3 uU 9 “ 

tvalkmg along a level road, up a hill, and home again 
that pace on the level being 4 miles an hour, up hJl 3, 
and down hiU 6 Find the distance tvalked also (within 
half an hour) time of reaching top of hill 
Ansticr — ^24 miles half past 6 in/, 

Solttuon —A level mile takes 'A of “P 

down hill 1/6 Hence to go and return over the same mil^ 
whether on the level or on the hillstdc, takes /i an 
Hence m 6 hours they went l= miles out and la back it 
ihc la nnlcs out had been nearly all level, ^ . 

taken a little over 3 hours . if nearly all up hiU, a little un 
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der 4 Hence 3)4 hours must be within an hour o£ the 
time taken in reaching the peak; thus, as they started at 3, 
they got there within an hour o£ ^2 past 6 
Twenty seven answers have come in Of these, 9 are 
right, 16 partially right, and 2 wrong The 16 give the 
distance correctly, but they have failed to grasp the fact^ 
at i e top of the hill might have been reached at any 
moment between 6 o’clock and 7 
The two wrong answers arc from Gecty VarNON and' 
A NiHn.isT The former makes the distance “23 miles,” 
while her revolutionary companion puts it at "27 ” Gekty 
ERNoN says, they had to go 4 miles along the plain, and 
got to the foot of the hill at 4 o’clock " They mgit have 
one so, grant, but you have no ground for saying they 

fh ^ before 7 o’clock ” Here yotl go wrong m 
ri' ‘1 ' must, however reluctantly, bid you 

aV {3‘ 3 niiles an hour, would not require 

hi 1 c“-'” whole num- 

nnmt hdl top; .• 37 = 

mTs ^ .h ‘a ‘'■"“P’ ‘■"'i —37 = number of 

“f ‘’""Wer me The odier side 

o r home I'i'"’ >'™ 'hen, how did they 

fve wTh. fa' "> atcommodateiyonr views 


6 


(0, 


4 >/a . (11)" 


I 
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1 grant >ou (i),tut I derty (u) ii rests on the assumption 
that to go part of the time at 3 miles an hour, and the rest 
at 6 miles an hour, comes to the same result as going the 
ivhole time at miles an hour But this u-ould only bd 
true if the ' part W’cre in exact half if they went up 
hill for 3 hours, and down hill for the other 3 w hich they 
certaml) did nor do 

The sixteen who arc partially right, arc Acves 
T k FrrxE, G E. B, H P, Krr, hf E T, hhsiE, A 
iloTHER’s Son, Nahum, A Redruthias, A Socialist, 
Spear Maiden, T B C, Vis Kirtle, and Yak- Of these, 
T k., Fifee, T B C., and Vis Ivertie do not attempt 
the second part at all F K and H P gi'c no working 
The rest m^c particular assumpoons, such as that there 
■^\’as no level road — that there were 6 miles of level road— 
Sind so on, all leading to particular limes being fixed for 
reaching the hdl top The most cunous assumption is that 
of Acsts BttLEi, who says, Let x — number of hours 

occupied m ascent, then — = hours occupied m de* 

Scent, and^^ =: hours occupied on the le'cl I suppose 

you Were thinking of the relaii'C rates, up hill and on the 
le\el, s\hich we might express by saying that, if they went 

^ miles up hill in a certain tunc, they would go — miles 
on the Ie\ cl w the same time You ha\ e, m fact, assumed 
dial they tcxik the same time on the lc% el that they took in 
ascending the hill Fifee assumes that, when the aged 
hnight said they had gone "four miles m the hour on the 
Ic'cl he meant that four miles was the distance gone, not 
merely the rate This would base been— if Fifee mil ex 
♦msc the slang expression — a "sell,” lU suited to the dig 
mty of the hero 
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And now, "dtsccnd, ye classic Ninel” ivho have solved 
the whole problem, and let me sing your praises Your 
names are Blithe. E W, L B, A Maelborouch Boi, 
O V L , PuTNtv WM-KtR, Rose, Sea Breeze, Simple 
Susan, and Money Spinner (These last two I count as 
one, as they send a joint answer Rose and Simple Susan 
and Co do not actually state that the hill top was reached 
sometime between 6 and 7, but, as they have clearly 
grasped the fact that a mile, ascended and descended, took 
the same time as two level miles, I mark them as “right ‘ 
A Marlboroucm Boy and Putney Walker deserve hon 
curable mention for iheir algebraic solutions, being the 
only two who have perceived that the question leads to 
an tndftermtnatff equatton E W brings a charge of un- 
truthfulness against the aged knight — a serious charge, for 
he was the very pink of chivalry* She says, According to 
the data given, the ume at the summit affords no clue to 
the total distance It docs not enable us to state precisely 
to an inch how much level and how much hill there was 
on the road ‘ Fair damsel,” the aged knight replies, “—if, 
as I surmise, thy initials denote Early Womanhood — be- 
think thee that the word ‘enable’ is thine, not mine I did 
but ask the time oE reaching the hill top as my condition 
far further parley If now thou wilt not grant that I am a 
truth loving man, then will 1 affirm that those same ini 
tials denote Envenomed Wickedness* 

CLASS LIST 

A Marlborough Boy Putney Walker 

II 

Blithe Rose 

E W Sea Breeze 

L B Simple Susan 

O V L Money-Spinner. 
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Blithe has made so ingemous an addition to the prob- 
lem, and Simple Sus^n and Co have solved it in such 
tuneful T ersc, that I record both their answers m full I 
have altered a word or two m Blithe’s — %vhich I trust 
she will excuse; it did not seem quite clear as it stood 


“Yet say,” said the youth, as a gleam of inspiration 
hghted up the relaxmg muscles of his quiescent features 
“Stay Methmks it matters little when we reached that 
summit, the crown of our toil For in the space of time 
wherein we clambered up one mile and bounded down 
the same on our return, we could have trudged the twatn 
on the level We have plodded, then, four and twenty 
niiles m these sue mortal hours, for never a moment did 
we stop for catching of fleeting breath or for gaung on 
the scene around!" . 

“Very good,” said the old man ‘ Twelve miles out and 
twelve miles in And we reached the top someume be 
tween six and seven of the clock Now mark mel For 
e^ery five minutes that had fled since six of the dock 
when we stood on yonder peak, $0 many mlcs had we 
toiled upwards on the dreary mountain side 
The youth moaned and rushed into the hostel 

^ Buthe 


The elder and the younger knight 
They sallied forth at three. 

How far they went on level ground 


It maitcrs not to me, 

^Vhat time they reached the foot of hill. 
When they began to mount. 

Are problems which I hold to be 
Of very small account 


The moment that each waved hit hat 
Upon the topmost peak— 
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To trivial query such as this 
No answer will I seek 
Yet can I tell the distance well 
They must have travelled o’er 
On hill and plain, ’twixt three and nine, 
The miles were twenty four 


Four miles an hour their steady pace 
Along the level track. 

Three when they climbed — but six when they 
Came swiftly striding back 
Adown the hiU, and little skill 
It needs, mcthmks, to show, 

Up hiU and down together told, 

Four miles an hour they go 

For whether long or short the tunc 
Upon the hill they spent. 

Two thirds were passed in going up, 

One third m the descent 
Two thirds at three, one third at six. 

If rightly reckoned o’er, 

Will make one whole at four — the tale 
Is tangled now no more 

Simple Susak. 
Money Spinner^ 


answers TO KNOT ll 

§ I The Dinner Party 

Problem — ^The Governor of Kgov)ni %Nants to give a 
very small dinner party, and invites his father’s brothef- 
inliw, his brother's faiher-in law, his faiher-m law’s 
brother, and his brother in law’s father Find the number 
of guests 

An filer — One. 
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In this gcncalog) , males 
are denoted by capitals> 
and females by small let 
tcrs 

The Governor is E and 
his guest IS C 


A = a 


b=B D=d C=c 



Ten ansn crs ha'v e been received Of these, one 1$ wrong, 
Galvnthus Nivalis Major, who insists on inviting Uvo 
guests, one being the Governors mje’s brothers father 
If she had taken his sister's husband s father instead, she 
svould have found it possible to reduce the guests to one 
Of the nine who send right answers, Stv Breke is the 
Very faintest breath that ever bore the name! She simply 
states that the Governor’s uncle might fulfill all the con* 
diuons ‘by intermarriages 1 “^Vlnd of the wMtern sea, 
50U have had a v ery narrow escape! Be thankful to appear 
in the Class List at aU! BocOvk and Br-vdshiw of the 
Future use genealogies which require 16 people 
of 14 by inviting the Governor’s father's sisters husband 
instead of his father s u ifes brother I cannot think this so 
good a solution as one that requires only 14 Cvits and 
Vaievtive deserve special menuon as the only two who 
have supplied genealogies 


CLASS UST 


Bee. 

Cails 


M M 

Matthew Matticks 


Om Cat 
Vaustise. 
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11 

Boc-Oak. Bradshaw of the Future. 

HI 

Sea-Breeze. ' 

§ 2. The Lodgings 

Problem . — A Square has 20 doors on each side, which 
contains 21 equal parts They arc numbered all round, be- 
ginning at one corner. From which of the four. Nos. 9» 
®5> 52> 73> the sum of the distances, to the other three, j 
least? 



L« A b= No 9, B No. 05. c No. 52, and D No. 73. , 
Thon AB = V (i:=“ + 5=) = V 169 = 13; 

AC =: 21; 


AD = V(9= + 8=)=V.45=« + 

(N.B re, “between 12 and 13”) 

BC = V (16= + 12=) = ^ ^00 = 20; 

= V ( 3 ’ + 21=) = V 450 = 21 -I-; 
CD = V ( 9 “ + 13 ’) = V 250 = .5 + ; 
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21, 6 o, 70 this will make your premiss true, and your 
conclusion false Similarly, for the second, try Nos i> 

51. 71 ) I 

Of the five partly right solutions, Rags and Tatters and 
Mad Hatter (who send one answer between them) make 
No 25 6 units from the corner instead of 5 Cheam, E R- 
D L , and Meggy Potts leave openings at the corners of 
the Square, which arc not in the data moreover Cheam 
gives values for the distances without any hint that they 
are only approximations Crophi and Morphi make the 
bold and unfounded assumption that there were really 21 
houses on each side, instead of 20 as stated by Balbu? ‘ Wc 
may assume,” they add, ‘ that the doors of Nos 21, 42> 63, 
84, are invisible from the centre o£ the Square’ \ What is 
there, I wonder, that Crophi and Mophi would not as- 
sume? 

Of the five who arc wholly right, I think Bradshaw op 
THE Future, Caius, Clifton C , and Martred deserve 
special praise for their full analytical soluuons Matthew 
Matticks picks out No 9, and proves ji to be the right 
house in two ways, very neatly and ingeniously, but ttflty 
he picks It out docs not appear It is on excellent synthet 
icaX proof, but lacks the analysis which the other four 
supply 


CLASS LIST 


BrADSUAM of the rUTURE. 

Cmus 

CLtrTON C. 

Maptreji 
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n 

Matthew Matticks 


m 

Cheam 

Crophi anb Mopni 
E R D L 


Meggy Potts 
JRacs and Tatters 
[Mad Hatter 


A remonstrance has reached me from ScaoTAToa on the 
subject of Knot I, which he declares was no pro e 
all” “Trro questrons,” he says, “are put To sohe on 
there is no data the other answers itscl s o 
point, Scrutator is mistaken, there 
sufficient to answer the question As to i e o » ^ 
terestmg to know that the quesuon 
am sure it does the quesuon great ere it s ' 
not enter it on the hst of winners, as this p 
only open to human beings 


ANSWERS TO KNOT III 
Pro«em-(.)Tsso.raveners.^^^^^^^^^^ 

Teh r:‘:rmer;75 — ”7 Ss“d.dTc^ 

m 3 hours, rhi westerly rn a How many ams d.d^a* 

mectonthesvay.nottoantmgtmm^”' 

usdf? (a) They went other tmvellcr 

counung as one the tram amtauung 

How many did each mcct^ . 

tfarmJ-C) r, (,) Theeasterly traseler met ra, the 

Other 8 
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The trains one ^\ay look 180 minutes, the other vsay 
120 Let us take the U m, 360, and divide the ratlvva) into 
3G0 units Then one set o( trams went at the rate of 2 units 
1 minute and at intervals of 30 units, the other at the 
rate of 3 units a minute and at intervals of ^5 units An 
castcrlv tram starting has ^5 units hciwccn it and the first 
tram it will meet it docs 2/5 of this while the other docs 
3/5, and thus meets it at the end of 18 units, and so all the 
way round A westerly tram starting has 30 units between 
It and the first tram it will meet it docs 3/5 of this while 
the other does 2/5, and thus meets u at the end of 18 units, 
and so all the way round Hence if the railway be divided, 
by 19 posts, into 20 par<$, each containing j8 units, trains 
meet at every post, and, in (i), each traveller passes 19 
posts m going round, and so meets 19 trams But, m (2)1 
the easterly traveller only begins to count after traversing 
2/5 of the journey, on reaching the 8th post, and so 
counts t2 posts similarly the other counts 8 They meet 
at the end of 2/5 of 3 hours, or 3/5 of 2 hours, i e 72 
minutes 

Forty five answers have been received Of these, 12 arc 
beyond the reach of discussion, as they give no working 
I can but enumerate their names, Ardmore, E A , F A 
D , L D , Matthew Matticks, MET, Poo-Poo, and 
The Red Queen arc all wrong Beta and Rowena have 
got (i) right and (3) wrong Cheeky Bob and NairaM 
give the right answers, but it may perhaps make the one 
less cheeky, and induce the other to take a less inverted 
view of things to be informed that, if this had been a com 
pennon for a pri^, they would have got no marks (N B 
—I have not ventured to put E A s name m full, as she 
only gave it provisionally, m case her answer should prove 
light ) 
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fcrrcd to, is adopted by 5 of these, t/r, Do Peep, 

ciER, Kate B , Tom-Quad, and the nameless writer. 

The It half right answers arc from Doc-Oak, Bridgei 7 
Castor, Cheshire Cat, G Z D, Guy, Mar^, M A. H, 
Old Maid, R W., and Vfvoredi All these adopt the 
Clara theory CASTORomits (1) Vendrfdi gets (i) right, 
but m (2) makes the same mistake as Do-Peep I notice 
in your solution a marvellous proportion sum: “300 
miles 2 hours one mile • 24 seconds '* May I \cnture 
m advise your acquiring, as soon as possible, an utter dis- 
bclief in the possibility of a ratio existing between wr/er 
and hours? Do not be disheartened by your two friends' 
sarcastic remarks on your “roundabout ways” Their 
short method, of adding 12 and 8, has the slight disad- 
vantage of bringing the answer wrong even a “round- 
about method IS better than Mar/ M A H,m (2),makes 
the travellers count “one” after they met, not tuhen they 
met OfKuiRC Cat and Old Maid get ‘ 20” as answer for 
Ci), by forgetting to strike out the tram met on arrival 
various ways Boc Oak, Guy, 
® trams which the westerly traveller 
^ the line, 

w 1 ey (rightly) make “ii," and those which start- 
ed during her 2 hours’ ,ourney (exclusive of tram met on 
arrival), which they (wrongly) make y , and they make 
a similar nustake with the easterly tram Dridoet (rightly) 
ays hat the westerly traveller met a tra.u every 6 mtn- 

t the num 4 r “20"; 

It should be 2. " G E B adopts Bo Peep’s method, but 
(wongly) strikes out (for the easterly traveller) the tram 
which ^rted at the of the previous 2 

hours Mary thinks a tram met on arrival must nof be 
counted, even when met on a ppe„„„ nacasion 

The 3 who are wholly right but for the unfortunate 



The sum of all the weighings, 6i lbs , includes sack No 
3 thrtce and each other tmee Deducting twice the sum 
of the ist and 4th weighings, we get 21 lbs for thrice No 
3, 7 lbs for No 3 Hence, the 2nd and 3rd weighings 

give 6*4 lbs , 4*4 lbs for Nos 2, 4, and hence again, the 
ist and 4th weighings give 5*4 lbs , 3*/^ lbs , for Nos i, 5 
Ninety seven answers have been received Of these, 15 
are beyond the reach of discussion, as they give no work 
ing I can but enumerate their names, and I take this 
opportunity of saying that this is the last time I shall put 
on record the names of campetitors who give no sort of 
clue to the process by which their answers were obtained 
In guessing a conundrum, or m catching a flea, we do 
not expect the breathless victor to give us afterwards, in 
cold blood, a history of the mental or muscular efforts by 
which he achieved success, but a mathematical calcula* 
tion is another thing The names of this ‘ mute inglori- 
ous band are Common Sense, D £ R , Douglas, E L » 
Ellen, 1 M T , J M C , Joseph, Knot I, Lucy, Meek, 
M F C,PvRAMus Shah, Veritas 
Of the eighty two answers with which the \vorking, or 
some approach to it, is supplied, one is wrong seventeen 
have given solutions which arc (from one cause or an 
other) practically valueless the remaining sixty four I 
shall try to arrange m a Class List, according to the vary 
ing degrees of shortness and neatness to which they seem 
to have attained 

The solitary wrong answer is from Nell To be thus 
alone m the crowd « a distinction — a painful one, no 
doubt, but still a distinction I am sorry for you, my dear 
young lady, and I seem to hear your tearful exclamation, 
when you read these lines Ahl This is the knell of all 
my hopes! Why, oh why, did you assume that the 4th 
and 5th bags weighed 4 lbs each? And why did you not 
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test joitr anssscrs> Hosscser. please try again- and please 
don’t cliangc jour nom-tle-phimf' Jet have Nell in t c 
F im Class next iimtl , 

The seventeen whose solutions arc practically valueless 
are Ardmore, A Re-voy RtckovER, Ar^iu^ 

Boc-Osk, BRtDcrr. First Armirr, J L M ^ i *. 
Rose, Rovvesa, Sea-Breeze, Stlvia, Thistledown Three- 
rimis Asleep, VENDumi, and Wisifeed Boo-Uek triM 
It by a sort of "rule of false," assuming experimentally 
that Nos I, a, sseigh 6 lbs eaeh, and having thus prep 
duced ly'yj, instead of tfi, as the weight 3; t*" 5, ® 
removes "the superfluous pound and a a , _ 

notcxplamhowsheknottsfromvvhichtota cit 

Fifths Asleep says that (when in ttat P'™’'"'; f , 
seemed perfeedy clear" to her thaL 3 out o 5 

being weighed twice oset,3/5ofd5^7'™' 

weight of the 5 sacks " As to svhich can ^ “ 

thcLptain, "It beats me enurelyr WtMFa^on the 

that "one must have a starting point, as ( 
tear is a mere guess) lhat No . weighed s'/t lbs The 
rest ell do it, svholly or partly, by Susss-wf”- 
The problem ts of eonrm (as any =lsf ““ « 

once) a ease of "simultaneous simple equations It ft 
how^ easily soluble by aridimeuc only, "b 
tfiis 1, die easZ I hold that ,t is bad "-sk^an 
the more complex method I base not, i ' 
more credit to arithmetical soluuons, u Kj^hest 

lems I shall (olher dungs being ^ual) give the higtet 

marks to those who use *”'”^“‘™eemed specially 
put into C ass I those whose aiwvers J 1 . 

u , j III those that seeraea spe 

short and neat, and into Class v M 'Ftirze 

^lly long or clumsy O' *“^b.st ® A io. xml 

Trn;,trse:“a!derm'g soluuons, die suhslilu 
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tions have no definite method, but seeming to have been 
rftade to see what would come o£ it. Chilpome and Dub- 
lin Bov omit some of the working. Arvon Marlborough 
Boy only finds the weight of one sack. ' 


CLASS LIST 


B.E D 

Number Five. 

C. H. 

Pedro. 

CoNSTAHCE Johnson. 

R. E. X. 

Greystead. 

Seven Old Men. 

Guy. 

Vis iNERTiiE. 

Hoopoe. 

Willy B. , 

J.F.A. 

M. A. H. 

Yahoo. 

11 ^ 

American Subscriber. 

I. B. B. 

An Appreciatu'e Schoolma'am.Kgqvtni 

Ayr. 

Land Lubber. 

Bradshaw ov the Future, 

L.D 

CheaM. 

Magpie 

C M.G. 

Mary, 

Dinah Mite. 

Muruxi. 

Duckvvtng. 

Minnje- 

L. C. M. 

Money-Spinnfji. 

E. N Lowrv. 

Nairam. 

Era. 

Old Cat. 

Luroclmxjn. 

PoLICIIlNELLE. 

F. H W. 

Simple Susan. 

Fifee. 

S. S. G. 

G. E. B. 

Thisbe. 
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Harlequiv. 
H-\nTUorN 
Holch Greev. 
J.A. B. 

Jack Tar. 


A. C. M. 

Ar\-ov Marlekoroccii Boa 
ClIILTOAfE, 

Dubun Boa. 

Furze-Bcsh. 


Veres' A. 
Wamba. 
Wolfe. 

Wa ke!I amicus. 

Y. M. A. H. 


James. 

PlRTBlOCE. 

R. W. 

WaITTsC for the Tr-ath. 


AVSWERS TO KNOT A' 

PreWfm.— To mark ptciurcs, giAing 3X’s to s or 3, 2 
to 4 or 5, and 1 10 9 or 10; also g»' mg 3 o s to i or - » 
3 or 4. and 1 to S or 9; *0 as to mark the s-naUest possib e 
number of pictures, and to gtve them the .arges pos i 
number of marks. 


pictures; 29 ‘‘"“• 

XXXXXXXXXO 

xxxxx ooou 

XX oooooooo 


Sol„„o„ -By givmg dl the X’s f»»l>le, putting into 
brackets the npuand ones, lie get rn pictures marked 
thus: 


xxxxx 
X x X X (X) 
X X (X) 


XXX X(X) 
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By then assigning o’s m the same way, beginning at 
the other end, we get 9 pictures marked thus: 

(0) o 
(0)000 
(o) 00000000 

All we have now to do is to run these two wedges as 
close together as they will go, so as to get the minimum 
number o£ pictures — erasing optional marks where by so 
doing we can run them closer, but otherwise letting them 
stand There are to necessary marks m the ist row, and 
in the 3rd, but only 7 m the 2nd Hence we erase all 
optional marks in the 1st and 3rd rows, but let them stand 
xn the and 

Twenty two answers have been received Of these, U 
give no working, so, in accordance with what I announced 
in my last reviesv of answers, I leave them unnamed, 
merely mentioning that 5 arc right and 6 wrong 
Of the eleven answers with which some working !•» 
supplied, 3 are wrong C H begins with the rash asscr 
tion that under the given conditions “the sum is impos- 
sible For,” he or she adds (these initialed correspondents 
are dismally vague beings to deal with perhaps "it” 
would be a better pronoun), “10 is the least possible num- 
ber of pictures" (granted) “therefore we must either 
give 2 X’s to 6, or 2 o’s to 5 ’ Why “must," O alphabeti- 
cal phantom^ It is novtfhcre ordained that every picture 
“must” have 3 marks! Fifee sends a folio page of solu- 
tion, which deserved a better fate she offers 3 answers, 
in each of which 10 pictures arc marked, with 30 marks; 
m one she gives 2 X’* to 6 pictures, in another to 7, m 
the 3rd she gives 2 o’s to 5, thus m every case ignoring 
the conditions (I pause to remark that the condition “2 
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X’s to 4 or 5 pictures*’ can only mean “either to 4 or else 
to 5”; if, as one competitor holds, it might mean any 
number not less than 4, the words “or 5" would be super- 
fluous ) LEA. (I am happ) to say that none of these 
bloodless phantoms appear rfiis time in the class-list Is 
It IDEA with the ‘*0“ left out?) gives 2 X’s to 6 pictures^ 
She then takes me to task for using the word ought 
instead of “noughts’* No doubt, to one who thus rebels 
against the rules laid down for her guidance, the word 
must be distasteful But docs not I E A. remember the 
paraUel case of “adder”? That creature was originally “a 
nadder” then the two words took to bandying the poor 
‘V* backwards and fonvards like a shuttlecock, the iinaj 
state of the game being “an adder ’* May not "a nought 
have similarly become “an ought”? Anyhow, oughts 
and crosses” is a \ cry old game I don’t think 1 ever hear 
U called “noughts and crosses ” 

In the following Class List, I hope the solitary occupant 
of III will sheathe her claws when she hears how narmw 
an escape she has had of not being named at all Her 
account of the process by which she got the answer is » 
meagre that, bkc the nursery ulc of “Jack^-Mmory (1 
trust I. E A. will be merciful to the spcUrng), ic is scarce- 
ly to be distinguished from “zero 


CLASS LIST 


Guy, Old Cat 

n 

Ay* 

Bradshaw of the Future 


Sea Breeze, 

F Lee 
H Vernon 
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m 

Cat. 

ANSWERS TO KN DT M 

Problem 1 — A and B began the year with only 
apiece They borrowed nought, they stoic nought On 
the next New Year’s Day they had £60,000 between them 
How did they do it? 

Solution — ^Thcy went that day to the Bank of England 
A stood in front of it, while B went round and stood be- 
hind It 

Two answers have been received, both worthy of much 
honour Adolepate makes them borrow “zero” and steal 
■“zero,” and uses both cyphers by putting them at the 
righthand end of the ;Ciooo, thus producing ;^ioo,ooo, 
which is well over the mark But (or to express it in 
Eatin) At Spes Infracta has solved 11 even more ingeni- 
ously with the first cypher she turns the “i” of the ^^looo 
into a ‘9,” and adds die result to the original sum, thus 
getting ^10,000 and in this, by means of the other “zero,” 
she turns the “i” into a “6 thus hitting the exact ^60,000 

CLASS LIST 
I 

At Spes Infracta 

XI 

Addlepate 

Problem 2— L makes 5 scarves, while M makes 2 Z 
makes 4, while L makes 3 Five scarves of Z’s weigh one 



A TANGLED TALE IO47 

of L’l 5 o£ Af J weigh 3 of Z I One of M / .s as warnn 

as 4 of 2 X and one of i.’n as svarm as 3 of Ms Which is 

best, giving equal weight m the result o£ rapidity 0 wor , 

lightness, and warmth? 

Answer — ^Thc order is M, L, Z 


SolulMsi —As to rapidity (other things being constant), 
Us merit is to Af r m the ratio of 5 to 3 Z r to s m t e 
rauo of 4 to 3 In order to get one set of 3 numbers ful 
filling these conditions, it is perhaps simp cst to ta c 
one that occurs twice as unity, and reduce the 

fractions this gives, for L, A/, and Z, the mar s 1,2/3, 4/3* 

In estimating for lightness, we observe that the greater t e 
weight, the less the merit, so that Zr merit is to Z. r as 
5 to I Thus the marks for lightness are j /5 ’>fl ^ 
similarly, the marks for warmth arc 3, i» A S 
total result, we must multiply Us 3 marks toge , 
do the same for A/ and for Z The final numbers are X 

I A y a 3 A y X 1, 4/3 X t X K . » ^ 3/5. Vl> V 3 * 

./mnlnpVng Woiby .5 («•>■* wiU note Uerthe 

proportion), 9, 10, 5. ‘ho"'"!: 

M,L Z 


Twenty nine nnswers have been reeeived, 
arc right and twenty four wrong These hapless ones 
have fu (with diree ^eepnonO 

edAnj die propomonal “fnX 

didate, instead of mill’Ply’S >>'*)’ *' * . , ^ f,, f 

radier than the former, « Mly i, ,/ 

.. I-., .tntinr It here but it can oe ii 

ivtU not occupy <,f I„gd., breadth, and 

hirtW very easily '’J of rectangnlar 

SSrunionvmLdoneisevidendymeasnredby 
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ihc number of aibicat feet dug out. Let A dig a tank lO 
feet long, 10 \Mde, a deep: let B dig one 6 feet long, 5 
wide, 10 deep The cubical contents arc 20o, 300; /r B 
1$ best digger m the ratio of 3 to 2 Now try marking for 
length, a\idth, .and depth, separately; giving a maximum 
mark of 10 to the bcsi m each contest, and then atldtng 
the results* 

Of the twenty-four malefactors, one gives no working, 
and so has no real claim to be named; but 1 break the rule 
for once, in deference to its success in Problem i . he, she, 
or It, IS Addlepate The other twcnty-thrcc may be di- 
vided into five groups 

First and worst arc, I take it, those who put the rightful 
winner last, arranging them as ‘ Lolo, Zuru, Mimi ’’ The 
names of these desperate wrong-doers arc Avr, IJradsusw 
OF THE Future, FurfeBusii, and Pollux (who send a 
loint answer), Greystead, Guy, Old Hev, and Simple 
Susan The latter was once best of all; the Old Hen has 
taken advantage of her simplicity, and beguiled her with 
the chaff which was the banc of her own chickenhood 
Secondly, I point the finger of scorn at those who have 
put t e worst candidate at the top, arranging them as 
Zuzu, Mimi, Lolo ” They arc Giuecia, M M , Old Cat, 

and R E X “ ’Tts Greece, but ' ' 

The third set have avoided both these enormities, and 
have even succeeded in putting the wnrst last, their 
answer being "Lolo, Mimi, Zuzu "Their names are As R 
(tvho also appears among the "quite too too"), CuTTOt 

IJ u 1, ® Sairev Gamp 

B has not fallen into the common error; she mtiltiphes 
together the proportionate number she gets, but in getting 
them she goes wnong, by reckoning svarmth as a * ramr 
Possibly she is Freshly Burnt,” or comes “From Bom- 
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ba) ” Janet and Mrs Sairet Gamp have also avoided 
this error the method they have adopted is shrouded in 
mjstcry — I scarcely feel competent to criticise it Mrs 
Gamp savs, “If Zuzu mak.es 4 while Ixilo makes 3, Zuzu 
makes 6 while Lolo makes 5 [bad reasoning], while 
Mimi makes 2 ” From this she concludes, Therefore 
Zuzu excels in speed by i” (t e when compared with 
Lolo’ but what about Mimi’) She then compares the 
3 kinds of excellence, measured on this mystic scale Javet 
takes the statement that "Lolo makes 5 while Mimi makes 
2,” to prove that “Lolo makes 3 while Mimt makes i an 
Zuzu 4” (worse reasoning than Mrs Gamp s), and thence 
concludes that ‘ Zuzu excels m speed by Ys"^ Jan'ET should 
have been Adeline, “m)stcry of mysteries'’ 

The fourth set actually put Mimi at the top, arranging 
them as "Mimi, Zuzu, Lolo ’’ They are Marquis and Co , 
Martreb, S B B (first initial scarcely legible may be 


meant for “J’ ), and Stan'za 
The fifth set consists of An Ancient Fish and Camel 
These ill-assorted comrades, by dint of foot and nn, have 
scrambled into the right answer, but, as their method is 
wrong, of course it counu for nothing Also An Ancient 
Fish has very ancient and fishlike ideas as to Aoiv nurn^ 
bers represent merit she says, ’ Lolo gams 2/1 on Mimi 
Two and a half Fish, fish, art thou in thy duty-- 

Of the five winners I put Balbus and The Elder 
Traveller slightly below the other three— Balbus for de 
fectivc reasoning, the other for scanty wairking albos 
givK two reasons for saying that adAtion of marks is nor 
thr right mahod, and thru adds. It follows that thr 
drcision must br made by muittplynl the majs to- 
gether ” This IS hardly more logical than to say, This is 
not Spring therefore it must be Autumn 
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of r -}- J + “• and pf 2jr + 3j 5 ~ Now, from Ut^o 
equations only, tvc cannot find, separately , the \alues of 
three unl.no;vns certain eambtnattons of them may, 
ho\\c\er, be found Also \\c know that ^\e can, by the 
help of the giNcn equations, eliminate 2 of the 3 un 
know ns from the quantity whose value is required, w hich 
will then contain one onlv If, then, the required value 
IS ascertainable at all, it can only be by the 3rd unknown 
'anishmg of itself otherwise the problem is impossible 

Let us then eliminate lemonade and sandwiches, and 
reduce everything to biscuits— a state of things even more 
depressing than '*if all the world were apple pie’ —by sub. 
trading the 1st equauon from the and, which chmmatcs 
lemonade, and gives y -f- 3^ = 3» or y = 3 — 2 “' 
then subsucuung this value of y in the ist, which gives 
X — 2s=;^,t ex = $-i-2s Now if we substitute these 
V alues of x, y, in the quanuacs w hose v alues are required, 
the first becomes (5 4* (3 — 3^) 4* ^ ^ 8 

Vhe second becomes 2(5 -f- ne) +3(3 — 3a) + 5» * e. 
19 Hence the answers are (i) 8d, (a) is yd 

The abov c is a untversal method that is, it is absolutely 
certain either to produce the answer, or to prove that no 
answer is possible The quesuon may also be solved by 
combining the quantities vvhose values are given, so as to 
form those w hose values are required This is merely a 
matter of ingenuity and good luck and as it may fail, 
even when the thing is possible, and is of no use in prov 
mg It impossible, I cannot rank this method as equal in 
value wiA the other Even when it succeeds, it may prove 
a very tedious process Suppose the 26 compeutors who 
hav e sent in w hat I may call acadental solutions, had had 
a question to deal with where every number contained S 
or 10 digits' 2 suspect it would have been a case of “silver 
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3 unknowns to rc\cal us separate \aluc The other com- 
pcucor who IS wTong throughout, is either J M C or T 
M C, but, whether he be a Juvenile Mis-Calculator or a 
True Mathematician Confused, he makes the answers "jd 
and ir He assume^ wnth Too hfuch Confidence, that 
biscuits were Yid each, and that Clara paid for 8, though 
she only ate 7* 

We will now consider the 13 whose working is wrong, 
though the answer is nght and, not to measure their de- 
ments too exactly, I mU take them in alphabetical order 
Amtv finds (nghilv ) that “i sandwich and 3 biscuits cost 
3d'’ and proceeds, ‘ therefore i sandmch= 1*4 d, 3 bis- 
cuits=:iVJ d, I lemonade = 6d" DrsAH Mite begins 
bke Amta and thence proves (rightly) that a biscuit 
costs less than id whence she concludes (wTongly) that 
It mwrt costed F C W is so beautifully resigned to thf 
certainty of a verdict of "guilty,’ that I have hardly the 
heart to utter the word, without adding a "recommended 
to mercy ownng to extenuating circumstances ” But really 
) ou know , where are the extenuaung circumstances ? Sht 
begins by assuming that lemonade 1$ ^d a glass, and 
sandwTchcs3d each (making with the 2 given equations, 
four condiuons to be fulfilled by three miserable un- 
knowns*) And, havmg (naturally) developed this into a 
contradicuon, she then tnes 5d and id with a similar re- 
sult (N 3 — This process might have been earned on 
through the whole of the Ternary Period, without grati 
fying one single Megatherium ) She then, by a ‘ happy 
thought,’ tnes halfpenny biscuits, and so obtains a con 
sistent result ’This may be a good soluuon, viewing the 
pmhl/tECL IS. i tQOJUiwicuBa. hut it u not scientific^ Jais'et 
idcnufies sandwnches with biscuits* One sandwich -j- 3 
biscuits” she makes equal to ’ Four what'^ Mayfair 
makes the astounding assertion that the equation, r -1- 3^ 
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= 3, “is evidently only satisfied by ^^=-1, i> = 5”l Old 
Ckx believes that the assumption diat a sandwich costs 
IS “the only way to avoid unmanageable fractions ” 
But why avoid them^ Is there not a certain ^ovv of tri 
umph m taming such a fraction? “Ladies and gentlemen, 
the fraction now before you is one that for years defied all 
efforts of a refining nature it was, in a word, hopelessly 
vulgar Treating It as a circulating decimal (the treadmill 
of fractions) only made matters worse As a last resource, 

I reduced it to its lowest terms, and extracted its square 
root’" Joking apart, let me thank Old Cat for some very 
kind words of sympathy, m reference to a correspondent 
(whose name I am happy to say I have now forgotten) 
who had found fault with me as a discourteous critic 
O V L IS beyond my comprehension He takes the given 
equations as (i) and (a) thence, by the process [(a) — 
(i) ], deduces (rightly) equation (3), we, r-f- 3^ =3 
and thence again, by the process [ X 3 ] (a hopeless mys- 
tery), deduces 3f 4 - 46 = 4 I have nothing to say about 
It I give It up Sea Breeze says, “It is immaterial to the 
answer” (why?) “m what proporuon 31/ is divided be- 
tween the sandwich and the 3 biscuits" so she assumes 
s=ziy2{i, Stanza is one of a very irregular 

metre At first she (like Janet) identifies sandwiches with 
biscuits She then tries tuo assumptions (r=i, h—l 
and T = 5, ^ = I, )♦ and (naturally) ends in contradic- 
tions Then she returns to the first assumption, and finds 
the 3 unknowns scpaiatcly quod ett absurdum Stiletto 
identifies sandwiches and biscuits, as "articles" Is the 
word ever used by conCecuonecs? 1 fancied, “What is the 
next article, ma’am?" was hmitcd to Imendrapcrs Two 
Sisters first assume that biscuits arc 4 a penny, and then 
that they arc 2 a penny, adding that ‘ the answer will of 
course be the same in both cases ”, It is a dreamy remark. 
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making one feel something like Macbeth grasping at th 
spectra! dagger, "is this a statement that I see before me^ 
If )ou were to saj, "We both walked the same way thi 
morning,” and / were to say, “One of you walked th 
same w ay , but the other didn’t," which of the three w ouh 
be the most hopelessly confused? Turtle Piate (what t 
a Turtle Pyatc, please?) and Old Crow, who send a join 
answer, and Y Y., adopt the same method Y. Y gets th 
equation r 3^ — 3 ®od then says, "This sum must b 
apportioned in one of the three following ways” It wiaj 
be, I grant you but Y Y. do y ou say “must’ ? I fear it i 
possible for Y. Y to be siio Y’s The other two conspira 
tors arc less posjtnc they say jt “can” be so divided bu 
they add "either of the three prices being right”! This i 
bad grammar and bad anihmeuc at once, O mysteriou 
birds! 

Of those who win honours, The SHETLA^DS^AR^ rausi 
ha\e the Third Class all to himself He has only an 
snered half the question, tiz the amount of Clara’* 
luncheon* the two htile old ladies he pitilessly leaves in 
the midst of their "difficulty ” I beg to assure him (with 
thanks for his friendly remarks) that entrance fees and 
subsenpuons arc things unknois n in that most econom 
leal of clubs, "The Knot Untiers ” 

The authors of the ad "acadental ’ solutions differ only 
m the number of steps they ha\c taken between the data 
and the answers In order to do them full justice I have 
arranged the Second Class m sections, according to the 
number of steps The two Kings are fearfully deliberate! 

I suppose walking quick, or taking short cuts, is inconsis- 
tent with kingly dignity but reallj, in reading Theseus’ 
soluuon, one almost fancied he was “marking ume,” and 
making no advance at all* The other King ivill, I hope, 
pardon me for having altered "Coal” into "Cole ” King 
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Coilus, or Coil, seems to have reigned soon after Arthur’s 
time Henry o£ Huntingdon identifies him with the King 
Coel who first built walls round Colchester, which was 
named after him In the Chronicle of Robert of Glouces- 
ter we read 

Aftur Kyng Aruirag, of warn we habbeth y told, 
Marius ys sonc was Lyng, quoynte mon & bold 
And ys sone was aftur hym, Cotl was ys name, 

Bothe it were quoyntc men, & of noble fame 

Balbus lays it down as a general principle that “m order 
to ascertain the cost of any one luncheon, it must come to 
the same amount upon two different assumptions ” 
{Query Should not “it” be “we”? Otherwise the /wncijiroo 
IS represented as wishing to ascertain us own cost!) He 
then makes two assumptions — one, that sandwiches cost 
nothing, the other, that biscuits cost nothing (either ar- 
rangement would lead to the shop being inconveniently 
crowdedl) — and brings out the unknown luncheons as 
Zd and i^d on each assumption He then concludes that 
this agreement of results “shows that the answers are cor 
rect ” Now I propose to disprove his general law by sim 
ply giving one instance of its failing One instance is 
quite enough In logical language, in order to disprove a 
“universal affirmative,” it is enough to prove its contra 
dictory, which is a 'particular negative” (I must pause 
for a digression on Logic, and especially on Ladies’ Logic 
The universal affirmative, ‘ Everybody says he's a duck,” 
IS crushed instantly by proving the particular negative, 
‘ Peter says he’s a goose,” which is equivalent to "Peter 
docs not say he’s i duck” And the universal negative, 
“Nobody calls on her,’ is well met by the particular af 
firmative, "I called yesterday” In short, either of two 
contradictories disproves the other and the moral »$ that, 
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Since 3 parucular proposition 1$ much more easily proved 
that a Universal one, « is the wisest course, in arguing 
With a lad), to limit one’s own assertions to “particulars,” 
and leave her to prove the “universal’ contradictory, i£ 
she can You will thus generally secure a logical v ictory 
a practical victory is not to be hoped for, since she can 
always fall back, upon the crushing remark, ‘ That hat 
nothing to do with itl” — ^a move for which Man has not 
)ct discovered an) satisfactory answer Now let us return 
to Bvlbus ) Here is my “particubr negative,’ on which to 
test his rule Suppose the two r«:ordcd luncheons to have 
been “2 buns, one quccn-cikc, 2 sausage rolls, and a bottle 
of Zoedone total, one and ninepencc,” and “one bun, 2 
quecn<akes, a sausage roll, and a bottle of Zoedone total, 
one and fourpence ” And suppose Chra’s unknown 
luncheon to have been “3 buns, one queen>cake, one sau 
sage roll, and 2 botdes of Zoedone” while the two little 
sisters had been indulging m “8 buns, 4 queen-cakes, 2 
sausage rolls, and 6 bottles of Zoedone ” (Poor souls, how 
thirsty they must have been!) If Bvlbus will kindly try 
this by his principle of “tvv o assumptions,’ first assuming 
that a bun is id and a queen<akc zd^ and then that a 
bun IS 3d and a queen-cake he wdl bring out the 
other two luncheons, on each assumption, as “one and 
runepence” and “four and tcnpence’ respectively, which 
harmony of results, he will say, “shows that the answers 
arc correct " And ) et, as a matter of fact, the buns were 2d 
each, the queen-cakes 3d., the sausage rolls 6d, and the 
Zoedone 2d a botde so that Clara's third luncheon had 
cost one and sevcnpcnc^ and her thirsty friends had 
spent four and fourpcncci 

Another remark of Bvlbus I will quote and discuss for 
I think that it also may yidd a moral for some of my 
readers He says, “It is the same thing m substance vvheth- 
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cr in solving this pioblcm wc use \vords and call it arith- 
metic, or use letters and signs and call it algebra ” Now 
this does not appear to me a correct description o£ the two 
methods the arithmcucal method is that of “synthesis’ 
only, it goes from one known fact to another, till it reach- 
es its goal whereas the algebraical method is that of 
“analysis”, it begins with the goal, symbolically repre- 
sented, and so goes backwards, dragging its veiled victim 
with It, till It has reached the full daylight of known facts, 
in which It can tear off the veil and say, “I know you!” 

Take an illustration Your house has been broken into 
and robbed, and you appeal to the policeman who was on 
duty that night “Well, mum, I did see a chap getting out 
over your garden wall but I was a good bit off, so I didn’t 
chase him, like 1 |usi cut down the short way to the 
^Chequers,’ and who should 1 meet but Bill Sykes, com- 
ing full split round the corner So I )ust ups and says, 'My 
lad, you're wanted ’ That’s all I says And he says, 'I’ll go 
along quiet, Bobby,’ he says, bviihout the darbies,’ he 
says ” There’s your Arithmetical policeman Now try the 
other method “I seed somebody a running, but he ivas 
well gone or ever / got nigh the place So 1 just took a 
look round in the garden And I noticed the footmarks, 
where the chap had come right across your flower beds 
They nas good big footmarks sure Ij And I noticed as 
the left foot uent down at the heel, e\cr so much deeper 
than the other And I says to myself, ‘The chap’s been a 
big hulking chap and he goes lame on his left foot ’ And 
1 rubs my hand on the wall where he got over, and there 
ivas soot on it, and no mistake So I says to myself, ‘Now 
on \ bgbt on a big man, in vbt cbwnWry snttp 
line, whats lame of one foot?’ And I flashes up pcrmi- 
scuous and 1 says, ‘It’s Bill Sykcsl’ «>s 1 ” There 1 $ your 



A TANGLED TALE IO59 

Algebraical policeman — higher intellectual type, to my 
thinking, than the other. 

Little Jack’s soluuon calls for a word of pnise, as he 
has untten out uhat really is an algebraical proof in 
words, without representing any of his facts as equations 
If It IS all his own, he will make a good algebraist in the 
time to come I beg to thank Simple Susan for some kind 
words of sympathy, to the same effect as those received 
from Old Cat 

Hecla and Martreb are the only two who have used a 
method certain either to produce the answer, or else to 
prove It impossible so they must share between them the 
highest honours 


CLASS LIST 


Hecla 


Martreb 


§ 1 (3 steps) 
Adelaide 
Clifton C 
E K C 
Guy 

L Inconnu 
Little Jack 
Nil Desperandum 
Simple Susan 
Yelloaa Hammer 
Woolly One 


n 

§ 2 (3 steps ) — continued 
Tire Red Queen 
Wall Flower 

5 3 (4 

Hawthorn 

JORAM 

S S G 

S 4 (5 “fp‘) 

A Stepney Coach 


? 2 (’3 steps) 

A A 

A Christmas Carol. 


i^(<Srcepr) 

Bat Laurel. 

Bradsilaw of the Future. 
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answ cr. “A poor thing, sirl’ Smith grow led, as he turned 
aw'ay “A \cry poor thing! I wonder you care to repeat 
such rubbish!” Yet Smith’s mind js. if oossible, even more 
colossal than Brown’s 

The second Problem of Knot VI is an example in or 
dmary Double Rule of Thre^ whose cssenual feature is 
that the result depends on the variauon of several ele 
ments, \\ hich are so related to it that, if all but one be con 
stant. It \arics as that one hence, if none be constant, it 
vanes as their product Thus, for example, the cubical 
contents of a rectangular tank, v ary as its length, if breadth 
and depth be constant, and so on, hence, if none be con 
stant, It varies as the product of the length, breadth, and 
depth 

^Vhea the result is not thus connected with the varying 
elements, the problem ceases to be Double Rule of liifee 
and often becomes one of great complexity 
To illustrate this, let us take two candidates for a prize, 
A and S, who are to compete in French, German, and 
Italian 

(fl) Let It be laid down that the result is to depend on 
their relative kaonJedge of each subject, so tha^ whether 
their marks, for French, be ‘ i, z” or “lOo, zoo,’ the result 
will be the same and let it also be laid down that, if they 
get equal marks on 2 papers, the final marks are to have 
the same ratio as those of the 3rd paper This is a case of 
ordinary Double Rule of Three We muluply As^ marks 
together, and do the same for B Note that, if A gets a 
single “zero,” his final mark is ‘ zero,” even if he gets full 
marks for 2 papers while B gets only one mark for each 
paper This of course would be sery unfiur on A, though 
a correct solution under the given conditions 

(h) The result is to depend, as before, on relative 
knowledge, but French is to have twee as much weight as 
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German or Italian This is an unusual form of question 1 
should be inclined to say, “The resulting ratio is to be 
nearer to the French ratio than if we multiplied as in («), 
and so much nearer that it would be necessary to use the 
other multipliers Uvtce to produce the same result as m 
(«)”• e g ,\i the French ratio were 9/10, and the others 
4/9* i/9> so ulumate ratio, by method (a), would 

be 3/-^5, 1 should multiply instead by 2/3, 1/3, giving the 
result, 1/5, which is nearer to 9/10 than if we had used 
method (a) 

(f) The result is to dcficnd on actual amount of knowl- 
edge of the 3 subjects collectively Here we have to ask 
two questions (i) What is to be the “unit” (t e “stand- 
ard to measure by”) m each subject? (2) Arc these units 
to be of equal, or unequal, value? The usual “unit” is the 
knowledge shown by answering the whole paper correct- 
ly, calling this “too,” all lower amounts are represented 
by numbers between “zero,” and “100 ” Then, if these 
units arc to be of equal value, we simply add A's 3 marks 
together, and do the same for B 

(i/) The conditions arc the same as (c), but French is 
to have double weight Here we simply double the French 
marks, and add as before 

(e) French is to have such weight that, if other marks 
be equal, the ultimate ratio is to be that of the French pa 
per, so that a “zero” in this would swamp the candidate* 
but the other two subjects a'c only to affect the result col 
lecuvely, by the amount of knowledge shown, the two 
being reckoned of equal value Here I should add A'& 
German and Italian marks to^therj and multiply by his 
French mark 

But I need not go on the problem may evidently be 
set with many varying conditions, each requiring its own 
method of solution The Problem in Knot VI was meant 
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the assurance I trust there are none) that all such words 
have been used m jest, and with no idea that they could 
possibly annoy any one, and that I sincerely regret any 
annoyance I may have thus irudvcricntly given. May I 
hope that in future they will recognise the distincuon bc« 
tween severe language used in sober earnest, and the 
“words of unmeant bitterness,” which Coleridge has ab 
luded to in that lovely passage beginning, “A little child, 
a limber elf”? If the writer will refer to that passage, or to 
the Preface to Fire, Famine, and Slaughter, he will find 
the distinction, for which I plead, far better drawn out 
than I could hope to do m any words of mine 
The writer’s insinuation that I care not how much an 
noyance I give to my readers I thmk it best to pass over m 
silence, but to his concluding remark I must entirely de* 
mur I hold that to use language likely to annoy any of 
my correspondents would not be m the least jusufied by 
the plea that I was ‘^quitc certain of being correct ” I trust 
that the knot unuers and I are not on such terms as those! 

1 beg to thank G B for the offer of a puzzle — which, 
however, is too like the old one, "Make four 9’s into too " 

ANSWERS TO KNOT VIII 

§ 1 The Pics 

Problem — ^Placc twenty four pigs m four sties so that, 
as you go round and round, you may always find the 
number in each sty nearer to ten than the number in the 
last 

Answer —Place 8 pigs in the first sty, 10 m the second, 
nothing m the third, and 6 in the fourth 10 is nearer ten 
than 8, nothing is nearer ten than 10, 6 is nearer ten than 
nothing, and 8 is nearer ten than 6 
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This problem is noticed by only lu’o correspondents 
Balbus says, “It ccrtnml) cannot be solved mathematic 
ally, nor do I see how to solve it by any verbal quibble ’ 
Nolens Volens makes Her Radiancy change the direc 
tion o£ going round, and even then isobhged to add, "the 
pig must be carried in front of her I 

I 2 T«E CRURAfSTlpniS 

Problem — Omnibuses start from t certain point, both 
ways, every 15 minutes A traveller, starting on foot along 
With one of them meets one in i 2{4 minutes when will 
he be ov ertaken by one? 

Anstier^ln 6Vi minutes 

.Sohmon— Let a be the distanee an omnibus goes in 
15 minutes, and 'x" the distance from the starting point to 
where the traveller is overtaken Since the omnibus met is 
due at the starting point m iVi minutes, it goes m that 
lime as far as the traveller walks in iz'A, it goes 5 
times as fast Now the overtaking omnibus is a behind 
the traveller when he starts, and therefore goes a x'‘ 
while he goes x ' Hence a x ^ yr ^x — a and 


o 

4 


This distance would be traversed by an omm 


bus in ^ minutes, and therefore by the traveller m 5 

X Hence he IS overtaken in imnutes after 

4 

starting tx m niinutes after meeting the omnibus 
Four answers have been received, of which two arc 
tvrong Dinau Mite rightly states that the overtaking 
omnibus reached the point where they met the other om 
mbus 5 minutes after they left, but wrongly concludes 
diat, going 5 times as fas^ it would overtake them in an 
other mmute The travellers are 5 minutes walk ahead of 
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the omnibus, and must walk 14 of this distance farther 
before the omnibus overtakes them, which will be 1/5 of 
the distance traversed by the omnibus m the same time: 
this will require minutes more Nolens Voless tries 
It by a process like “Achilles and the Tortoise ’ He rightly 
states that, when the overtaking omnibus leases the gate, 
the travellers are 1 /$ of "a" ahead, and that it will take the 
omnibus 3 minutes to traverse this distance, “during 
which time ’ the travellers, he tells us, go 1/ 15 of "a" (this 
should be 1/25) The travellers being now 1/15 of "a" 
ahead, he concludes that the work remaining to be done is 
for the travellers to go 1/60 of “a." while the omnibus 
goes 1/12 The pnncipU is correct, and might have been 
applied earlier 

CUSSS LIST 
I 

Balbus Delta 

ANSWERS TO KNOT IK 

§ 1 The Buckets 

Problem — Lardner states that a solid, immersed in a 
fluid, displaces an amount equal to itself in bulk How 
can this be true of a small bucket floating in a larger one? 

Solution — Lardner means, by “displaces,’ “occupies a 
space which might be filled with water without any 
change in the surroundings ’ If the portion of the floiting 
bucket, which is above the tvatcr, could be annihilated, 
and the rest of it transformed into water, the surrounding 
water would not change its posiuon which agrees with 
Lardner’s statement 

Five answers have been received, none of which ex 
plains the difficulty arising from the well known fact that 
a floating body is the same weight as the displaced fluid 
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Hecla sa)s that Only that portion of the smaller bucket 
^^hlch descend; below the onqinal lc\cl of the water can 
be propcrlj said to be immersed, and only in ctjual bulk 
wa'cr IS dis-'laccj Hence, according to Hecu\, n solid 
w hose u eight wis equal to that of an equal bulk of w aicr, 
would not float till the whole of it was below “the original 
le\cl ’ of the water but, as a matter of fact, it would float 
as soon as it was all under water Magpie sa) s the fallacy 
IS ‘ the assumption that one body can displace another 
from a place where it isn t, and that Lardncr*s assertion 
IS incorrect, except when the containing vessel was on 
ginallj full to the brim ” But the question of floating dc 
pends on the present state of things, not on past history 
OtD King Cole takes the same mcw as Hecw T>m 
pavum and VI^DE\ assume that ‘ displaced means ‘ rais 
ed above us original Icsel, and merely explain how it 
comes to pass that the water. $0 raised, is less in bulk than 
the immersed portion of bucket, and thus land themselves 
■^r niher set ihemsches floating— m the same boat as 
Hecua 

1 regret that there is no Class List to publish for this 
Problem 

§ 2 Balboss Essa\ 

Problem — Dalbus states that if 1 certain solid be im 
mersed m a certain vessel of water, the water aviII rise 
through a senes of distances, tvAxi inches, one inch, lialf an 
inch, eic^ w hich senes has no end He concludes that the 
water wiH rise without limit Is this true? 

Sohtuon — No This senes can never reach 4 inches, 
since, however many terms aac take we arc ahrays short 
of 4 inches by an amount equal to the last term taken 

Three answers have been received — but only two seem 
to me worthy of honours 
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Tympanum says that the statement about the stick “is 
merely a blind, to which the old answer may well be ap 
plied, solvitiir ambulando, or rather mcrgendo" I trust 
Tympanum will not test this in hts own person, by taking 
the place of the man in Balbus’s Essayl He would infal- 
libly be drowned 

Old King Cole rightly points out that the series, 2, i, 
etc , is a decreasing geometrical progression while ViN- 
DEX rightly identifies the fallacy as that of “Achilles and 
the Tortoise ” 


CLASS LIST 
I 

Old King Cole Vindex 

§ 3 The Garden 

Problem — An oblong garden, half a yard longer than 
wide, consists entirely of a gravel walk, spirally arranged, 
a yard wide and 3630 yards long Find the dimensions of 
the garden 
Arjstirr — 60, 60 VS 

Soltilton — ^The number of yards and fractions of a yard 
traaersed in walking along a straight piece of walk, is 
csidcntly the same as the number of square yards and 
fractions of a square yard contained in that piece of walk 
and the distance traversed m passing through a square 
yard at a corner, is evidently a yard Hence the area of the 
garden is 3630 square jards if x be the width, x (x 4- 
Yi) — 3630 Solving this quadratic, we find x == Co 
Hence ihc dimensions arc Go, 6oV5 
Twelve answers have been received— seven right and 
five wrong 

C, G L~, Nvboh, Old Crow, and Ttmpaslm assume 
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that the number of yards in the length of the path is equal 
to the number of square yards in the garden This is true, 
but should have been proved But each is guilty of darker 
deeds C G L 's “iTOrking” consists of dividing 3630 by 
Go Whence came this divisor, O ScgieP Divination? Or 
isas ita dream^ I fear this solution is worth nothing Old 
CKaw'’s is shorter, and so (if possible) worth rather less 
He says the answer “is at once seen to be 60 X 
Nabob’s calculation is short, but “as rich as a Nabob” in 
error He says that the square root of 3630, multiplied by 
a, equals the length plus the breadth That is 60-25 X 2 
= 120*/^ His first asscroon is only true of a square gar 
den His second is irrelevant, since 6035 is not the square 
root of 3630I Nay, Bob, this svill not do' TyMPAvuM says 
that, by extracting the square root of 3630, w e get 60 yards 
wih a remainder of 30/60, or half a yard, which we add 
so as to make the oblong 60 X GoVz This is very terrible 
but worse remains behmd Tympawm proceeds thus 
‘But why should there be the half yard at all^ Because 
Without It there would be no space at all for flow ers By 
means of it, we find reserved in the \cry centre a small 
plot of ground, tAA-o yards long by half a yard wide, the 
only space not occupied by walk ” But Balbus expressly 
said that the walk “used up the whole of the area " O 
Tympavlm! My tympa is exhausted my brain 15 num! I 
can say no more 

Heo-a indulges, again and again, in that most fatal of 
all habits in Gimputation — the making tiio mistakes 
which cancel each other She takes x as the width of the 
garden, m yards, and x -f- as its length, and makes her 
first “rail" the sum of x — x — VJ, x — i, x — i, /x- 
4x— 3 but the fourth term should be x — i’/, so that her 
first Coil IS Vi a yard too long Her second coil is the sum 
of X — aVi, X — aVii * — 3» — 3 here the first term 
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should be ^ — 2 and the last x — 3’/^ these two mistakes 
cancel and this coil is therefore right And the same thing 
IS true of every other coil but the last, which needs an ex 
tra half yard to reach the end of the path and this exactly 
balances the mistake m the first coil Thus the sum total 
of the coils comes right though the working is all wrong 
Of the seven who arc right, Dinah Mite Janet, Mac 
PIE, and Taffy make the same assumption as C G L and 
Co They then solve by a quadratic Magpie also tries it by 
arithmetical progression, but fails to notice that the first 
and last coils have special values 
AlumKUS Eton^e attempts to prove what C G L as 
sumes by a particular instance, taking a garden 6 by 554 
He ought to have proved it generally what is true of one 
number is not always true of others Old King Cole 
solves it by an arithmetical progression It is right, but too 
lengthy to be worth as much as a quadratic 
ViNDEX proves it very neatly, by pointing out that a 
yard of walk measured along the middle represents a 
square yard of garden whether we consider the straight 
stretches of walk or the square yards at the angles m 
which the middle line goes half a yard in one direction 
and then turns a right angle and goes half a yard in an 
other direction ’ 


ClASS LIST 

VlNDEX. 

It 

Alumnus Eton^ Old King Cole 


DisAii Mite 
Janet 


111 


Magpie 

Taity 
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ANSWERS TO KNOT \ 

§ I The Chelsea Pensioners 

Problem — If 70 per cent have lost an eye, 75 per cent an 
ear, 80 per cent an arm, 85 per cent a leg what percentage, 
at least, must have lost all four? 

Anstier — ^Tcn 

Solution — (I adopt that of Polar Star, as being better 
than my own ) Adding the wounds together, we get 70 
■f* 75 + 80 4 - 85 =5 3*0, among joo men, which gives 3 
to each, and to lo men Therefore the least percentage 
is 10 

Nineteen answers have been received One is ‘ 5,” but, 
as no working is given with it, it must, in accordance with 
the rule, remain “a deed w iihout a name ” Janet makes it 
”35 7/10 ’’lam sorry she has misunderstood the question, 
and has supposed that those who had lost an ear w-ere 75 
per cent oj those who had lost an eye, and so on Of 
course, on this supposition, the percentages must all be 
multiplied together This she has done correctly, but I can 
give her no honours, as I do not think the question will 
fairly bear her interpretation Three Score ano Ten 
makes it "i^Yg " Her solution has given me — 1 will not 
say “many anxious days and sleepless nights,” for I wish 
to be strictly truthful, but — some trouble m making any 
sense at all of it She makes the number of ‘pensioners 
"oundedonce’ to be 310 ( 'per cent,’ Isuppiosc') clivid- 
ing by she gets 77I4 as “average percentage” again di- 
viding by she gets 19% as “percentage wounded four 
times” Does she suppose wounds of dilTercni kinds to 
“absorb ’ each other, so to speak^ Then, no doubt, the data 
arc equivalent to 77 pensioners w iih one w ound each, and 
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a half-pensioncr with a half>wound. And docs she then 
suppose these concentrated ivounds to be transferable, so 
that 54 of these unfortunates can obtain perfect health by 
handing over their wounds to the remaining Yi ? Grant- 
ing these suppositions, her answer js right; or rather, tf 
the question had been, “A road is covered with one inch 
of gravel, along 77*4 per cent of it. How much of it could 
be covered 4 inches deep with the same material?” her 
answer would have been right But alas, that wasn’t the 
question! Delta makes some most amazing assumptions: 
“let every one who has not lost an eye have lost an car,” 
“let every one who has not lost both eyes and cars have 
lost an arm ” Her ideas of a battlefield are grim indeed 
Fancy a warrior who would continue fighung after losing 
both eyes, both ears, and both armsl This is a case which 
she (or “it”?) evidently considers possible 
Next come eight writers who have made the unwar- 
rantable assumption that, because 70 per cent have lost an 
eye, therefore 30 per cent have not lost one, so that they 
have both eyes This is illogical If you give me a bag con- 
taining 100 sovereigns, and if in an hour I come to you 
(my face nor beaming with gratitude nearly so much as 
when I received the bag) to say, “I am sorry to tell you 
that 70 of these sovereigns arc bad,” do I thereby guaran- 
tee the other 30 to be good^ Perhaps I have not tested 
them yet The sides of this illogical octagon arc as follows, 
in alphabeucal order Algernon Bray, Dinah Mite, G. 
S C , Jane E , J D W , Magpie (who makes the dchght- 
ful remark, “Therefore 90 per cent have two of some- 
thing,” recalling to one’s memory that fortunate monarch 
with whom Xerxes was so much pleased that “he gave 
him ten of everything”!), S S G , and Tokto. 

Bradshaw of the Future and T R do the question m 
a piecemeal fashion — on the prinaplc that the 70 per cent 
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to the third A feu jears aficru trds, i«o of them arc to- 
gether douWc of the tlurd When the number of )cars 
since the fir t occasion is t\\o>thirds of the sum of the ages 
on that occasion, one age is ii. What arc the other tuo? 

4 nfner — 15 and tS 

Soliiiton —Let the ages ai first be x, > , (r -f* > ) Nou , 
if tf + ^ then (d — o) -f- (/> — n) = 2(r — n), 

ulntc\ cr be the s iluc of n Hence the second relationship, 
if eter true, was a!uays true Hence it was true at first 
liut it cannot be true that x and y arc togcibcr double of 
(x lienee It must be true of (x >), together with 
r or j and it docs not matter sshich u c take We assume, 
then, (x 4- y) -f- ^ y = 2x Hence the three 

ages were, at first, x, 2x, 5X, and die number of years since 
that lime IS tuo thirds of Cx, is ^ Hence the present 
ages arc ye, Ox, yx The ages arc clearly tntegert, since this 
IS only ' the year uhen one of my sons comes of age" 
Hence yx = at, x = 3, and the other ages are 15, iS 

Eighteen ansvNcrs have been received One of the writ- 
ers merely asserts that the first occasion was 12 years ago, 
that the ages were then 9, 0 , and 3 , and that on the second 
occasion they were ii, and 81 As a Roman father, I 
ought to withhold the name of the rash writer, but re- 
spect for age makes me break the rule it is Three Score 
AND Ten Jane E also asserts that the ages at first were 9, 
6 , 3 then she calculates the present ages, leaving the sec 
ond occasion unnoticed Old Hev is nearly as bad, she 
‘ tried various numbers till 1 found one that fitted ail the 
conditions , but merely scratching up the earth, and peek- 
ing about, IS not the way to solve a problem, O venerable 
bird! And close after Old Hen prowls^ with hungry eyes. 
Old Cat who calmly assumes, to begin, with, that the son 
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numbers are wanted which shall be to each other as 
1*2 3 4” It IS m the “therefore” that 1 detect the uncon- 
scientiousness of this bird The conclusion is true, but this 
IS only because the equations are “homogeneous” (/ e 
having one “unknown” m each term), a fact which I 
strongly suspect had not been grasped — I beg pardon, 
clawed — by her Were I to lay this little pitfall “A + i 
= iJ, B 4 * I — supposing A ■= 1, then B = 2, and 
C = 3 Therejore for A, B, C, three numbers are wanted 
which shall be to one another as 1 2 3,” would you not 
flutter down into it, O Macpic! as amiably as a Dove? 
Simple Susan is anything but simple to me After ascer- 
taining that the 3 ages at first are as 3 *2 1 , she says, ‘ Then, 
as two-thirds of their sum, added to one of them, = 21, 
the sum cannot exceed 30, and consequently the highest 
cannot exceed 15 ” I suppose her (mental) argument is 
something like this “Two-thirds of sum, -4 one age, = 
21, sum, 4 * 3 = 3^/4 But 3 halves 

of one age cannot be less than 1V2 [here I perceive that 
Simple Susan would on no account present a guinea to a 
newborn babyl], hence the sum cannot exceed 30 ” This 
IS ingenious, but her proof, after that, is (as she candidly 
admits) “clumsy and roundabout ” She finds that there 
are 5 possible sets of ages, and eliminates four of them 
Suppose that, instead of 5, there had been 5 million pos- 
sible sets' Would Simple Susan have courageously order 
ed in the necessary gallon of ink and ream of paper^ 

The solution sent in by C R is, like that of Simple 
Susan, pardy tentative, and so does not rise higher than 
being Clumsily Right 

Among those who have earned the highest honours, 
Algernon Bray solves the problem quite correedy, but 
adds that there is nothing to exclude the supposition that 
all the ages were fractional This would make the number 
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of answers infinite Let me meekly protest that I never in- 
tended my readers to devote the rest of their lives to writ 
mg out answersl E M Rrt fotnts out that, if fractional 
ages be admissibly any one of the three sons might be the 
one ‘ come of age , but she rightly rejects this supposition 
on the ground that it would make the problem indeter 
minate White Sugar, is the only one who has detected an 
oversight of mme I had forgotten the possibility (which 
of course ought to be allowed for) that the son who came 
of age that year, need not have done so by that day, so that 
he might be only 20 This gives a second solution, viz^ 
20, 24, 28 Well said, pure Crystal! Verily, thy fair dis 
course hath been as sugar ! 

CLASS UST 


Algernon Bray 
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An Old Fogey 

Tokio 

E M Rix 
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Magpie 

Delta 

Simple Susan 
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Dinah Mite 
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I have received more than one remonstrance on my 
assertion, m the Chelsea Pensioners problem that it was 
illogical to assume from the datum 70 per cent have 
lost an eye that 30 per cent have not Algervom Bray 
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states, as a parallel case, Suppose Tommy’s father gives 
him 4 apples, and he eats one of them, how many has he 
left? ’ and says,* 1 think we are justified in ansi%ering,3 ” 
I think so too There is no ‘must here, and data arc 
evidently meant to fix the answer exactly but, if the 
question were set me. How many must he have left? 

1 should understand the data to be that his father gave 
him 4 at least, but may have given him more 
1 take this opportumty of thanking those who have 
sent, along with their answers to the Tenth Knot, regrets 
that there are no more Knots to come, or petitions that 
I should recall my resoluuon to bring them to an end I 
am most grateful for their kmd words, but. I think it 
Wisest to end what, at best, ivas but a lame attempt The 
stretched metre of an antique song is beyond my com 
pass, and my puppets were neither distinctly tn my life 
(like those I now address), nor yet (like Alice and the 
Mock Turde) disunctly out of it. Yet let me at least 
fancy, as I lay down the pen, that I carry with me into 
my silent Ufc, dear reader, a farewell srmlc from your un 
seen face, and a kindly fa^c^VelI pressure from your unfelt 
hand! And so, good night! Pantng is such sweet sorrow, 
that I shall say good night! ull it be morrow 
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I it^D grave doubts at first whether to call this passage of 
my life “A Wail,” or “A Patan,” so much docs it contain 
that IS great and glorious, so much that is somber and 
stem Seeking for something which should be a sort of 
medium between the-two, I decided, at last, on the above 
heading — wronglj, of course, I am always wrong but let 
me be calm It is a characteristic of the true orator never to 
yield to a burst of passion at the outset, the mildest of 
commonplaces arc all he dare indulge m at first, and 
thence he mounts gradually^—^t/w acqtont enndo Suf- 
fice It, then, to say, m the first place, dvu 7 am Uopold 
Edgar Stxtbbs I state this fact disunedy m commencmg, 
to prevent all chance of the reader’s confounding me 
either with the eminent shoemaker of that name, of 
Pottle street, Camberwell, or with my less reputable, but 
more widely known, namesake, Stubbs, the light come- 
dian, of the Provinces, both which connecuons I repel 
with horror and disdain no offense, however, being in 
tended to cither of the individuals named— men whom I 
have nev cr seen, w horn I hope 1 never shall 

So much for commonplaces 

Tell me now, chi man, wise m interpretauon of dreams 
and omens, how it chanced that, on a Friday afternoon, 
turning suddenly out of Great Watdes street, I should 
come into sudden and disagreeable collision with an hum 
blc individual of unprepossessing exterior, but with an 
eye that glowed w ith all the fire of genius? I had dreamed 
at night that the great idea of my life was to be fulfilled 
What w-as the great idea of my life? I will tell you With 
shame or sorrow I will tell you 
1079 
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My thirst and passion from boyhood (predominating 
over the love of taws and running neck and neck with my 
appetite for toffv) has been for poetry— for poetry in its 
widest and wildest sense— for poetry untrammcled by the 
laws of sense, rhyme, or rhythm, soaring through the uni- 
verse, and echoing the music of the sphercsl From my 
youth, nay, from my very cradle, I have yearned for 
poetry, for beauty, for novelty, for romancement When I 
say “yearned,” I employ a word mildly expressive of what 
may be considered as an outline of my feelings in my 
calmer moments it is about as capable of picturing the 
headlong impetuosity of my life long enthusiasm as those 
unanatomical paintings which adorn the outside of the 
Adelphi, representing Flexmore in one of the many con- 
ceivable attitudes into which the human frame has never 
yet been reduced, are of conveying to the speculative pit- 
goer a true idea of the feats performed by that extra 
ordmary compound of humanity and Indian rubber 
I have Wandered from the point that is a peculiarity, 
if I may be permitted to say so, incidental to life, and, 
as I remarked on an occasion which time will not suffer 
me more fully to specify, “What, after kll, ts life?” nor 
did 1 find any one of the individuals present (wc- were 
a party of nine, including the waiter, and it was while 
the soup was being removed that the above recorded ob- 
servation was made) capable of furnishing me with a 
rational answer to the quesuon 

The verses which I wrote at an early period of life 
were emmendy distinguished by a perfect freedom from 
conventionalism, and were thus unsujfcd to the present 
exacuons of literature in a future age they will be read 
and admired, “when Milton," as my venerable uncle has 
frequently exclaimed, "when Mikon and such hke arc 
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When monarchs, lessening on the wildcrcd sight, 
Crumblingly vanished into utter night, 

When murder stalked with thirstier strides abroad, 

And redly flashed the never sated sword. 

In such an hour thy greatness had been seen — 

That IS, if such an hour had eicr been — 

In such an hour thy praises shall he sung, 

If not by mine, by many a worthier tongue, 

And thou be gazed upon by wondering men, 

When such an hour arrives, but not till then! ’ 

Alfred Tennyson is Poet Laureate, and it is not for 
me to dispute his claim to that eminent position, still I 
cannot help thinking, that if the Government had only 
come forward candidly at the time, and thrown the thing 
open to general competition, proposing some subject to 
test the powers of the candidate (say “Frampton’s Pill 
of Health, an Acrostic’ ), a very different result might 
have been arrived at 

But let us return to our muttons (as our noble allies 
do most unromantically express themselves), and to the 
mechanic of Great Wattles street He was coming out of 
a small shop— rudely built it was, dilapidated exceed- 
ingly, and in. its general appearance seedy — what did I 
sec in all this to inspire a belief that a great epoch in my 
existence arrived? Reader, I saw the signboardl 
Yes Upon that rusty signboard, creaking awkwardly 
on its one hinge against the moldcrmg wall, was an m- 
-scnption which thrilled me from head to foot with un- 
wonted exatement ‘Simon Lubkin Dealer in Romancc- 
mcnl ” Those were the very words 
ft was Friday, the fourth of June, half past four pan 
Three times 1 read that inscription through, and then 
took out my pocketbook, and copied it on the spot, the 
mechanic regarding me durmg the whole proceeding 
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■VMth a stare of senous and (as I thought at the time) 
respectful astonishment 

1 stopf>cd that mechamc, and entered mto con\'crsatioa 
SNith him, jears of agony since, then base gradually 
branded that scene upon my tvnthmg heart, and I can 
repeat all that passed, s\ord for wtird 
Did the mechamc (this was m) first question) possess 
a kmdred soul, or did he not^ 

Mechamc didn’t know as he did 
Was he aware (this with thnhmg emphasis) of the 
mcamng of that glonous inscription upon his agnboard^ 
Bless jou, mechamc knew all about that ’ere 
Would mechanic (oscrlookmg the suddenness of the 
mvitalion) object to adjourn to the neighboring public 
house, and there discuss the point more at leisure? 
Mechanic would not object to a dram On the contrarj 
(Adjournment accordmgl) brand) and water for twi? 
comersanon resumed ) 

Did the article sell w*cU, especially with the "moMe 
tulgtu ^ 

Mechamc cast a look of good natured pit) on the ques 
tioner, the article sold well, he said, and the migars 
bought It most 

kMi) notadd“No\clt)"to the inscription? (Thiswasa 
cnucal moment I trembled as 1 asked the quesuon ) 

I^ot so bad an idea, mechamc thought ame was, it 
might ha\e answxrcd, but tunc flies, )ou see 
Was mechamc alone m his glory, or was there any one 
else who dealt as largcl) m the article? 

Mechanic would pound it, there was none. 

^^^lat iras the aruclc employed for? (I brought this 
question out with a gasj^ exatcmenl almost choking my 
utterance ) 
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It would piece a most anything together, mechanic be- 
lieved, and make it sohdcr nor stone ^ 

This was a sentencedifficulc of interpretation I thought 
tt over a little, and then said, doubtfully, “you mean, I 
presume, that it serves to connect the broken threads of 
human destiny? to invest with a — with a sort of vital 
reality the chimerical products of a fertile imagination?” 

Mechanic’s answer was short, and anything but en- 
couraging “mought be — , I’s no scollard, bless you ” 

At this point conversation certainly began to flag, I was 
seriously debating m my own mind whether this could 
really be the fulfillment of my hfe*chenshcd dream, so 
ill did the scene harmonise with my ideas of romance, 
and so painfully did I feel my companion’s lack of sym 
pathy m the enthusiasm of my nature — an enthusiasm 
which has found vent, ere now, m actions which the 
thoughtless crowd have too often attributed to mere 
eccentricity 

1 have risen with the lark — day’s sweet harbinger”— 
(once, certainly, if not oftener), with the aid of a patent 
alarm, and have gone forth at that unseemly hour, much 
to the astonishment of the housemaid cleaning the door 
steps, to “brush with hasty steps the dewy lawn," and 
have witnessed the golden dawn with eyes yet half 
closed m sleep (I have always stated to my friends, in 
any allusion to the subject, that rny raptures at that mo- 
ment were such that I have never since ventured to 
expose myself to the influence of excitement so dangerous 
In confidence, however, I admit that the reality did not 
come up to the idea I had formed of it over night, and 
by no means repaid the struggle of getting out of bed 
so early ) 

1 have wandered in the solemn woods at night, and 
bent me o’er the moss-grown fountain, to lave m its 
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in my uncle’s handwtiung “some call this unconnected 
writing 1 have my oWn opinion ” This last was a favorite 
expression of his, veiling a profundity of ethical acumen 
on which it would be vain to speculate, indeed, so uni- 
formly simple was the language of this great man, that 
no one besides myself ever suspected his possessing more 
than the ordinary share of human intellect 
May 1, however, venture to express what I believe 
would have been my uncle’s interpretation of this remark- 
able passage^ It appears that the writer intended fo dis- 
tinguish the provinces of Poetry, Real Property, and Per- 
sonal Property The inquirer touches first on flowers, and 
with what a gush of generous feeling does the answer 
break upon him> ‘It is mine It is yours” That is the 
beautiful, the true, the good, these are not hampered by 
petty consideration of ‘meum” and “tuum”, these are 
the common property of men (It was with some such 
idea as this that I drew up the once celebrated bill, en 
tilled “An Act for exempting Pheasants from the opera 
tion of the Game Laws, on the ground of Beauty ’■ — a 
bill which would, doubtless, have passed both Houses 
in triumph, but that the member who had undertaken 
the care of it ivas unfortunately incarcerated in a Lunatic 
Asylum before it had reached the second reading ) En- 
couraged by the success of his first question, our inquirer 
passes on to ‘ houses (‘ Real Property,” you will ob- 
serve) , he IS here met by the stern, chilling answer, ‘ They 
are mine’ — none of the liberal senument which dictated 
the former reply, but in US place a dignified assertion of 
the rights of property 

Had this been a genuine Socratic dialogue, and not 
merely a modern imicacion, the inquirer would have 
probably here interrupted with 'To me indeed,” or, “I, 
for my part,” or, “But how otherwise?' or some other of 
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^ho^c iiOKubr cxprcition*, wieh tvhich I’bto mala hti 
rharactcTj ditpby ai once llietr blind acquioccncc in tbcu 
:n«ructot’» {>pinioni, and their utter inabilnj to cxpreis 
ihemiel\ct grammatically. Hut the untcr takes another 
line of thought; the Ixiltl inquirer, undeterred b) the cold- 
ncsi of the bit reply, procterU from qucitiont to demands 
“gne me (of) the lifcad**; and here the conversation 
abruptly ccaves, but the moral of the wliolc is pointed 
m the narrative “she gave him a hot on the car.** This 
ts not the philovoph> of one individual or nation, the 
sentiment is, if 1 ma) so say, European; and I am borne 
out in this theory by the fact that the book ius evidently 
l)cen printed in three parallel columns English, French, 
and German, 

Such a man was my uncle; and with such a man did 
1 resolve to confront the suspected mechanic 1 appointed 
the following morning for an mtcrview, when 1 would 
personally inspect “the article" (I could not bring myself 
to utter the beloved word itself) 1 passed a restless and 
feverish night, crushed by a sense of the approaching 
crisis 

Tlie hour came at last — the hour of misery and despair; 
u always docs $ 0 , it cannot be put off forever, even on 
a visit to a denusr, as my childhootl can attest with bitter 
experience, we are not forever getting there, the fatal 
door too surely cbwns upon us, and our heart, which for 
the last half hour has liccn gradually sinking lower and 
lower, until we almost tloubl us existence, vanishes sud- 
denly downw'ards into depths hitherto undreamed of 
And so, 1 repeat u, the hour came at last 

Standing before that base mechanic’s door, with a 
throbbing and expectant heart, my eye chanced to fall 
once more upon that signboard, once more I perused its 
strange inscripuon Oh' fatal change? Oh? horror? Wliat 
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do 1 see? Have 1 been deluded by a heated imagination^ 
A hideous gap yawns between the N and the C, making 
It not one word but twol 
And the dream was over 

At the corner of the street 1 turned to take a sad fond 
look at the specter of a phantom hope, I once had held 
so dear “Adieu!” I whispered, this was all the last fare 
well I took, and I leant upon my walking stick and 
wiped away a tear On the following day I entered into 
commercial relations with the firm of Dumpy and Spagg, 
wholesale dealers m the wine and spirit department 
The signboard yet creaks upon the moldermg walk but 
Its sound shall make music in these cars nevermore— ahl 
nevermore. 
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,oU )ou mam umca alrcad*. 1 haacn . the least ^ 
how it happetietl and there » no use m placing me mth 
Zy ntore^uesttons about .. Of course, tf pu unsh , 

I La read l-ou an exiraa from m) dor), gmng a full 
account of the csents of )esterda), but rf )ou cyect 
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job alarmed me, and 1 wished to cut him short, having 
a decided objection to talking slang in the public streets 
“Well, they’ll be pretaous cut up about it, that’s all,” 
said Harry, with rather a blank face, “and my cousin 
Amelia—" 

“Don’t say another wordi I cried enthusiastically, “I’ll 
gol And as my omnibus came by at the moment, I 
jumped in and rattled off before he had recovered his 
astonishment at my change of manner So it is settled, 
and to-morrow I am to see an Amelia, and — oh Destiny, 
what hast thou m store for me? 

August 24, Wednesday ~^A glorious morning Packed 
in a great hurry, luckily breaking only two bottles and 
three glasses in doing so Arrived at Rosemary Villa as 
the patty were sitting down to breakfast Father, mother, 
two sons from school, a host of children from the nursery 
and the inevitable BABY. 

But how shall I describe the daughter? Words are 
powerless , nothing but a Tablotype could do it Her nose 
was m beautiful perspective— her mouth wanting per- 
haps the least possible foreshortening— but the exquisite 
half urns on the check would have blinded one to any 
defects, and as to the high light on her chin, it was 
(photographically speaking) perfection OhI whaca pic 
turc she would have made if fate had not— but I am 
antiapating 

Ther&was a Gipiam Flanaghan present 

I am aware that the preceding paragraph is slightly 
abrupt, but when I reached that point, I remembered 
that the idiot actually believed himself engaged to Amelia 
(my AmcUal) I choked, and could get no further His 
figure, I am willing to admit, was good some might 
have admired his face, but what is face or figure ^\uhout 
brains? 
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My own figure .s perhaps a Kr/e inchned to the robuH; 
in statute I am none ot your mditaty giralT«-but why 
should 1 desaibe mysel!’ My photograph (done by my- 
self) will be sufficient evidence to the ivotld 
The breakfast, no doubt, ssas good, but I knew not 
what I ate. or drank; I hsed for Amelia only and as 
gazed on that peerless brow, those chiseled features, 
clenched my fist in .an involuntary transport (upsetting 
my coffee^up in doing so), and mentally --'aimed I 
will photograph that woman, or perish m the ““'"’P' 
After breakfast the work of the day commenced, which 

1 \\iU here briefly record . j tnr 

Piciuan I —Paterfamilias This 1 wanted to tty 
again, but they all declared it would do very well, and 
hfd “lUst his usual expression- , 

expression was that of a man with a bone in his hroat, 
endeavoring to alleviate the agony of choking by watch 
tngThe end®of his nose svtth both eyes, I must admit that 
this was too favorable a statement of the case 
PICTURE 2 -Mateifamihas She told 
per, as she sat down, that she „ 

Itricals tn her youth," and that she 

a favorite Shakespearean character ^hat the charaet 

was after long and anxious thought on *e 5ub|cct, 1 

was, alter long anu „„t knowing any 

have eiven up as a hopeless mysi ;» 

one of his heroines in whom an atutude P“ 

modic energy could have been combined svith a face ot 

meh blank mdifference, or svho could have been 

appropriately costumed m a blue ulk ^wn, 

land scarf over one shoulder, a raffle ot Queen Elizabeth s 

ume round the throat, and a hunting svhip 

" PICTURE a— 7 th sitting Placed the baby in profile. 
Mwr wlungt.ll the usual taking had subsided, un 
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covered the lens The htde wretch instantly threw its 
head back, luckily only an inch, as it was stopped by the 
nurse’s nose, establishing the infant’s claim to first blood ’ 
(to use a sporting phrase) This, of course, gave two eyes 
to the result, something that might he called a nose, and 
an unnaturally wide mouth Called it a full face accord- 
ingly and went on to 

PICTURE 4 — The three younger girls, as they would 
have appeared, if by any possibility a black dose could 
have been administered to each of them at the same mo 
meat, and the three tied together by the hair before the 
expression produced by the medicine had subsided from 
any of their faces Of course, I kepi this view of the sub 
]cct to myself, and merely said that “it reminded me of 
a picture of the three Graces,” but the sentence ended m 
an involuntary groan, which I had the greatest difficulty 
m converting into a cough 
PICTURES —This was to have been the great artistic 
triumph of the day, a family group, designed by the two 
parents, and combining the domestic with the allegorical 
It was intended to represent the baby being crowned with 
flowers, by the united efforts of the children, regulated 
by the advice oE the father, under the personal superin- 
tendence of the mother, and to combine with this the 
secondary meaning of ‘Victory transferring her laurel 
crown to Innocence, with Rcsoluuon, Independence, 
Faith, Hope and Charity, assisting in the graceful task, 
while Wisdom looks benignly on, and smiles approvall ’ 
Such, 1 say, was the tnutttton, the result, to any unpreju- 
diced observer, was capable of but one interpretation — 
that the baby was in a fit— that the mother (doubtless 
under some erroneous notions of the principles of Human 
Anatomy), was endeavoring to recover it by bringing 
the crown of its head m conuct with its chest — that the 



A photographer’s day out 1093 
tvm bo)S, seeing no prospect for the infant but immediate 
destruction, ssere tearing out some locks of its hair as 
mementos of the fatal esxnl-that tsvo of the girls ucre 
TV-amng for a chance at the baby’s ha.r and employing 
the time in strangling the th,rd-and that the father n 
despair at the extraordinary conduct of his family, had 
stabbed himself, and ivas feeling for his penedamse, to 

mahe a memorandum of basing done so 

All this time I had no opportunity of osbrng “V 
for a sitting, but during luncheon I succeeded in find mg 
one, and, after introduang the sub, m of photographs n 
general, I turned to her and said, "before the day is out. 
Miss Amelia, 1 hope to do myself the honor of coming 

'^’;;:il'°a^“,e;rm'l^;■ she replied 7 ertamly Mn Tubbs 

There is a cottage near here, that ssis 1 

after luncheon, and when youve done that, I shall b 

’'•^F^l’^fhope she’U give you a deeoisive onel” 

Z'^aTmalfSSm;^^^^ 

to L bear, "come, come, &ptain sse “““t he^™ 
hard on himl" (Hard on me/ on me' bless > 

The sudden hapP'- ^ 

came me; tears rose to my ) t, Amflial” 

of a Life IS aecomphshedl I shall photograph an AmeliM 

lodeed, I r^st 

w”* my so domg. and had I not known what a difficult 
posiuon It IS to recover from 
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However, I seized an opportunity toward the close of 
the meal to give utterance to my overwrought feelings*} 
turning toward Amelia, who was sitting next to me, I 
had ]ust murmured the words, “there beats m this bosom 
a heart,” when a general silence warned me to leave the 
sentence unfinished "With the most admirable presence of 
mind she said, “some tart, did you say, Mr Tubbs? Cap 
tain Flanaghan, may I trouble you to cut Mr Tubbs some 
of that tart?” 

“It's nigh done,” said the captain, poking his great 
head almost into it, “will I send him the dish, Mely?” i 
“No, sir!” 1 interrupted, with a look that ought to have 
crushed him, but he only grinned and said, “don't be 
modest now, Tubbs, me bhoy, sure there’s plenty more 
m the larder" 

Amelia was looking anxiously at me, so 1 swallowed 
my rage— and the tart. 

Luncheon, over, after receiving directions by which to 
find the cottage, I attached to my camera the hood used 
(or developing pictures in the open air, placed it over my 
shoulder, and set out for the hiU which had been pointed 
out to me 

My Amelia was sitting in the window working, as I 
passed with the machine, the Irish idiot was with her In 
reply to my look of Undying^ffcclion, she said anxiously, 
Im sure that’s too heavy for jou, Mr Tubbs Wbn’c 
you have a boy to carry it? * 

“Or a donkey^’ giggled the captain 

I pulled up short, and fiiccd round, feeling that now, 
if e\er, the dignity of Man, and the liberty of the sub- 
ject, must be asserted To her I merely said, ‘ thanks, 
thanks! kissmg my hand as I spoke, then, fixing my 
eyes on the idiot at hcrsid^ I hissed through my clenched 
we shall meet again, Captainl 
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“Sure, I hope so, Tubbs,” said ihe 
head, “sharp six is the dinner hour, mind I A cold shiyei 
passed over me, I had made my great effort, and had 
/aiW. I shouldered my camera again, and strode 

moodily on . t 1 «„r 

Two steps, and I was myself again; Aer eyes, I knew, 
tvere upon me, and once more I trod the gravel wi4 an 
elasuc tread. What mattered to me, m that moment, th 
Avhole tribe cl captains? should rfey disturb my equa- 

” x'hfhill tvas nearly a 

reached it ..red and breathless ■^oughts "f Ameha how 
ever bore me up I selected the best point of view for the 
eottage, so as to include a farmer and cow m *e peture, 
cast one fond look toivard die distant 
mg, “Amelia, ’« for .heel” stver 1 

m I mmute and 40 seconds 1 

cried m uncontrollable excitement, Amelia, thou 

""es'Liv uembhngly. I covered my head tnth the hood, 
and Commenced the development T-s -'her “is y^ 
welll the wind had blown dien, J 

wouldnhshowmuch-dictam.?^wdU^^^^ 

tweve^'rt'taU^S-.ha,*^^^^^^^ 

and though be no mistake about 

picturesque Jl ,ha. could be desired. 
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dvgrvity? and turned upon the stranger He was a thich- 
builc man, vulgar tn dress, repulsive in expression, and 
carried a straw in his mouth his companion outdid hini 
in these pecuUarities ' Young man,’ began the first, “ye rc 
trespassing here, and ya mun take yourself off, and no 
bones about it ’ I need hardly say that I took no notice 
of this remark, but took up the bottle of hypo-sulphite 
of soda, and proceeded to fix the picture, he tried to stop 
me, I resisted the negative fell, and was broken I fe- 
member nothing further, except that 1 have an indistinct 
notion that I hit somebody 
If you can find anything m what I have just read to 
you to account for my present condiuon, you are wel- 
come to do so, but, as I before remarked, all I can tell 
you IS that I am shaken, and sore, and stiff, and bruised* 
and that how I came so I haven’t the faintest idea 
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could close thcjr eyes to the faults m his shipc, and single 
out us beauties, though few were ever found capable of 
the task, to those above all who knew and esteemed his 
personal character, and believed that the powers of his 
mind transcended those of the age he lived in, though 
alas! none such has as yet turned up — to those he was a 
very Apollo 

What though it had not been wholly false to assert that 
too much grease had been applied to his hair, and too 
little soap to his hands? that his nose turned too much 
up, and his shirt collars too much down ? that his whiskers 
had borrowed all the colour from his checks, excepting 
a little that had run down into his ivaistcoat? Such trivial 
criticisms were unworthy the notice of any who laid claim 
to the envied ude of the connoisseur 
He had been christened William, and his father’s name 
Was Smith, but though he had introduced himself to 
tnany of the higher circles m London under the imposing 
hame of Mr Smith, of Yorkshire,” he had unfortunately 
not attracted so large a share of public notice as be was 
conEdent he merited some had asked him horw far back 
he traced his ancestry, others had been mean enough to 
hint that his position m society was not entirely unique, 
while the sarcastic enquiries of others touching the dor 
mant peerage in his family, to which, it was suggested, he 
was about to lay claim had awakened in the breast of the 
noble spirited youth an ardent longing for that high birth 
and connection which an adverse Fortune had denied 
him 

Hence he had conceived die notion of that fiction, 
which perhaps in his case must be considered merely as 
a poetical licence, whereby he passed himself off upon the 
world under the sounding appellauon which heads this 
tale This step had already occasioned a large increase in 
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his popularity, a circumstance which his friends spoke of 
under the unpoetical simile of a had sovereign fresh gilt, 
but which he himself more pleasantly described as . . - 
a violet pale. At length discovered m its mossy We. And 
borne to sit with kings” a desuny for which, as it is 
generally believed, violets are not naturally fitted 
The travellers, each buried in his own thoughts, paced 
m silence down the steep, save when an unmually sharp 
stone, or an unexpecled dip m the road, pr^uced one of 
those involuntary exclamations of pain, which m trium- 
phantly demonstrate the connection between Mind and 
Matter: At length the young traveller, 
with an effort from h.s painful reverie, 
meditations of his companion with the 
non, “Think you she will be much altered in mtu eM 
trust me not" 'Think who' testily re)Oined the other 
Z "stdy correcting himself, with an 
of grammar, he substituted the ’ 

Lranic mne. “It is an hour 8“:^ "H'' 

The young man nodded msent An 

r;u^rrli;3;min“ Z touching sonn« m W sm 1 

wruolla,e.heg,nmj^;Tho^^^^ 

EE;;=";r.— ssr:s 
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he frowned and bit hts lip, muttering to himself such 
words as cooky, hooky, and crooky, as if he were trying 
to find a rhyme to something And now the pair were 
passing near a bridge, and shops were on their left and 
water on their right, and from beneath uprose a confused 
hubbub of sailors' voices, and, wafted on the landward 
breeze, came an aroma, dimly suggestive of salt herring, 
and all things from the heaving waters in the harbour to 
the light smoke that floated gracefully above the house 
tops, suggested nought but poetry to the mind of the 
gificd youth 


Chapter II 

“And I, for One” 

{Old Play) 

“But about she,” resumed the man of prose, ‘what’s her 
name? You never told me that yet ” A faint flush crossed 
the interesting features of the youth, could it be that her 
name was unpoctical, and did not consort with his ideas 
of the harmony of nature^ He spoke reluctantly and in- 
distinctly, ‘ Her name,’ he faindy gasped, ‘ is Sukic ” 

A long, low whistle was the only reply, thrusting his 
hands deep in his pockets, the elder speaker turned away, 
while the unhappy youth, whose delicate nerves were 
cruelly shaken by his friend s ridicule, grasped the railing 
near to him to steady his tottering feet Distant sounds 
of melody from the cliff at this moment reached their 
ears, and while his unfeeling comrade wandered in the 
direction of the music, the distressed poet hastily sought 
the Bridge, to give his pent up feelings vent, unnoticed 
by the passers-by 

The Sun was setung as he reached the spot, and the still 
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surface of the n-alers bclon, as he crossed on to the 
Bridge, calmed his perturbed spirit snd sadly lelning Ins 
elhotss on the rad he pondered What sisionS rdlesl thit 

nobl-soul as ssnh features that svould base lieamed ssit i 

intelligence, had tlie) onl) possessed an espression at all 
and a fross-n that only needed dignity to be t'iyml"'R 
he ftsecl upon the sluggish tide those fine though blood 

ihote\cs’ . , 

Visions of his early days, scenes front the happy lime 
of pinafores treacle and innocence through the long 
Msta of the past came floating spectres o long forgotten 
spelling boohs slates scratslcd thick svith dreary suras 
that seldom came out at all and neter came out right 
lingling and soraesvhat painful sensations returned to his 
knuckles and the roots of his hair, he ssjs a boy once 

™Noss, young man therel so broke a vo ee upon the 
air, tak Whether o the ttso roads thou ikes but thou 
can t stop in t middle'- The ssords fel idly on his ea 
or served but to suggest nesv trams of rescrie Road 
aye, roads he sshispered losv and then louder a he 
glorious idea burst upon him Ay^. ’’n am 

Colossus of Rhodes’ he raised his manly form erect 

the thought and planted his feet wi* a firmer 

It but a delusion of his heated brain or St rn 
reality? slosvly slosvly yasvned the bridge beneath hirn 
and nosv his looting is already 

the dignity of his altitude is gone he reeks not com 
what may is he not a Colossus? , , 

The stride of a Colossus « possibly equa o any 

emergency the elasticity of fusmn is Iim.led it was at 

this ermeal yuneture that the force of nature could no 
further go and therefore deserted him while the force 
o£ gravity began to operate m its stca 
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In other words, he fell '> 

And the ‘ Hilda’ went slowly on its way, and knew not 
that It passed a poet under the Bridge, and guessed not 
whose were those two feet, that disappeared trough the 
eddying waters, kicking with spasmodic energy, and men 
pulled into a boat a dripping, panting form, that re* 
sembled a drowned rat rather that a Poet, and spoke to it 
without awe, and even said, “young feller,” and some* 
thing about “greenhorn,” and laughed, what knew they 
of Poetry^ ’ 

Turn we to other scenes a long, low room, with high- 
backed settees, and a sanded floor a knot of men drink* 
ing and gossiping a general prevalance of tobacco; 3 
powerful conviction that spirits existed somewhere and 
she, the fair Sukie herself, gliding airily through the scene, 
and bearing in those lily hands— what^ Some garland 
doubltless, wreathed of the most fragrant flowers that 
grow? Some cherished volume, morocco-bound and 
golden-cbsped, the works immortal of the bard of eld, 
whereon she loveth oft to ponder? Possibly, ‘ The Poems 
of William Smith,” that idol of her affections, m two 
V olumes quarto, published some years agonc, whereof one 
copy only has as yet been sold, and that he bought him 
self — to give to Sukie Which of these is it that the beau 
teous maiden carries with such tender care? Alas none 
it IS but those two ‘goes of arf and arf, warm without,” 
which have )Ust been ordered by the guests in the tap- 
room 

In a small parlour hard by, unknown, untended, though 
his Sukie was so near, wet, moody, and dishevelled, sat 
the youth the fire had been kindled at his desire, and 
before it he w’as now drying himself, but as “the cheery 
blare nUihc lurbmger of wintry day’s,” to use his own 
{xiwerful description, consisted at present of a feeble. 
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spluttering faggot, whose only effect was to half<hol,e 
him sMth Its smohe, he may be pardoned for not f«lmg, 
mote keenly than he does, that ‘ fire of Soul, When 
gazing on the kindling coal, A Britain feels that, spite of 
tone. He wots his native hearth his ow nl we again cm 
ploy his mvii thrilling svords on the subject 
■kc svaiter, unconscious that a Poet sat before him 
was talking confidingly, he dwelt on various Acmes and 
still the south sat heedless, but when at last he spoke of 
Sukie, those dull eyes flashed with fire, and ca« upon 
Ac speaker a svild glance of scornful defiance, that sva 
(infottunately svasted, as its object svas sorting the fire 
the moment and faded to nonce it ayj o 
words again'- he gasped "1 surely hmrd Ace not aright 
The svauer looked astonished, but obligingly 
jematk, ' 1 were merely a saying sir, that she s an un 
common clever girl, and as how I were oping so 
to hacquire her Hart, if so be that-’ He said no mo e, 
for Ae Poet, with a groan of anguish, had rushed dis 
tractcdly from the room 

Chapter HI 

‘Nay, ’Tis Too Much I” 

(OW Play) 


NrciiT, solemn night „l„car,. 

On Ae present oecasron Ae solemnity of mgfi' 
ptoaeh was rendered far more striking than it is to 
Lellers m ordinary tosvns, by Aar 
tom observed by Ae people of Whitby, of 
streets wholly unhghted rn Am making a "'“"J 
.he deplorably sw* advance of Ae ode -f and 

ervihsauon, Aey Asplayed no small share of moral cour 
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age and independent judgement Was it for a people of 
sense to adopt every new fanglcd invention of the age, 
merely because their neighbours did? It might have been 
urged, in disparagement of their conduct, that they only 
injured themselves by it, and the remark would have been 
undeniably true, but it would only hive served to exalt, m 
the eyes of an admiring nation, their well-earned char 
acter of heroic self dental and uncompromising fixity of 
purpose 

Headlong and desperate, the lovelorn Poet plunged 
through the night, now tumbling up against a doorstep, 
and now half down in a gutter, but ever onward, onward, 
reckless where he went 

In the darkest spot of one of those dark streets (the 
nearest lighted shop window being about fifty yards off)> 
chance threw into his way the very man he fled from, 
the man whom he hated as a successful rival, and who 
had driven him to this pitch of frenzy The waiter, not 
knowing what was the matter, had followed him to see 
that he came to no harm, and to bring him back, little 
dreanung of the shock that awaited him 

The instant the Poet perceived who it was, all his 
pent up fury broke forth to rush upon him to grasp him 
by the throat with both hands, to'dash him to the ground, 
and there to reduce him to the extreme verge of suffoca 
tion — all this was the svork of a moment 

Traitor! villain! malcontent' rcgicidcl he hissed 
through his closed teeth, taking any abusive epithet that 
came into his head, without stopping to consider its suit 
ability “Is It thou? Now shalt thou feel my wrath! And 
doubtless the waiter did experience that singular sensa 
tion, whatever it may haNc been, for he struggled violent 
ly with his assailant, nnd bellowed * murder the instant 
he recovered his breath 
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‘‘Sa\ no: w." the P«t remt) an*«crctl. .is he relwsca 
him; “it is them that murtiefttt mc-“ Tltc waiter paihcrcd 
himself lip, ant! lv:i.»an tn great surprise. “Whs , 1 ncsci^ 
“ Tis a he’’* the rt<t screamed; “she loses thee not! Me. 
me alone.“ “Who escr sau! she ditP- the ^icr ashed, 
becinninc to r^ceist boss nutters st^l “Thou! tljou 
sa.du It “ \s-as the ss.ld r^ly. “s'hil. silUm’ acquire her 
hean* thou ncs-er 5haU“ . , 

The nailer dlmlj cspUmnl himself- M) 

S.r, 10 luequirc her Hart of «aitins at tahlc. nhich she 
do pcrdisious ncll, sure-l) : sccini: thal l ncr^hinUng 
of happl) mg for 10 he ’eadis-aitcr at t \e oK ■ e 
n-rath imtao.l) ahaled. indeed, he looted 
fallen than othernase; -Excuse m) saoleKe.__ he pn y 
Hid, -and let us tahe a friendly pbss togelher. I apej^, 
n-as the n-a, tee’s pnetous ansuer. “but man halts e. ) ou s e 

our hero “H’m the 

one anoni aye. and of ihe l«t cashmere H m, __sa d the 
other, hesilatingl). -ss-ouldn’t bans other ‘ 

not buy thee one of an, other stuff." ’ 

send, but decidedl,. and the >s-ai,er pse up the pmnt. 

Arnsed once more at the fnendl, *' P“' 

brisU, ordered a ,orum of Punch, and on its Uing 
nishei called on his friend for a toaso 1 11 gise , ou ad 
the ssaiter, ssho ssas of a sentunenu 
he l»hed hhe .t.,-ni P- 1^-" tiSt 
°g™mrlng to eoii- hi iompamon’s mistahe. and 
ft intersals dufng the esentng the -“ 

ment ssas repeated And so the night 
another jormnot Punch ss-as ordered, and another. 
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‘ And now Inllon mc»" said the \Miicr, aitcmpung for 
about the tenth time to rise on his feet and make a speech, 
and failing c\cn more signally thin he had )ct done, to 
gne 1 toast for this ’ippy hoccasion Woman! she doubles 
— " but at this moment, probably in illustration of his 
faNouritc theory, he "doubled’ himself up, and so effec- 
tually, that he mstintly lanishcd under the table 
Occupying that limited sphere of observation, it is con- 
jectured that he fell to moralising on human ills in gen 
eral, and their remedies, for a solemn \oice u’as pres 
ently heard to issue from his retreat, proclaiming feelingly 
though rather indistinctly, that “when the ’art of man w 
hopressed u ith care—,” here came 1 pause, as if he ivishcd 
to leave the question open to discussion, but as no one 
present seemed competent to suggest the proper course 
to be taken in that melancholy contingency, he attempted 
to supply the deficiency himself with the remarkable 
statement “she’s hall my fancy painted ’er ’’ 

Meanwhile the Poet was siiung, smiling quietly to him 
self, as he sipped his punch the only notice he took of 
his companion's abrupt disappearance uas to help him 
self to a fresh glass, and say, ‘your health! ’ in a cordial 
tone, nodding to where the waiter ought to have been 
He then cried hear, hcarl" encouragingly, and made an 
attempt to thump the table with his fist, but missed it 
He seemed interested m the question regarding the heart 
oppressed with care and winked sagaciously with one eye 
two or three times as if there were a good deal he could 
say on that subject, if he chose, but the second quotation 
roused him to speech and he at once broke into the 
waiter s subterranean soliloquy with an ecstauc fragment 
from the poem he had been just composmg 
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‘'What though the wotW be cross and crooky^ 

Of Life’s fait flowers the fairest bouquet 
I plucked, when 1 chose thee, my Sukie! 

“Saj, could St thou grasp at nothing greater 
Than to be wedded to a waiter^ 

And did si thou deem thy Schmitz a traitor? 

“Naj * the fond waiter was rejected, 

And thou, atone, with flower bedecked head, 

Silting, did St sing of one ctpccted 

"And while the waiter, crazed and silly, 

Dreamed he had won that precious lily, 

At length he came, thy wished for WilLe 

"And then thy music took a new key, 

For w hether Schmitz be boor or duke, he 
Is all m all to faithful Sokie* 

He paused for a reply, but a heavy snoring from be- 
neath the table was th only one he got 

Chapter IV 

"Is This the Hcnd^” 

(^'’Nichoias Ntd^leby’) 

Bathed in the radiance of the newly risen Sun, the bil 
lows are surging and bnstlmg below the Cliff, along 
■which the Poet is thoughtfully wendini; his w-ay It may 
possibly surprise the reader that he should not ere this 
ha\e obtained an ifitcr\icw with his beloied Sukie he 
may ask the reason he will ask m vam to record with 
rigid accurac) the progress of e\cnts is the sole duty of 
the historian were he tti go beyond that, and attempt to 
diie into the hidden causes of things, the why and the 
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w'Kcrefore, he would be uespassing on the province of the 
metaphysician 

Presently the Poet reached a small rising ground at the 
end of the gravel walk, where he found a seat command 
mg a view of the sea, and here he sunk down wearily 
For a while he gazed dreamily upon the expanse of 
ocean, then, struck by a sudden thought, he opened a 
small pocket book, and proceeded to correct and complete 
his last poem Slowly to himself he muttered the words 
“death — saith— breath,” impatiently tapping the ground 
With his foot "Ah, that’ll do,” he said at last, with an air 
of relief, “breath” 

‘ His barque had perished in the storm, 

Whirled by «$ fiery breath 
On sunken rocks, his stalwart form 
Was doomed to watery death ” 

“That last line’s good,” he continued exakingly, "and on 
Coleridge’s principle of allitcrauon, too— W D , W D — 
was doomed to watery death ” 

“Take care,” growled a deep voice m his car, "what 
you say will be used in evidence against you — now it’s 
no use trying that, we’ve got you tight,’’ this last remark 
being caused by the struggles of the Poet, naturally in- 
dignant at being unexpectedly collared by two men from 
behind 

“He’s confessed to it, constable? you heard him?” said 
the first speaker (who rejoiced m the euphonious title of 
Mugglc, and whom it is almost superfluous to introduce 
to the reader as the elder traveller of Chapter One) I “it’s 
as much as his life is worth " 

“I say, stow that—” warmly responded the other; 
seems to me the gen teman was a spouting potry * 

• What— what’s the matter?” here gasped our unfortu 
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natc hero, who had recovered his breath; “you— Muggle 
— what do you mean by it?” , , j 

“Mean by it!” blustered his quondam friend, what do- 
yon mean by it, if it comes to that? You’re an assassin, 
that’s what you arc! Where’s the waiter you had with 
you last night? ansiver me that! , , t» » 11 

“The— the witcr?” slowly repeated the Poet, still 
stunned by the suddenness of bs capture, why, hes- 

'’'n ,tl" cned his friend, »ho ivar at him m a mo- 
ment. and choked up the unfinished word m his throat, 
“drowned. Constablel I told yon strand svho did it? 
he continued, loosing his grip a moment to obtain an. 

The Poet’s answer, so far as it could >>' 

It came out m a very fragmenury state, and “ « 
crumbs, m intervals of choking) ;vas the 

TthVS-'^S" 

his victim “and hffell m no doubt I 
had fallen off the Budge last nigh.,’ turning “ 
stable; “no doubt this Unfortunate ^ 

wordsl from this moment I ™ , lemn^ 

friend don’t pity him, constablel dont thmk of lem g 

'"sorerulsW^'ounT'were heard at dus moment 

found to be th P ■ st„nly mterposed 

Sg^Tan you ,est about it' You gave him a punch, 

T“u,.Tu" >um." continued die unhappy 
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Schmitz, m a sort of ramblmg soliloquy, which was here 
cut short by the impatience of the Constable, and the 
party set forth on their return to the town 
But an unexpected character burst upon the scene and 
broke mto a speech far more remarkable for energetic 
delivery than for grammaucal accuracy “Fve only just 
’erd of It — I were hasleep under table — ^’avin’ taken more 
punch than I could stand — ^he’s as hmnocent as I am — 
dead indeed! I’m more alive than you, a precious sight!’ 

This speech produced various effects on its hearers the 
Constable calmly released his man, the bewildered Mug' 
gle muttered "Impossible! conspiracy — perjury — have it 
tried at assizes” while the happy Poet rushed mto the 
arms of his dehverer crying in a broken voice “No, nevef 
from this hour to part Well live and love so true!" a 
sentiment which the waiter did not echo with the cordial 
ity that might have been expected 
Later in the day, Wilhelm and Sukie were situng con' 
vctsing wnh the waiter and a few inends, when the pern 
tent Mugglc suddenly entered the room, placed a folded 
paper on the knees of Schmitz, pronounced in a holIoW 
tone the affecung words ‘be happy!’ vanished, and was 
seen no more 

After perusing the paper, Wilhelm rose to his feet, in 
the excitement of the moment he was roused into un- 
conscious and extempore verse 

“My Sukiel He hath bought, yea, Muggle’s self. 
Convinced at last of deeds unjust and foul. 

The licence of a vacant public house 
We arc licensed here to sell to all, 

Spirits, porter, snuff, and ale! * 

So vve leave him his after happiness who dare to 
doubt ^ has he not Sukic? and having her, he is content 



THE LEGEND OF SCOTLAND 
Being g true and terrible report touching the rooms of 
Auckland CastclI. called Scotland, and of the things there 
endured by Mattheu Divon, Chaffer, and of a cenain 
Ladye, called Gaunless of some, there apparent, and how 
that none durst in these days sleep therein (belike through 
fear,) all which things fell out tn je days oFBishop Bee, 
of chearfull memorie, and were writ down by mec in the 
Yeere One Thousand Three Hundred and Twenty Five, 
m the Month February, on a cettayn Tuesday and other 

EneSR CuTKWEtXlS 

Now the said Matthew Dilton, having fetched wares 
unto that place, my Loords commended the 
bade that hee should be entertained for 
m sooth hee was, supping «i* a grele Appa"'-) ? 
sleep m a eertayn roome of that apartment aaw 
Scodand-From whence at Midn^ht hee 
sviih so grete a Sereem, as awaked all men, and hastdy 
running mto those Passages, and meeung him so sereem 

and with much ado set hym on a Chaire, 

dtree several umes spUt even to the grounde, to the grete 

admiration of all men 

But bemg stayed with divers Suong Liquors (and, 
ehffat sn* Gin,) he after a svhyle gave foordr m a 

1 i_i ♦laracr- fnllowme particulars, all which 

lamentable tone ‘here Mlowmg P^ 

rrmerrwto LTrrd by, Ivhich witness I will heare 

°“ofr4ewD.^n,Chaffer,beingmmy right 
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mindc, and more than Foriic Yccrcs of Age, though sore 
affrighted by reason of Sightcs and Sounds in Tliis Oistcll 
■endured by mce, as touching the Vision of Scotland, and 
the Ghosts, all two of them, therein contayned, and of A 
certayn siraunge Ladye, and of the lamentable thyngs by 
her uttered, with other sad tunes and songs, by her and 
by other Ghosts devised, and of the coldness and shakyng 
of my Hones (through sore gitic feer,) and of other 
things very pleasant to knowc, cheefly of a Picture here- 
after suddenhc to bee taken, and of what shal( befall 
thereon, (as truUc foreshowne by Ghosts,) and of Dark- 
ness, with other things more terrible than Woordes and 
o£ that which Men call Chimera. 

Matthew Dixon, Chaffer, dcposeih; “that hce, having 
supped well over Night on a Green Goose, a Pasty, and 
other Condiments of the Bishop's gretc bountie provided, 
(looking, as he spake, at my Loordc, and essaying toe 
pull offe hys hatte untoe hym, but missed soc doing, for 
that hec hadde yt not on hys hedde,) soe went unloe 
hys bedde, where of a long lymc hce was exercysed with 
sharp and horrible Dreems. That hce saw yn hys Dreem 
a young Ladye, habited, not (as yt seemed) yn a Gaun, 
hut yn a certayn sortc of Wrapper, perchance a Wrap- 
Pascal.” (Hereon a Mayde of the House affirmed that noc 
Ladye woold wearc such a thing, and hce answered, “I 
stand corrected,” and indeed rose from hys chairc, yet 
fayled to Stand.) 

Witness continued: "that ye sayde Ladye waved toe 
and free a Crete Torche, whereat a thin Voyce shrccked 
'Gaunless! Gaunlessl’ and Shec standyng yn the midst of 
die floor, a gretc Chaunge befell her, her Countenance 
waxing ever more and more Aged, and her Hayr grayer, 
shce all that tyme saying yn. a most sad Voyce, ‘Gaunless, 
now, as Ladyes bee. yet yn yecrcs toe come they shall not 
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hckc for Ganns ’ At sshych her Wrapper seemed slowhe 
toe mclte, chaunging mto a gaun of sjH, rs hich puckered 
up and dossn, jea, and flounced itself out not a lyttle 
(at thys mje Loordc, n-aaing impatient, smote hym 
toundlie onne the hedde, byddmg hym finish hys tale 

""witness eontinued “that the sayd Gaun thenne 
chaunged ytself mto dicers fashyons iihych shall here 
after bee, loopyng ytself uppe yn thys place and yn tha . 
soe gysmg toe Vien ane pettycote of a most ^ue, 
esen Crimson toe looke upon, at ishych dumal and h lod 
thirstie sight he both groned and iiepte 
the skyrt siselled unto a Vastness beyond Man I»wer 
toe tell ayded, (as hee yudged,) bye H<x>Pb 
Balloons, and the lyke, beating yt uppe ivi 
fylled alle that Chamber, erushmg hyrn flat “y’ 

Wde, tjdle such as she appeared toe depart, fryazling 
hys Hayte si ith her Torche as she went 
• That hee asvakyng from such Dreems, herd thereon 
a rII and’sasv a L|hf (Hereon - Ma^ interrupted 
hvm etying out that there svas yndeed a Rush Light 
Wmn7yn d.at same room, and ssculde base my de mo^ 
L 1_ ^ T rhecki her, and sharplic bade ner 

but that my 1 ^°'* 

Stow that> mecning incrcDy, 

^ el ‘ that bcinir muchc aflntcd thereat, 

iTird“of old bys, as Maister Wd Shake 
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anti “There wee lay all that day yn the Bay o£ Biscay-O,” 
whych hee forthwyih hummed aloud, yet out of tunc, at 
whych somme smyled 

Witness continued, “that hee pcrchaunce coulde chaunt 
the sayde lays ^vyth Music, but unaccompanied hee durst 
not ” On thys they hadde hym to the Schoolroom, where 
was a Musical Instrument, called a Pacan-o-Forty, (mean- 
ing that yt hadde forty Notes, and was a Paean or 
Triumph or Art,) whereon two young ladycs, Nieces of 
my Loordc, that abode there, (lerning, as they deemed, 
Lessons*, but, 1 wot, idlynge not a lyttlc.) did wyth much 
thumpyng playc certyn Music wyih hys synging, as best 
they mighte, seeing that the Tunes were such as noe Man 
had herde before 

Lorenzo dwelt at Heighington, 

(Hys cote was made of Dimity,) 

Least ways yf not exaaly there, 

Yet yn yis close proximity 
Hee called on mec— hee stayed to tec — 

Yet not a word he ut tered, 

Untyl I sayd, ”D’ye lyke your bread 
Dry?” and hee answered “Buttered” 

(Chorus whereyn all present joyned with fervour ) 
Noodle dumb 
Has a noodle head, 

I hate such noodles, I do 

Witness conunued “that shcc then appeared unto hym 
habited yn the same loose Wrapper, whereyn hee first 
saw her yn hys Drcem, and yn a stayd and piercing tone 
gave forth her History as followeth ” 

The Ladye's History 

“On a dewic autumn evening, mightc have been seen, 
pacing yn the grounds harde by Aucklande Castell, a 
yong Ladyc of a sufl and perky manner, yet not ill to 
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look on, nay, one mighte saye, fairc to a degree rave that 
haply that hadde been untrue , . , i 

“That vong Ladye, O miseiable Man, iras I 
‘I demanded on nhat score shcc held mcc miserable, and 
shee replied, >t mattered not ) ‘ 1 plumed myself yn those 
tymes on my exceeding not soe much beauty as loftinKs 
of Figure, and gretcly desired that some Painter mig 
paint my picture, but they ever ssTre too ““ y" 
skyll 1 tmn, but yn charges" (A. thys 1 most humb^ 
enquired at nhat charge the then Painters wrought, but 
shee loftily affirmed that money matters were vulgar an 
that she knew not, no, nor cared ) , , , t „„„„ 

“Non yt chaunced lhat a certyn Artist, >”5^ J 
came toe that Quarter, having svyth hym a 
machine called by men a Chimera 

”"“Het":2 that undertook my Picurn yn whiA I 
mainly required 

Icntrth for \n none other ' y & t> - 

truS^set forth Nevertheless, though ^ ^ 

11 xn ih\s for some, beginning at the 

SSJ'r ilK ZiL Feet, others, takyng yn the 
F,« serSt out the Hedde, svhereof *e former were a 
Lef Jnto myself, and the latter a Laughing-Stoae unto 

, t. . T iiirtlv fumed, having at the first 

heenfrenly^W^ 

“yn^I not so much doubted as highlie rqoyeed yn 
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“At the last hcc counselled thys, that a Picture shoulde 
bee made, showing so much skyrt as mightc reasonably 
bee gottc yn, and a Notice set below toe thys effect ‘Item, 
two yards and a Half Ditto, and then the Feet ’ Byt thys 
no Whit contented mee, and thereon I shut hym ynto the 
Cellar, where hec remaned three Weeks, growing dayly 
thinner and thinner, tiU at the last hcc doted up and 
downc hkc a Feather 

Now yt fell at thys tyme, as I questioned hym on n 
certyn Day, yf hee woulde nowc take mte at full length, 
and hec replying untoe rnce, yn a little moning Voyce, 
lyke a Gnat, one chaunced to open the Door whereat the 
Draft bore hym uppe ynto a Crackc of the Cichng and 
1 remaned awaytyng hym, holding uppe my Torchc, until 
such time as I also faded vnio a Ghost, vet stick yng untoe 
the Wall 

Then did my Loordc and the Companic haste down yn 
to the Cellar, for to see thys straunge sight, to whych 
place when they came, my Loordc bravely drew hys 
sword, loudly crying Death! (though to whom or what 
he explained not) , then some went yn, hut the more part 
hung back urging on those yn front, not soe largely bye 
example, as Words of cheer, yet at last all entered, my 
Loordc last 

Then they removed from the wall the Casks and other 
stuff, and founde the sayd Ghost, dredful toe relate, yet 
extant on the Wall, at which horrid sight such screems 
were raysed as yn these days are seldom or never herde, 
some faynted, others bye large drafts of Beer saved them 
selves from that Extremity, yet were they scarcely alive 
for Peer 

Then dyd the Layde speak unto them yn suchwisc 
Here I bcc, and here I byde 
Till such lyme as yt betyde 
That a Ladyc of thys place. 
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Lyke to mcc yn name and face, 

(Though my name bee nc\er known, 

My iniUah shaJ] bee ihoivn,) 

Shall be forograffed aright — • 

Heddc and Feet bee both yn sight — 

Then my face shall disappear. 

Nor agayn afTntc you hcer ” 

Then sayd Matthew Dixon unto her, “Wherefore he 
cst thou uppe that Torchc?” to tthych shce answer 
Candles Gyve Light" but none understood her 
•After th5'« a thyn Vbjee sajd from overhedde 
“Yn the Auckland Castell cellar, 

Long, long ago, 

I was shut— a brisk young feller— 

Woe, woe, ah woe I 
To take her at full lengihe 
I neNer hadde the strengthe 
Tempore (and soe I tell her) 

P/actento! ' 

(Yn chys Chorus they durst none joyn, seeing th 
Latya svas untoc them a Tongue unknotvn ) 

“She was hard— oh, she was cruel — 

Long, long ago. 

Starved mcc here — not even gruel — 

No, believe mce, no! — 

Frae Sc^and could I fice, 

I d pc my last bawbee, — 

Anah, bhoys, fair play s a ihewel, 

Lave me, darUnts, goe* 

Then my Loordc, putting bye hys Sworde, (whych wa 
layd up thereafter, yn memory of soe gr«e Bravery,) 
bade hys Butler fetch hym presendie a Vessel of Beer, 
whych when yt was brought at hys nod, (nor, as hce 
merrily sayd, hys “nod, and Bee, and wreathed smyle,") 
hce drank hugelie 'harcof “for why^ quoth hee, “surely 
a Bee ys no longer a Bee, when yt ys Dry ’’ 
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THE OFFER OF 
THE CLARENDON TRUSTEES 

"Accommodated That if, when a 
man if, at they fay, a'commodat- 
ed' or a hen a man ts— being— 
ti hereby— he may be thought to 
be accommodated, which is an ex- 
cellent thing " 

(IKm/™ .n 1S6S as a ktttr susgssung. hall hamoratuly, 
hall, moully, aaw mean, fa, malhemaliaa! rcearah) 

DEAR SENIOR CENSOR 

In a dcsuUor) comersauonon a pomt connected 
the dinner at our high table, jon mc.dentally 
to me that lobster sauee, “though a necessary adjunct to 

turbot, u as not entirely svholesome. 

It IS entirelv unnholesorae I neser ash for it unthout 
reluctance- 1 neser take a second spoonful svithout a W- 
ing of apprchensioa od the subject o ^ 

marc. This naturally brings me to the subjert 

matics, and of the accommodation provided bj the Um 
versity for earrymg on the ealculauons necessary m that 
important branch of Science ^ u^rl. 

As Members of Consoeationare caUed ("I-'* 

er personally, or, as is less e-taspemung, by 
sidS die osL of the Cbrendon Trustees, as iv ell ^ ei e^ 
other subject of human, or inhuman, interest, mpablc 
consideranon, « has occurred to me “ 
consideration how desirable roofed 

rymg on ma.hematical calculations m fact, the variable 
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character ot the weather in Oxford renders it highly in- 
expedient to attempt much occupation, of a sedentary 
nature, in the open air 

Again, It IS often impossible for students to carry on 
accurate mathematical calculations in close contiguity to 
one another, owing to their mutual interference, and a 
tendency to general conversation, consequently these pro- 
cesses requite different rooms in which irrepressible con 
versationahsis, who are found to occur m every branch of 
Society, might be carefully and permanently fixed 

It may be sufficient for the present to enumerate the 
following requisites others might be added as funds per- 
mitted 

A A very large room for calculating Greatest Com- v, 
mon Measure To this a small one might be attached for 
Least Common Multiple this, however, might be dis 
pensed with 

B A piece of open ground for keeping Roots and 
practicing their cxtraaion it would be advisable to keep 
Square Roots by themselves, as ihcir corners are apt to 
damage others 

C A room for reducing Fractions to their Lowest 
Terms This should be provided with a cellar for keeping 
the Lowest Terms when found, which might also be 
available to the general body of undergraduates, for the 
purpose of ‘ keeping Terms ” 

D A large room, which might be darkened, and fit- 
ted up with a magic lantern, for the purpose of exhibiting 
Circulating Decimals m the act of circulation This might 
also contain cupboards, fitted with glass-doors, for keep- 
ing the various Scales ot 'Notation 

E A narrow strip of ground, railed off and carefully 
leveled, for investigating the properties of Asymptotes, 
and tesung practically whether Parallel Lines meet or 
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not- for this purpose it should rca^, to use the expressive 
language of Euclid, “ever so far 

This last process, of “continually producing the 
Lanes," ma\ require centuries or more but such a period, 
though long in the life of an individual, is as nothing in 
the life of the University 

As Photography is nmv scry much employed m 
recording human cspressions, and "Ug t por** y 
adapted to Algebraical Expressions, a small photographtc 
room ould be desirable, both for general use and o 
representing the various phenomena of 
ance of Equilibrium. Resoluuon, etc., which affect e 
features during severe mathcmaucal , . 

May 1 trust that you sv.ll g.vc your .mmedtate at- 
tuition to this most important subject 
Believe me, 

Sincerely yours, 

MATHEMATICUS 

Vebruary 6 iS6S 


the new method of 

evaluation 
AS applied to n 

•Tiiitt jacn HoaMta 
ssT IN X coanaa 
asTtNc «.s cHaisrstas pie. 

C , t -,-,Iuatmc a 'vlueh has engaged the at 
The problem o£ f U,c earliest ages, had, 

tention of mathematici 
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down to our own time, been considered as purely anth ^ 
mcucal It was reserved for this generation to make the 
discovery that it is m reality a dynamical problem and 
the true value oE - which appeared an igHif to 

our forefathers, has been at last obtained under pressure 
The following are the mam data of the problem 
Let U = the University, G = Greek, and P = Profes- 
sor Then GP = Greek Professor, let this be reduced to 
us lowest terms, and call the result J 
Also let W s=s the work done, T s= the Times, p c= the 
given payment, ■" s: the payment according to T, and S 
= the sum required, so that •" = S 
The problem is, to obtain a value for '* which shall be 
commensurable with W 

In the early treauses on this subject, the mean value ns 
signed to ■“ will be found to be <^ooooooo Later writers 
suspected that the decimal point had been accidentally 
shifted, and that the proper value was 40000000 but, as 
the details of the process for obtaining it had been lost, no 
further progress ivas made m the subject till our own time, 
though several most ingenious methods were tried for 
solving the problem 

Of these methods we proceed to give some brief ac 
count Those chiefly worthy of note appear to be Rational 
ization the Method of Indifferences, Penrhyn s Method, 
and the Method of Eliminauon 

We shall conclude with an account o£ the great discov 
cry of our own day, the Method of Evaluation under 
Pressure 

I Rationalization 

The peculiarity of this process consists m us affecting all 
quantities alike with a negative sign 

To apply It, let 11 = High Church, and L = Loiv' 
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Church, then the geometric mean = VHL call this B 

(Broad Church) 

HL=B‘ 


\lso let X and y represent unknow n quanuuw 
Tlic process no« requires the breaking up of U mm its 
pamal fatuous, and the tntroduenon of certatii combma- 
nons Of the mo prmapal facnons thus formed that <o - 
responding sfith P presented no furth^ ddScultl, but tt 
appeared hopeless to ranonatee the other 
A red„rr.reJ ufrrrrdrrm seas therefore uuetnp^. 

and ttii-as asked iih) should r= nor be ei-aluated! The 

great difficulty now u-as, to di$co\-cr ) 

^eral tngenious suhsmunons and 

we then rested to. ifith a neis 

equation, and it w « Host 

m^s'r^'^maJst^^ucedJesametrrauonalresulq 

the process was fmallj abandoned 

// Tfie Method of Indifferences 
This w a modification of 

enee,; a^^y be locus of 

(^Rrr^rS’to muinhnear cohrdmates, is^ k 

L+d^’’he a superH- 

and breadth, but no depth) * > 

(E + R) as a function of . 

Takmg this superhaes as tnc piac 

e = R=b 
. ER = B' = hl (By 

MutapInngbyP.EBP = WI- 

I „,eessaty to msesngate the locus of EBP 

It was now necessary w 
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this was found to be a species of Catenary, called the Pa 
tristic Catenary, which is usually defined as “passing 
through origen, and containing many multiple points” 
The locus of HPL will be found almost entirely to coin 
cide with this 

Great results were expected from the assumption of 
(E 4“ R) as a funcuon of v but the opponents of this 
theorem having actually succeeded in demonstrating that 
the y-elemcnt did not even enter into the function, iL ap- 
peared hopeless to obtain any real value of "■ by this 
method 


III Penrhyn's Method 

Tuts was an exhausuve process for extracting the value 
of r in a scries of terms, by repeated divisions The scries 
so obtained appeared to convergent, but the residual 
4]^uantity \%as always negative, which of course made the 
process of extraction impossible 
This theorem was originally derived from a radical scr» 
ICS in Arithmetical Progression let us denote the series 
Itself by AP, and its sum by (AP)S It was found that 
the function (AP )S entered into the above process, in 
various forms 

The experiment was therefore tried of transforming 
(AP)S into a new scale of notation it had hitherto been, 
through a long scries of terms, entirely in the senary, in 
which scale it had furnished many beautiful expressions 
It was now transferred into the denary 
Under this modification, the process of division w is re- 
prated, but with the old negitisc result the attempt sras 
therefore abandoned, though not w-jthoui a hope tliat fu 
turc mathematicians, by introducing a number of hitherto 
undctcrminetl constants, raised to the second degree, 
might succeed in obtaining a positisc result 
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It had long been perceived that the chief obstacle to the 
evaluation of - was the presence of J, and in an rarlier 
age of mathematics J would probably have been referred 
to tectangular axes, and divided into two unequal parts- 
a process of arbitrary elimination which is now considered 
not strictly legitimate , 

It was proposed, therefore, to eliminate J by an appeal 
to the principle known as r«e peruiaaeare of oqmiotcol 
formulono! this, however, failed on applicauon, as J be 
came indeterminate Some advocates of the process vv^ld 
have preferred that J should be eliminated m ioto The 
classiml scholar need hardly be reminded that mro is 
the ablative of ttiniriim, and that d"' >>““““ “ 

pressive phrase embodied the wish that J should be elimin 
ated by the compulsory religious examinauon 
It was next proposed to eliminate J y mean 
omraat The chief ob)ection to this process ‘J 

would raise J to an meonvemendy high power, and would 
after all only give an irrational value for ' 

Other processes, which we need not here ^ ^ 

been suggested for the evaluation of ' One 
should be treated as a given T 

ported by many eminent men, at Cambridge and 
where, but, on applicauon J was foun n , uw 

live sign, v4ich of eonr» made die evdnation .mposs.bk 

We nowproeeed to describe themodern melhod w^ 

has been crLned with bnlliant and unexpected success, 
and which may be dclined as 

V 'Evaluation Under Pressure 

MxTHnMxTiciANS had already mvesugatri the locus of 
HPL, and had mtroduced tins funeuon mto the ealcula 
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tion, but Without effecting the desired evaluation, even 
when HPL was transferred to the opposite side of the 
equation, with a change of sign The process we are about 
to describe consists chiefly m the substitution of G for P, 
and the application of pressure 
Let the function 9 (HGL) be developed into a series, 
and let the sum of this be assumed as a perfectly rigid 
body, moving in a fixed line, let ‘ n” be the coefficient of 
moral obligation, and “e" the expediency. Also let “F” be 
a Force acting equally m all directions, and varying in- 
versely as T let A = Able, and E = Enlightened 
We have now to develop 9 (HGL) by Maclaurin’s 
Theorem 

The funcuon itself vanishes when the variable vanishes 


? (o) = O 

9 (o) = C (a prime constant) 
?"(0)=2j 
9'"(o)=23H 
9 "" (o) =23^5 I 

9'""(o)=2345P 

9 """ (o) =23456) 


after which the quanuucs recur m the same order. 

j..? ^wrned treatise "Au- 

^isti de jalhbihtatc htstor$corumr and occupies an entire 
^apter the evaluauon of - is given m the next Chapter 
1 he author takes occasion to point out several remarkable 
the existence of 

wmch had hardly been suspected before 
This series is a function both of and of e but, when it 
IS considered as a body, ,t will be found that [x = o and 
that e only remains 
We now have the equation 

9 (HGL )=0 + c+J + h+S + P + J. 
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The summalion of this gate a minimum value for - 
this, however, was considered onl) as a first approvima- 
tion, and the process was repeated under pressure EA , 
which gave to - a partial maximum value by mntinually 
increasing EAT, the result was at last obtained 


” = S = 500.00000 , 

The result dilTcrs considerably from the antiapatcd 
Naluc, mmcly 400D0000 still there can be no doubt that 
the process has been correctly performed and that he 
learned world may be congratulated on the final 
ment o£ this most difficult problem 
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THE DYNAMICS OF A PARTI-CLE 


‘"Tr/ strange 
Should let 


tht mmi. thu very fiiry particle. 
Itself be snuff <1 nut by an article 




introduction 

It was a lovely Autumn evening, and the globus efes 
of chromatic aberrauon fmm 

wesr:&*vHen two I- 

been observed wending dieir vvmry "“V 

c 'Ti. .id^-ofthetwohadbylongpracuceac 

superficies The elder ot th ,^pulsivc loci, of 

quired die art, so , b^ihe younger, 

llTer'gSrim';."^ 
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become an liypcrlwla or some such romantic anti bound 
less cur\c Tlicy had lived and lo\cd fate and the inter 
vcning superficies had hitherto kept them asunder, but 
this a\as no longer to be a line had mtcrsccicd them, mak 
mg the two interior angles together less than two right 
angles It was a moment never to be forgotten, and, as 
they journeyed on, a whisper thrilled along the super 
ficics in isochronous waves of sound, “Yes! We shall at 
length meet if continually produced!” (Jacobi’s Course ol 
Mathematics, Chap t ) 

We have commenced with the above quotation as a 
striking illustration of the advantage of introducing the 
human element into the hitherto barren region of Mathc 
matics Who shall say what germs of romance, hitherto 
unobserved, may not underlie the subject? Who can tell 
whether the parallelogram, which in our ignorance we 
have defined and drawn, and the whole of whose proper 
ues we profess to know, may not be all the while panting 
tor exterior angles, sympathetic with the mtcrior, or sul 
lenly repining at the fact that it cannot be inscribed in a 
Circle? What mathematician has ever pondered over an 
hyperbola, mangling the unfortunate curve with lines of 
intersection here and there, m his efforts to prove some 
property that perhaps after aU is a mere calumny, who has 
not fancied at last that the lU used locus was spreading 
out Its asymptotes as a silent rebuhe, or winking one 
focus at him in contemptuous pity? 

In some such spirit as this ivc have compiled the fol 
owing pages Crude and hasty as they are they yet ex 
hibit some of the phenomena of hght, or enlightenment, 
considered as a force, more fully than has hitherto been 
attempted by other waters 


June 1865 
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Chapter I 

GENERAL CONSIDERATIONS 

Definittonf 


PiAi-j SnraiiFiciu.m is ihe character of a sjKcch, in 

sshich any trso points being rahen, the spea cris oin to 

he wholly with regard to those tiio poinu 


Plain A^GER is 
another, who meet 
the same direction 


II 

the inclinauon of two \otcrs to one 
together, bnt "hose views are not ir 


^Vhen a Proctor, meetinranothcr Proctor, 
rotes on one side equal to those on the other, the feeling 
entertained by each side is called lUcHT s'-cEH- 

When two parties, coming together. £«1 a K-Sh' ^nser, 
eeJi IS raid wU ooMrix>rc.-.T>.v to *e other (diongh. 
strictly speaking, this is very seldom the case) 


Obtuse Avcer is that which 
Anger 


s greater than Right 


PostuUtet 


Let It be granted, that a s^ker may digress from any 
one point to any other pomL 



I 
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It 

Thit T finite irgumcnt (ic one finished and disposed 
of), may be produced to any extent in subsequent debates 
lit 

That 1 controversy may be raised about any question, 
and at any distance from that question 

Axtoms 

I 

Men who go halves in the same (quart) are (generally) 
equal to another 


It 

Men who take a double m the same (term) arc equal 
to anything 

On Voting 

The different methods of voting are as follows 

I 

Alternando, as in the case of Mr — who voted for 
and against Mr Gladstone, alternate elections 

II 

ImEKTiNBo, as was done by Mr who came all the 

way from Edinburgh to vote, handed m a blank voung 
paocr, and so went home rejoicing 

HI 

COMTONENM, as was done by Mr whose name ap- 

peared on both committees at once, whereby he got great 
praise from all men, by the space of one day ' 

DmoEimo as in Mr -s case, who being sorely per 

plexed m his choice of candidates, voted for neither 

V f 

CONVERTENDO, as was wonderfully exemplified by 
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Messrs. and wlio hdd a long and fierce aigu 

ment on the elccuon m which at the end of two hours, 
each had ^anqmshed and converted the other 


Ex in Proportion-e Pktum«a Seu Korhin 

AT*, as m the clacuon sshan <hc result TO for a long umo 

cquakted.andas.tsscrohddmtl.obalan’T.b) reason of 

those who had first soted on the one sid- ^ 

off mth those ssho had lastamrcd on '’rnur 

those nho were last to rote on dreone stde be^g kept out 
b) those rrho had fiist amved on the other side, 
the entT) to dte Coneoeauon House bemg bloeked up, 
men could pass neither in nor out 


On Represfruaon 

resents l.n.s well someumes t« wdl but £aiU in repre 
senungpomw ^Ics, -North and 

aud one that nhTh take, 3 dtf 

3 TlutaTOS IX bv mean ^ b) three 

ferent eourses Such a line is muall> eap 

„rR„re,entauonTOknowntothc 

That the ■ l.fi,d h) Thueydides, who 

anaents is abundantlr es P jum, a 

tell, u, that the faTO ' J 

“T:*" rhr‘s.m"rd'’a.^C .he tace, of mar own 
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Chapter II 


DYNAMICS or A PARTICLE 

Particles are logically divided according to genius and 
SPEECHES. 

Genius is the higher classification, and this, combined 
with DIFFERENTIA (Lc. diflcrcncc of opinion), produces 
speeches. These again naturally divide themselves into 
three heads. 

Particles belonging to the great order of genius ate 
called able" or ••enlightened" 


Definitions 


whose meaning cannot be exactly 
particles' " comprises a very large number of 


tide ‘degree, or power, to which a f 

of the svmh i ^ “"***'* letters placed to the rij 

nifi* 11 Ac particle. Thus, ••AA." = 

till w,. “BA," the 1 st degree; and so 


nifies fh,. , 1 . “ic particle, inus, 

till wt rJch "mT" * “h 

letters ,r^A t degree (the intermed 

uallv “ tl'Ei":); the last two 

remLdri (*= teadar need hardl) 

70^5 D *“‘,'’“““'"1 w in n. Princess “Go d 
lost .ndt’eates *e 


lost .nd;caterr;fe*t'r" ' 

Ude in ni,..., / , “gree, and denotes that the 

“ ‘’““““t (»>“dt is l/7th past of the fun. 
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E + R “Essajs and Rc^^cws,’*) has effected a complete 
re%oIution, and that the result = o 


Moment is the product of the nuss into the -rfoaty 
To dtscuss this subiect full), uould lead us too far into 
the subiea Vis Viva, and tie must content outsdtrK mih 
menuonmg the fact that no momeni ri e. er reo«y lost. 

/o/h enMtenedPorrirler.Itisscarcel) neeessap toquoK 
die Mellknotin passage -Eterj- moment, tot mn be 
snatched from academical doucs, is dmoted m furthen^ 
the cause of the popuUr ChanceUor of the Etchequer. 
(Clarendon, History of the Great Rebelhon ) 

A COUPLE consists of a roovmg partide, ^ 

degree MA, and combined tilth tihat « 
cXl a "beaer half." The foUotiing “"f •*" 
charactensues of a Couple (.) It may be “'ly 
ferred fmm point to point, (a) fLfZ, 

toon ivas pressed by the !! 

IS often considerable), is ithoUy lost n m , , ^ 

formed (3) The tut, forces consuiuung the Couple habit 

ually Off ta opposite directions 

On Differeniutson 

The effect of Dilferenmuon on a 

marhable, *<= '>"' ^'‘'“““pj^°/i<nhe seiind of 
greater >alue than the original r 

to enhshtenment S = "Saturda)," and 

For example, let !>— . p,,rt,ele of no 

then U. = -Leader in the Saturday 
assignable value) Dilte ^n^ti nS ^ 

function of great %-alue. Similarly it ^ 
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taking a second Differential of an cnbghtcncd Paruclc 
(1 c raising it to the Degree D D ), the enlightenment be- 
comes rapidly less The effect is much increased by the 
addition of a C in this case the enlightenment often van- 
ishes altogether, and the Particle becomes conservative 
It should be observed that, whenever the symbol L is 
used to denote “Leader,’ it must be affected witb the sign 
ch this serves to indicate that its action is sometimes 
positive and sometimes negative — some particles of this 
class having the property of drawing others after them 
(as “a Leader of an army* ), and others of rcpclbng them 
(as “a leader of the Times’ ) 

Propostuont 

PROP 1 PR 

To find the value of a given Examiner. 

Example A takes ip 10 books m the Final Examina 
tion, and gets a 3d Class B takes m the Examiners, and 
gets a and Find the value of the Examiners in terms of 
books Find also their value in terms in which no Exam- 
ination IS held 

PROP 11 PR J 

To estimate Profit and Loss 
Example Given a Derby Prophet, who has sent 3 differ- 
ent winners to 3 different betung men, and given that 
none of the three horses arc placed Find the total Loss m 
curred by the three men (o) m money, (b) in temper. 
Find also the Prophet Is this latter generally possible? 

PROP III PR 

To estimate the direction of a hne 
Example Prove that the definition of a line, according 
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to Walton, coincides n.th that of Salmon, ""iy 
begin at opposite ends If such a Imebe divided by Frost 
method, find its value according to Pncc. 

PROP I' ™ 

The end (. e “the product of the f 

(le "is equal "‘"-'“^^"".^^^Cposition, for obvious 
No example is appended to ttns nop 

reasons 

PROP ' PR 

To continue a given senes 
Example A and B, who arc 
Fours and Fives, occupy '>>' “ stable amount of 

always at Sixes and Sevens Fin c,„kt, are on 

reading done by A and B while c o£ the Dy 

Wc proceed to illustrate this 
namics o£ a Parti-cle, by £ RcprcscntaUon dc 

sitioii on svhich from a 

“^r^;efo,.osvi„gp.*.cmal^^^ 

to let the -clebe mptesenuJ as___^ 

gents, IX first to WHO, ^ f„„„J most cons cn 

CH When tins is 'i'"'"'’ ' T^c ptoecs, is not psen 
lent to proicct WEG to > introduction o£ man) 

here in full, since it requires the int 
complicated determinant* 

PROP Vt P* 

„Tanacnt from a guen Circle, and to 

To remove a gnen Tang ^n.^rtwiih it 

bring another gnen whtm: center is O (V U- 

Ut UNIV be a Urge 
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mg, of course, placed at the top), and let WGH be n tri 
angle, two of whose sides, WEG and WH, are m contact 
with the circle, while GH (called “the base” by liberal 
mathematicians), is not in contact with it (See Fig i ) 

IS requried to destroy the contact of WEG, and to bring 
GH into contact instead 

Let I be the point of maximum illumination of the 
circle, and therefore E the point of maximum enlighten 
ment of the triangle (E of course varying perversely tis 
the square of the distance from O ) 

Let WH be fixed absolutely, and remain always in con 
tact -with the circle, and let the direction of 01 be also 
fixed 

How, so long as WEG preserves a perfectly strug^^ 
course, GH cannot possibly come into contact with the 
circle, but if the force of illumination, acting along OI, 
cause It to bend (as in Fig 2 ), a partial revolution on the 
part of WEG and GH is effected, WEG ceases to touch 
the circle, and GH is immediately brought into contact 
with It QE F 

The theory involved in the foregoing Proposition )s at 
present much controverted, and its supporters arc called 
upon to show what is the fixed point, or locttt stundh on 
which they propose to effect the necessary revolution To 
rmbe this clear, wc must go to the original Greek, and 
remind our readers that the true point or locus standi, is 
in this case (or according to modern usage), 
and therefore must not be assigned to WEG In reply to 
this It IS urged that, m a mnttcr like the present, a single 
word cannot be considered a satisfactory explanation, such 
as a?*eiii 5 

It should also be observed that the resolution here dis 
cussed vs entirely the effect of enlightenment, since parti 
clcs, when illuminated to such an extent as actually to 
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become ere nlways found to d''«E= ” “j 

widely from each other; though undoubtedly he rndrr 

force of *e word is "umon” or "friendly fee ing ^e 

reader will Hud m "LlddeU and Scott" a 

tration of this, from which it apprars to e ari , 

condition that the feeling should be 

and that the particle entertaining It should 

genus «8r.; and should therefore be, nommally at least. 

UDcnlightcncd 
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III ON THE ORIGIN or THE NEW BELERY, CH. CH. 

Outsiders have enquired* with a persistence verging on 
personality, and with a recklessness scarcely distinguish- 
able from insanity, to tvhom we arc to attribute the first 
grand conception of the work. Was it the Treasurer, say 
they, who thus strove to force it on an unwilhng House? 
Was It a Professor who designed this box, which, wheAer 
with a hd on or not, equally offends the eye > Or waS it a 
Censor whose weird spells evoked the horrible thing, the 
bane of this and of succeeding generations? Until some 
reply is given to these and similar questions, they must 
and will remain — forever-— unanswered! 

On this point Rumour has been unusually busy Some 
say that the Governing Body evolved the idea in solemn 
conclave— the original motion being to adopt the Tower 
of St. Mark’s at Venice as a model and that by a series of 
amendments it was reduced at last to a simple cube. Oth- 
ers say that the Reader in Chemistry suggested it as a 
form of crystal There are others who affirm that the 
Mathematical Lecturer found it m the Eleventh Book of 
Euclid In fact, there is no end to the various myths afloat 
on the subject. Most fortunately, we are m possession of 
the real story. 

The true origin of the design is as follows we have it 
on the very best authority. 

The head of the House, and the architect, feeling a 
natural wish that their names should be embodied, m 
some conspicuous svay, among the alterations then m 
progress, conceived the beautiful and unique idea of rep- 
resenting, by means of a new Belfry, a gigantic copy of a 
Greek Lexicon * But, before the idc.! had been reduced to 

'The editor confesK* to a didiculty here No suflicient reaion hsJ 
been adduced why a modet of a Greek Lexicon should in any way 
“embody die nimcs **1 die abor* Uluitrious individiul. 
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a working form, business took them both to Loridon for a 
few days, and during their absence, somehow (r^rr part ot 
the business has never been satisfactorily explained) the 
whole thing svas put into the hands of a svandering archi 
tect, who gave the name of Jeeby As the poor 
incarcerated at Hanvvell, we tvill not be too hard upon 
memory, hut will only say thar he professed to have o g 
mated the idea in a moment of mspirauon, w 
contemplating one of those highly colored, mV"" 
lously Lorald chests svhich, filled with dried leav« 
from gooseberry bushes and quickset r ges, , 

supply the market sv.th tea of S'"™"' “me = Sr-«h 
Was Lre not something prophetic in Ac choice What 
travellerts there, to whose lips, when first he ^ters the 
great educational establishment an Pf' 
decoration, the words do not rise unbidden- Ihou tea 

't'ls’plain then that Scott, the great eechdcct to whem 
the work of restoration has been entrusted, ' 

.He for this He is W to have 

ieft, which (svilh all deference to the Chssiml Tumrs 
of tie House, svho insist diat he 

for a bell ) we believe to have been intended as a term ot 
'xhe following lines arc attributed to Scott 

“If thou wouldst MC« the 
Go visit It at the mirk midnight 
For the least hint of open day 
Scares the beholder quite away 
When wall and window 
And there 1 no (leading w * 

When Ihe dark HaUs uneena.n roof 

In horror seems ro stand al»[. 

When earner and eomer, alternately. 
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Is wrought to an odious symmetry, 

When distant Thames is heard to sigh 
And shudder as he hurries by, 

Then go, if It be worth the while, 

Then \ lew the Belfry’s monstrous pile, 

And, home returning, soothly swear 
* ’Tis more than Job himself could bearl’ ” 

IV ON THE CHIEF ARCHITECTURAL MERIT OF 

J 

THE NEW BELFRY, CH CH 

Its chief merit is its Simplicity — a Simplicity so pure, so 
profound, m a word, so stmpU, that no other word tvill 
fitly describe it The meager outline, and baldness of de- 
tail, of the present Chapter, are adopted in humble imitq.- 
tion of this great feature 

V ON THE OTHER ARCHITECTURAL MERITS OF 
THE NEW BELFRY, CH CH 

The Belfry has no other architectural merits 

VI ON THE MEANS OF OBTAINING THE BEST VIEWS OF 
THE NEW BELFRY, CH CH 

The visitor may place himself, m the first instance, at the 
opposite corner of the Great Quadrangle, and so combine, 
m one grand spectacle, the beauties of the North and 
West sides of the edifice He will find that the converg- 
ing lines forcibly suggest a vanishing point, and if that 
vanishing point should in us turn suggest the thought, 
“would that 1/ were on the point of vanishingl” he may 
perchance, like the Soldier m the Ballad, “Icnn upon his 
sword’ (i£ he lias one they arc not commonly worn by 
modern tourists), “and wipe away a tear" 

He may then make the circuit of the Quadrangle, 
drinking in new visions of beauty at every step — 
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E\cr charming, ever new. 

When will the Belfry tire the mcw? 

as Dyer sings m his well known poOT, Grongar H 
.nd, as he walks along from the Deanery onards *e 
Hall statrease, and breathes more and more ^ 
Belfry lessens on the vrese. the dehcons sensauon c re 
hel, whteh he ssrll ertpertence when tt has 
peared, svdl amply repay him tor all he svdl hate en 

■’ The 4e« stesv of the Beltrv ts that 

iSt for the admirable frontispiece svhic 

for the first Volume of the present tvork J'' ^ 

be seen, tn all tts beauty, from the 

Meadow From that 'Xle sfrunf" is thr’ill.ng 

briefly, the imposition) of the wn «,th four 

ly a/parent There the rf^rfon'r^;;::' 
right angles on one side ‘ on 

have no right to be there, on th names of 

the mutability of human things of t , , 

Euclid and WaUon.orsmokc,cr abicycl^ 

anything that the local authorities wiU perm 

VII ON THE IMrETXS CHTN TO ART IN ENCLANT. »Y 
■niEN-ns BEtTM.Cll ClI 

The idea has sprad rn'’mterptismg 

mg all branches of manufact iififrv naitcrn'* 

mLrofbonnct^xiscs.adAcnnmg 

tun huildet. of bathing honse, is 

Wd his erample and s,™ 

■uppljing bar soap ,„f„mcd that Bor 

metrical form and sax are ereuiniy 

. „ «>* .'mnt'l .flfi'*''--"* 

*On furtbff J cne 

Ou, w«V tc-r-h*** ** *** 
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wick’s Baking Powder and Thorlcy’s Food for Cattle arc 

now sold in no other shape. 

Vin. ON THE FEELINGS WITH \VHICH OLD CH. Cll MEN 
REGARD THE NEW BELFRY. 

Bitterly bitterly do all old Ch. Ch men lament this lat- 
est lowest development of native taste. “We see the Gov- 
erning Body,” say they* “Where is the Governing 
And Echo (exercising a judicious “natural selection” for 
which even Darwin ivould give her credit) answers — 
“where^” 

At the approaching “Gaudy,” when a number of old 
Ch. Ch. men will be gathered together, it Is proposed, at 
the conclusion of the banquet, to present to each guest a 
portable model of the new Belfry, tastefully executed in 
cheese. 

IX. ON the feelings with which resident ch. ch. 

MEN RECARO THE NEW BELFRY. 

Who that has seen a Ch Ch man conducting hts troop 
of lionesses (so called from the savage and pitiless greed 
with which they devour the various sights of Oxford) 
through its ancient precincts, that has noticed the con- 
vulsive start and ghastly sure thatyalways affect new- 
comers when first they come into view of the new Belfry, 
that has heard the eager questions with which they assail 
their guide as to the how, the why, the what for, and the 
how long, of this astounding phenomenon, can have 
failed to mark the manly glow which immediately suf 
fuses the check of the hapless cicerone? 

“Is it the glow of conscious pride 

Of pure ambition graufied 

That seeks to read in other eye 
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Something of US own ecstasy? 

Or wrath, that wordlings should make fun 
Of anything ‘the House’ has done? 

Or puzzlement, that seeks in vain 
The rigid mystery to explain? 

Oris It shame that, knowing not 
How to defend or cloak the blot 
The foulest blot on foirest face 
That ever marred a noble place— 

Burns witli the pangs it will n« own. 

Pangs felt by loyal sons alone? 

X onthelooicax-tmatoentottheniw 

BELFRV, CH CH 

T«e subject has b«n raduced to <hr== 

Tha first .s rt. -Eariara " It .s a.tr.butcd to tht crrom.cs 

of the Belfry 

Wooden buddings m the midst of stone work nte bar 
nai^recm;gular forms in tbe midst of arches and decora- 
ErgrTh:'";’.< tidiculous and revnbing 

The second is in ' CeWt." nnd has been most care- 
fully composed by the friends of the Bel ry 
Tbe Governing Body syould eonceal ibis appalling 
Structure, if they could, ^ feelings of cha 

The Governing nody^ EO ^ 

grin svilhsvhieh they n 

Ergo. ' 

The .bird 

composiuon of the iricnu* 
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To restore the character of Ch Ch, a tower must be 
built, 

To build a tower, ten thousand pounds must be raised, 
Ergo, No time must be lost ^ 

These three syllogisms have been submitted to the criti 
cism of the Professor of Logic, who writes that ‘ he fan- 
cies he can detect some slight want of logical sequence m 
the Conclusion of the third He adds that, according to 
hfs experience of life, when people thus commit a fatal 
blunder m child like confidence that money will be forth 
earning to enable them to set it right, m ten cases out of 
nine the money is not forthcoming This is a large per 
centage 

XI ON THE DRAMATIC TREATT^tENT OF 
THE NEW BELFRY, CH CH 

Curtain rises, discovering the Dean, Canons, and Stud 
ents seated round a table, on which the mad Architect, 
fantastically dressed and wearing a Fools cap and bells, 
xs placing a square block of deal 

Dean (cr Hamlet) Mcthmks I see a Bell towcrl 

Canons {holding wtldly m all directions) Where, my 
good Sir? 

Dean In my mind^s eye {Knocking heard) Whos 
there? 

Fool. A spirit, a spirit, he says his name s poor Tom ' 
Enter The Great Bfll, disguised as a mushroom 

Great Bell Who gives anything to poor Tom? whom 
the foul fiend hath led through bricks and through mor 
tar, through rope and windlass, through plank and scaf 
fold, that hath torn down his balustrades, and torn up his 
terraces, that hath made him go as a common pedlar, w ilh 
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a wooden box upon his back Do poor Tom some charity. . 
Tom’s a<oId. ^ * 

Rafters, and planks, and such small deer, 

Shall be Tom’s food for many a year. 


Censor. I feared It would come to this 

Dean {as King Leor). The little dons and all, Tutor, 
Reader, Lecturer— sec, they hark at mel 
Censor His wits begin to unsettle. . . i 

Dean {as Hamlet). Do you sec yonder box, thats al- 
most m shape of a tea-caddy? ,, , , 

Censor By ats mass, it is like a tea-cad >,m ee . 

Dean. Methinks it is like a clothes horse. 

Censor. It is backed like a clothes horse. 

Dean. Or like a tub 
Censor. Very like a tub. 

Dean. They fool me to the top of my bent. 

Enter IrL oppette ttde, T... as Bo-., and 

Tire Bodley Librarian as Co\ 

Librarian. Who are you. Sir? 

Beltry. IE It comes to that. Sir, who arc you? 

t. ob.,H - 

occommodoto me wuh a more 

Mr. B The one you hove now seems to me to »ns.st of 
eorners only, w.th nothing whotever m the ">'“ '■ 
DEurev. Anything to “'“'""“’.f “ /f’, '' 

if lares ,aunuly on h.s head a sntM model of shet sk<le- 

ton of an umbrella, upside down ) --.have vou 

Librarian. Ah. tell mc-m mercy 
such a thing as a redeeming feature, or the least mark of 
artistic design, about you? 

L^"»i\N.“^en you are my Inng-lost door scraperl 
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They rush tnto each other s arms 
Enter Tre\surer as Ariel. Solemn mtistc. 

SONG AND CHORUS 

Five fathom square the Bclf^ frowns, 

All Its sides of timber made. 

Painted all in grays and browns. 

Nothing of It that will fade 
Christ Church may admire the change — 

Oxford thinks it sad and strange 
Beauty’s dead! Let’s ring her knell 
Harkl now I hear them— ding dong, bell 

XU ON THE FUTURE OP THE NEW BELFRY, CH CH 

The Belfry has a great Future before it — at least, if it has 
not, it has very little to do with Time at all, its Past being 
(fortunately for our ancestors) a nonentity, and its Pres 
ent a blank The advantage of having been born m tlic 
reign of Queen Anne, and of having died in that or the 
subsequent reign, has never been so pamfuUy apparent 
as it IS now 

Credible witnesses assert that, when the bells arc rung, 
the Belfry must come down In that case considerable 
damage (the process technically described as “pulvensa 
tion”) must ensue to the beautiful pillar and roof which 
adorn the Hall staircase But the architect is prepared 
even for this emergency ‘ On the first symptom of deflec- 
tion” (he writes &om Hanwcll), ‘ let the pillar be care- 
fully removed and placed, with its superstruent super 
Structure” (we cannot forbear calling altenuon to this 
beautiful phrase), “in the centre of ‘Mercury’ There it 
will constitute a novel and most unique feature of tlic 
venerable House ” 

“Yea, and the Belfry shall serve to gencrauons yet un- 
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born as an aenal Ticket-office,” so he cries wth his e>c m 
a fine frenzy roUing, “where the Oxford and London 
BaUoon shall call ere it launch forth on its celestial \oy- 
age— and where expectant passengers shall y Mc atv-ay 
the time with the latest edmon of ‘Bell s Life ! 


Xin OV THE MORAL OF THE NEW BELTRT, CH CH 

The moral position of Christ Church is undoubtedly im- 
proved by It “We have been attacked, and perhaps not 
Without reason, on the Bread and Butter question, s c 
remarks to an inattcntite World (nhich hec s cr not, 
hut prates on of Indirect Claims and of anything but m 
direct Claimants), "ise have been charged-nnd rt ruM 
be confessed, m a free and manly tone-snth 
mgsmtbepajmcntoftbe Greek Professor, ut w o 
say that we are not all ‘on the square now 
W, houevet. IS not the Moral of the matter Ev^ 

thing has a moral, if you choose to 1 m “ Moral 

Mordi, a good hall of es ery poem is dwoted to the Mora 
in Byron, a smaller proporuon in Topper, 

Perhaps the most graceful tribute tse can P“) 
gemus of the last named svritcr, is to entrust to i , 
old member of Chnst Church, die conclusion of this 
Monograph 

• Loot on rhe Qaadrargle of Chnst Church, squarely, for i. 
Aud'^^im ^SLlh a Cube, and a Cube reealleth the 
Andlhe B’elfr, reeallerh a Die, shaken by the hand of die 
Ya.S,t!h,osvu, It may oc be mealled, being so lo speak, 

•nier^^endute for ages, treading hard on .he heel. 
o{ the Sublime — 



*152 A MI$CFLLAN\ 

I \vzs here but a few jears since, and saw naught of these 
things But what book is that I sec lying by the %\’atcr's 
edge? 

Ven a book of ancient ballads, and truly I am glad to 
sec It, as we may herewith beguile the tcdiousncss of the 
day, if our sport be poor, or if we grow aw cary 
Pise, This IS well thought of But now to business And 
first 1 11 tell you somewhat of the fish proper to these 
waters The Commoner kinds we may let pass for though 
some of them be easily Plucked forth from the water, >ct 
are they so slow, and withal haac so little in them, tlwi 
they arc good for nothing unless they be crammed up to 
the very eyes with such stuffing as comes readiest to hand 
Of these the Stickleback, a mighty slow fish, is chicfcst, 
and along with him you may reckon the Fluke, and divers 
others all these belong to the Mullet genus, and be 
good to play, though scarcely «orth exam.nat.on 

I will now say somewhat of the Nobler hinds, and 
chiefly of the Gold fish, which is a species highly thought 
of, and much sought after in these parts, not only by men, 
but by divers birds, as for example the King fishers and 
note *at wheresoever you shall see those birds assemble, 
V'”' "'r find the 

Gold fish most lively and richest in flavour, but whcrcso- 
^er you perceive swarms of a certain gray fly, called the 
Pooter'tn quality, 

and the King fishers seldom seen 
A good Perch may sometimes be found hereabouts but 

for a good fat Plaice (which w indeed but a magndied 
Perch) you may search these waters m vain They that 
love such dainties must needs betake them to some d.s 
tant bea 

3ut for the manner of fishing I would have you note 
first that your line be not thicker than an ordinary bell 
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rope for look you. to flog the water, as though you laid 
on with a flail, is most preposterous, and will surely so 
the fish And note further, that your rod must by no 
means exceed ten, or at Ac most twenty, poun 

Par7on me. my Master, *at I Aus break m on so 
excellent a discourse, but there now approac es us ® 
legian, as I guess him to be, from svhom we may haply 
learn the cause of these novclues we see aroun us 
Aat a bone whiA, ever as he goes, he so cautiously 
before him^ 

Enter PROFESSOR 

Pise By his reverend aspect and white haA I 
to be some learned Professor I give you ^ ^ 

erend Sir! If it be not dl manners to ask ■ . ‘ 

Aat you bear about wiA you* It ts, mcAtnks, a humerous 

'"pa7?ot=rs:TS anAm.ht.c..y 

and arnhidexterousl^opponune 

Arpa“s:l'r else you svould surely 

fessor doth cVer carry that J^T>o„t:ion car 

Profession Thus the Professor of 
ncs with him a wheelbarrow the 

Scansion a ladder— and so of the rest advised 

Ven It IS an inconvcmeni and. methmhs, an Hi 

To“ Trust me. Sit, you ate ^ol 

ogically mistaken vet j ^ , „ow leave you, 

S;To'rdCr^";— 

Tsaye;:'p;;";n”drusCe7ttesyb^^^^ 
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For It IS but a step, saith the wise man, from the Sublime 
unto the Ridicubus 

And the Simple dvvellcth midway bertveen, and shareth 
the qualities of cither.” 
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PISCATOR, VENATOR 


PiscATOR My honest Scholar, wc are now arrived at the 
place whereof I spake, and trust me, wc shall have good 
sport How say you^ Is not this a noble Quadrangle we 
see around us ^ And be not these lawns trimly kept, and 
this lake marvellous clear? 

Venator So marvellous clear, good Master, and withal 
So bnef in compass, that mcthinks, if any fish of a reason 
able bigness A\ere therein, we must perforce espy it I fear 
nie there js none 

Pwc. The less fish, dear Scholar, the greater the skill m 
catc^g o£ II Come, let’s sit down, and, while we un 
A ^^hing gear, 1 11 deliver a few remarks, both as to 
* fish to be met with hereabouts, and the properest 
Rtcihod of fishing 

^te to note first (for, as you are pleased to be 
/ , *t IS but fitting you should imitate my habits 
that the margin of this lake is so 
y ^shioned that each portion thereof is at one and 
distance from that tumulus svhich rises m the 


d" 3 r Mas ''0‘'d ’tis so! You have indeed a quick eye, 
Pisc. ^ wondrous readmess of observing 

huinilitv ° yours in time, my Scholar, if wth 

you follow me as your model 
you hope, great Master! But ere 

me enquire of you one 
wtiquinf Quadrangle —Is all u c see of a 

^feh^sayj^ jjjl ° ^ bncf, think you that those tsso tall 
box. *" ^ parapet, and that quaint 

have men of ° anaent design of the building, 
Puc. 1 doubt sadly disfigured the place? 

uot ^ are new, dear Scholar. For indeed 
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and lint slnll l>c to rcsoUe n question, thereby m) friend 

and I ire sorclj exercised 

Paor Siy on, Sir, and I imH c‘cn nnsuer )oii to llic best 
of ray poor nhihiy 

Pise llricny, then, we ssotild isk the erase for piercing 
the xery heart of this fair building uith tint uncomely 
tunnel, which is at once so ill shaped, so ill sized, and so 
ill lighted 

Prof Sir, do you know German^ 

Pise. It IS my grief. Sir, that 1 know no other tongue 
than mine own 


Pkof Then, Sir, mj inmer ii ihis, Warum nicht? 
Pise. Alas, Sir, I understand you not 
Prof The more the pity For nowaJi),, all that is 
comes from the German Ash our men of science 
cy will tell you that any German booh must needs sur 
pass an English one Aye, and cicn an English booh, 
worth naught in this its name dress, shall become, when 
rendered into German, a valuable contribution to Sciencel 
YEN, Sir, you much amaze me 

Prof. Nay, Sir, 1 11 amaze you yet more No learned 
man doth now talh, or even so much as cough, save only 
m German The time has been, I doubt not, when an 
honest English Ileml ’ aaas held enough, both to clear 
the voice and rouse ihc attention of the company, but 
nosradays no man of Science, ilmt settcih any store by his 
good name, wiU cough otherwise than thus, Achl Euchl 
Auch! 


Veh Tis wondrous But, not to stay you further, 
svherefore do ave see that ghastly gash above us. hacked,, 
as though by sornc svanton school boy. m the parapet ad 
joining the HalP ^ i 

Prof Sir, do you know German? 

Ven. Believe me, No 
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Prof Then, Sir, I need but ask ,ou this, Wic befinden 

doubt nor. Sir, but jou ore m the "S>’' ^ 
P.SU But, Sir, I udl by your faiour usk you one oto 
thmg, os to thot unseemly box that blots the b^ 
abose merefote, in this grand old Cit,. and in so con 
spicuous a place, do men set so kdcous a 
Paor Be jou mad, Sir' Why this is -taa^ 

and coronal o£ all our architecmml aspiranonsl In all 
Oxford there is naught like it' 

Pisc. It io\s me much to hear 50U say so 

lafalbbly de^clop itself m the poraUelcpipcdisauon 
Concrete' And so faressclL Professof 

P.SC He ts a learned man, and methmks there » mueh 
that is sound in his reasoning savvou^ 

Vrv It.se//sound,asu^»-Bmhou^^^^^^^^^ 

Shall I read you one o£ these balM ^ 

’'p.rkm/oZt.sSuu^nrdiud.baitom 

the while Vrx.Toa rea*ri 


ws-mrn--': euecrss 

Our yV.Uie hadbeen oe Img aua- 
rrae bomue Ortad 
The toivmWk the, 

As the, 'sem op a”d doon 
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He hadna been ganc a jear, a jear, 

A jear but barely ten. 

When «ord came unto Oxiortl toon, 

Our Wtllie wad come agen 

WiUie he slude at Thomas his Gate, 

And made a lusiie dm. 

And who so bhthc as the gate porter 
To rise and let him m’ 

•‘Now enter Willie, now enter Willie, 

And look around the place. 

And sec the pam that uc hate ta’en 
Thomas hts Quad to grace ” 

The fust look that our Willie cast, 

He leuch loud laughters three. 

The neist look that our Willie cast 
The tear blmdit h« e’e 

Sae squar% and stark the Tea<hest frowned 
Athwart the upper au, 

But when the Trench our Wilhc saw, 

He thocht the Tea-chest fair 

Sae murderous-deep the Trench did gape 
The parapet aboon. 

But when the Tunnel Wilhe saw 
He loved the Trench eftsoon 

’Twas mirk beneath the tone archway, 
’Twas mirk beneath the lither, 

Ye wadna ken a man therein. 

Though It were your am dear brither 

He turned him round and round about. 
And looked upon the Three, 

And dismal grew his countenance. 

And drumlie grew his e’e 
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‘ What chccr, what cheer, my gallant knight^ ' 
The gate-porter ’gaii say 
“Saw e\cr )e sac feir a sight 
As }e hate seen thu Say> 

“Now haud your tongue of your prating, man 
Of your prating non let me be 
For, as I m a true knight, a fouler sight 
111 retcr h\c to see 

‘ Before I d be the ru£an dark 
Who planned this ghastly show. 

I’d sertc as secretary s clerk 
To Ayrton or to Lowe 

“Before Id onn the loathly thing 
That Christ Church Quad reieaJs, 

I’d serte as shoeblack $ underling 
To Odger and to Bealesf* 

Chapter II 

A Conference with one distratight who ducourseth 
strangely of many things 

PJSatTOK, \tNATOR 

PiscATOR ’Tis a marvellous pleasant ballad But look 
you, another Collegian draws near I wot not of uhat sta 
tion he IS, for indeed his apparel is neiv to me. 

Venator It is compounded, as I take it, of the diverse 
dresses of a jockey, a judge, and a North American In 
dion 

Enter lunatic 

Pisc. Sir, may I make bold to ask your name? 

Lvn With all my heart, Sur It is jeeby, at your service. 
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Pisc And wherefore (if I may further trouble you, be- 
ing as you see a stranger) do you wear so gaudy, but with- 
al so ill assorted, a garb? 

Lun Why, Sir, III tell you Do you read the Morring 
Pisc Alas, Sir, I do not 

Lun 'Tis pity of your life you do not For, look you, 
not to read the Post, and not to know the newest and 
most commended fashions, arc but one and the same 
thing And yet this raiment, that I wear, is not the new- 
est fashion No, nor has it ever been, nor will it ever be, 
the fashion 

Ven I can well believe it 

Lun And therefore ’tis, Sir, that 1 wear it 'Tis but a 
badge of greatness My deeds you see around you St 
montimcntum quarts, araimtptce^ You know Latin? 
Ven Not I, Sir! It shames me to say it 
Lun You arc then (let me roundly tell you) monstnim 
horrendum. tnforme, tngens, cm lumen ademptum^ 

Ven Sir, you may tcU it me roundly — or, if you list, 
squarely — or again, triangularly But if, as you affirm, I 
sec your deeds around me, 1 would fain know which they 
be 

Lon Aloft, Sir, stands the first and chiefcsti That soar- 
ing minarcti That gorgeous cupola! That dreamlike ef- 
fulgence of — 

Ven That wooden box? 

Lun The same. Sir! Tis mine! 

Ven (after a pause) Sir, it u worthy of you 
Luv Lower now your eyes by n hairsbrcadth, and 
straight ^ou light upon my second deed Oh Sir, what tod 
of brain, what cudgelling of forehead, what rending of 
locks, went to the fashioning of it! 

Ves Mean you that newly made gap? 
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Lun I do. Sir ’Tis minel c 3 T 

Ven. (o/ltr a long pntise) What else, Sir? 

fain know the worst 

(wildly) Itcomes.itcomestMyr^r^^e 

Lend, lend your ears-your noso-any , 

least conveniently sparel See you those "“3^ 
Tall and narrow they loom upon 

IZ ?L"odly 

No. Sir, you see before you a Railway Tunnell 
Ven 'Tis veiy =““8'' Mark me 'Tis love. 

Lun go roundl Society goes 

ns love ™''“ *' Mil, tar? society m military eir 
round of itself In circles ivi J Military circles mili- 

cles Circles must needs have centres Military 

tary centres 

Ven Sir, I fail to see— Oxford shall be a mill 

Lun Lo you, said out counten 

tary centrel Then the c . ^ 

ance, yet stony. 1 wot in li 

ling (I remember me n ^ „£ ,|,i„ 

play a eatd well, and m Ireland a game of crib- 

mighty one. who P'ity«> „.ay hghUy forget) , 

bage such as no n«n, ,„y 3 , generous, 

and then. Sit, *is gr n^|„ay Terminus, whereby 

gave this ' d go By that Tunnel. Sir, the 

the Troops might come anU go I 

line wll enter . 

Piso. But, Sir. I ^fs"“For railing lie look to the 

pi^^lScg^^furnishsleepers 
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Pisc. And the design of that Tunnel is — 

Lun Is mine, Sirl Oh, die fancy! Oh, the witl Oh, the 
nch vein of humour! When came the idea? Pthe mirk 
midnight Whence came tlie idea? From a cheese scoop! 
How came the idea? In a wild dream Hearken, and I 
will tell Form square, and prepare to receive a canonry! 
All the e\ cning long I had seen lobsters marching around 
the table in unbroken order. Something sputtered in the 
candle— something hopped among the tea things— some- 
thing pulsated, with an incflablc yearning, beneath the 
enraptured hearthrug! My heart told me something 'W* 
coming— and something camel A voice cried “Cheese 
scoopl" and the Great Thought of my life flashed upon 
mel Placing an ancient Stilton cheese, to represent this 
venerable Quadrangle, on the chimney piece, I retired to 
the further end of the room, armed only with a cheese- 
scoop, and With a dauntless courage awaited the w’ord of 
command Charge, Chcesciastcr, chargcl On, Stilton, on! 
With a ycU and a bound I crossed the room, and plunged 
my scoop into the very heart of the foe! Once morel An- 
other yell— another bound— another cavity scooped out! 
The deed was done! 

Ven And yet. Sir, if a cheese scoop were your guide, 
these caviues must needs be circular 

Lun They were so at the first— but, like the fickle 
Moon, my guardian satellite, 1 change as I go on Oh, the 
rapture. Sir, of that wild moment! And did I reveal the 
Mighty Secret! Never, never! Day by day, week by week, 
behind a wooden screen, I wrought out that vision of 
beauty The world came and went, and knew not of it 
Oh, the ecstasy, when yesterday the Screen was swept 
away, and the Vision was a Reality* I stood by Tom Gate, 
in that triumphal hour, and watched the passers by They 
stopped* They staredll They startedlll A thrill of envy 
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ears “ ’Tis mine, us mine! 

Pisc that Acre is a 

Lon You are ng . , . and that two med 

lunatic asylum m the nogh ^ ^ j Lej 

.calccmficates-iutlivtllbecalmThcd^ed^^ 

“ pt- v:;% •>« *-Sain You shall 

Lon Then, guest, you haven , ^ n,aLB the 

t’’'l^o’tr^’?-fa^^aeh;etlV.vatReg.na,No 

money returned! 

Pisc, How mean you, Sirf ,, , 

Lon Isa.d,S,r.'Nomone,re.ut«dI 

Pisc And I said. Sir, ^ave heard of Bishops’ 

Lxin Sir, I am with « t, to Chapters’ Oh, it goes 
Charges? Sir, "*■='' “^^idevieesl First, sutpence for 
to my heart to see the ^ p.apenee for right of choos- 
use of a doorscraper the door Then, a poor 

mg by which o"*'vay PP^ a shilling a 

threepence for ‘“'"'"S ,,aif,a<rotvn for every two-head 

note that the double of a shdlinE 

Pisc. 1 e^a shillings each for cate of your 

LuN And then, . ^ saady wit 

umbtellal Hence e ^ swallowing it 

(wSeh u^tdons’to the health of the tnnet man), or by 
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running it down within his coat, even from the nape of 
the neck, which indeed is the cause of that which you may 
have observed m roc, namely, a certain stiffness m mine 
outward demeanour. Farewell, gentlemen, I go to hear 
the music ' 

Exit Lunatic 


Chaftoi in 

A Conference of the Hunter with a Tutor, tvhilom the 
Angler hts eyes be closed tn sleep The Angler 
tng relatetb hts Vision The Hunter chaunteth "A 
Bacchanalian Ode" 

I 

TUTOF. 

Venatobl. He hath left us, but methmks we are not to 
lack company, for look you, another is even now at hand, 
gravely apparallcd, and bearing upon his head Hoff 
mann's Lexicon m four volumes folio 
PiscATOR Trust me, this doth symbolize his craft Good 
morrow, Sir It I nghtly interpret these that you bear with 
you, you arc a teacher m this learned place? 

Tutor 1 am. Sir, a Tutor, and profess the teaching of 
divers unknown tongues 

Pisc Sir, we arc happy to have your company, and if it 
trouble you not too much, we would gladly ask (as in- 
deed wc did ask another of your learned body, but under- 
stood not his reply) the cause of these new things wc see 
around us, which indeed arc as strange as they arc new, 
and as unsightly as they arc strange 
Tutor Sir, 1 wiU tell you with all my heart You must 
know then (for herein lies the pith of the matter) that the 
motto of the Governing Body is this — 
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••Dmnt, sdificat, mutat qmdrata rotundis", which I 
thus bncfly expound 

Diruit "It tcarcth do, on" Witness that fair opening 
which, hkc a glade in an ancient forest, we have made m 
the parapet at the sinistral entreraity of the Hall Even 
as a tree is the more admirable when the hewer s axe hath 
all but severed its trunk — or as a row of pear y tee , en 
shrmed m ruby bps, are yet the more lovely for the loss ot 
one-so, believe me, this our fair Quadrangle is but en 
hanced by that which foolish men in mockery call the 

’^1*/re«l "It buddeth „p" Witness that beauteous ^ 

fry which, m us ethereal grace, seems ready “ 

even as we gaze upon it! Even as a railway ^ 

wirh an unwonted majesty when ^ 

on his header as I myself (to speak “ 

new beauty from these massive lomes-or ^ 

us most when the rectangular bathing m , . , 

the monotony of its curving marge-so 

the presence of that which an envious world hath dubbed 

“ rorWis ' It exchonpeth 

lor round" Witness that senes o W A 

and windows, so beauufuUy broker, m 
double arehwayl For indeed. 

niunditus." as the poet sailh) it is u but 

Had diose twin a'rehways been f 

have matched those at the corners ot 
had they been less, they would h-' 

as “the Tunnel” 
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Ven Come, Sir, let me asV you a pleasant question 
Why doth the Governing Body chusc for motto so trite a 
saying? It is, if I remember me aright, an example of a 
rule in the Latin grammar 

Turoa Sir, if we are not grammatical, we are nothing! 
Ven But for the Belfry, Sir Sure none can look on it 
without an inward shudder? 

Tutor 1 will not gainsay it But you are to note that it 
IS not permanent This shall serve its time, and a fairer 
edifice shall succeed it 

Ven In good sooth 1 hope it Yet for the time being it 
doth not, in that it is not permanent, the less disgrace the 
place Drunkenness, Sir, is not permanent, and yet is held 
in no good esteem 
Tutor ’Tis an apt simile 

Ven And for these matchless arches (as you do most 
truly call them) would 11 not savour of more wholesome 
Art, had they matched the doorways, or the gateways? 
Tutor Sit, do you study the Maihemaucs’ 

Ven I trust. Sir, I can do the Rule of Three as well as 
another and for Long Division — 

Tutor You must know, then, that there be three 
Means treated of in Mathematics For there is the Arith- 
metic Mean, the Geometric, and the Harmonic And note 
further, that a Man is that which fallcth between two 
magnitudes Thus it is, that the entrance you here behold 
fallcth between the magnitudes of the doorways and the 
gateways, and is in truth the Non harmonic Mean, the 
Mean Absolute But that the Mean, or Middle, is ever the 
safer course, we have a noubic cnsamplc m Egyptian his- 
tory, m which ^and (as travellers tell us) the Ibis standeth 
ever m the midst of the river Nile, so best to avoid the 
onslaught of the ravenous alligators, which infest the 
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banks on ether side from which habit of that tv tsc btrd ts 

deiived the ancient mxMm M medio liimronw 

Ven But wherefore be they IitoK Surely one arch tv ere 
at once more comely and more convement 

Tutoe Str, so long as public approval b' ^ 

matter for the arch> But that they are ttto ^ 
sufficient expheauon-that they are too tall fo 
too narrow for gateways, too light ™ 

wi&in. too plain to be ornamental, and 
tasne to he useful And d thts be “““SVn" cut 
note further that, were it aU one arch, rt J 

short one of those shafts which grace the “ 

all sidcF-and that were a monstrous and unheaidait 

that there be three such shafts alrca y c 
tvays so that it hath fair ensamp ® 

Turon Then rvOl I take oth« S^ound^r. and ^rm 
(for I trust 1 ha^ e not learned Logic m w ) 
short the shaft were a oimroon and '“'P oo*ly 

But tndeed a s.ngle arcK rm«h 

enter m, were ttholly adverse obstacle in 

never a mouth vv.thout semng a tongue as an obstacle 

the midst thereof 1 ^, ^ „f masonry, 

VcN Str. do you rell purpose, to 

between the gateways, was left there oi f t~ 

hinder those that would may 

Tutor Trust me, tt crowds ( d„i* 

thereby mote easily control ju m this malter 

e, impera say in the cen^ 

a uisc man will oer toiio stand— m the 

of a halUoor a%c usually ? ^ ^at place so suited 

tnidsto£awickctgate.arodcstone-uDa y 
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for a watch box as the centre of a narrow bridge? — ^Yca, 
and m the most crowded thoroughfare, where the living 
tide flows thickest, there, in the midst of all, the true ideal 
architect doth ever plant an obeliskl You may have ob 
served this^ 

Ven {much betvtldered) I may have done so, worthy 
Sir and yet, mcthmks — 

Tutor I must now bid you farewell, for the music> 
which I would fain hear, is even now beginning 
Ven Trust me. Sir, your discourse hath interested me 
hugely 

Tutor Yet it hath, I fear me, somewhat weaned your 
friend, who is, as I perceive, in a deep slumber 
Ven I had partly guessed it, by his loud and continuous 
snoring 

Tutor. You had best Jet him sleep on He hath, I take 
It, a duU fancy, that cannot grasp the Great and the Sub 
lime And so farewell I am bound for the music 

Exit Tutor 

Ven I give you good day, good Sir Awake, my Masterl 
For the day wcarcth on, and wc have catched no fish 
Pisc Think not of fish, dear Scholar, but hearken! 
Trust me, I have seen such things in my dreams, as words 
may hardly compass’ Come, Sir, sit down, and I II unfold 
to you, m such poor language as may best suit both my 
capacity and the briefness of our time, 

THE VISION OF THE THREE t's 

Methought that to some bygone Age I stood beside 
the waters of Mercury, and saw. reflected on its plaad 
face, the grand old btaldmgt of the Great Quadrangle 
near r»e stood one of portly form and courtly mien, with 
scarlet gown, and broad brimmed hat whose strings. 
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n.dc!luttcr,ni .n ,hc brcczcUss cr. c, or.c. 

Uw, cf grai ,tyand marked the ret erettd Cerdmal Tit as 
W obeys seljl I it mild hate spoken, hut he raised hs ha d 
and pointed to the eh, idlest sk,. Iron. ,1 henee deep m d 
seeing thunders non, began to roll I listened ,n ,, ild ter 

'"^Darkness gathered o erhead fiT, 

sobbmgly daiin floated a pgantic Box " ^ , 

crash ,1 settled upon the ancient Co lege 11 ^ j 

beneath It, tthtle a mocking toice cne „t^.v 

looked lor WoUey he nos gone Doiin in Aoseglmg 
depths lay the stain art /orra, mth ^ 

Japped around It the broad bnmnred hat 
hkeVon the lake, n hile the strings t, ith their eornplex tm 
sX. still dehwgthe Ian s oj granty q.„, 

/O r Around, on et cry side.sprrit. hon led in the hon ling 
blast, blatant, strtJuhtitf , , i 

AdarkermsionvKAblackgashaPpearedtnh^thn^ 

dermg )a,apeA Spirits 
at erted face, and « amtng pf>S 

‘‘^Ln a mid shnek rang thronghjhean. a’ mh 


eamc 
the ancient 


ZJ:l‘'Z\;7J:sbrstnpon.hyren.^ 

■e ancient College reeled pddily 
Spirits in patentdeasber beo.^X' Jh 

hushed breath and eyes of g > z-fA-, hoiered oier 
cheap umbrellas, ard unnecessary go . dressed 

me sublimely pendantl Spinss mth X", 

„ eompletesnitsolditsos spedb ^e^ h^^^^^^^ 

duayf To the arrouy 2 

giiieerl To BathI ^ .<-,.ce Uro .red 
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on the tablets of memory, the Vtston of the Three T's^ To 
your left frowns the abysmal blackness of the tenebrous 
Tunnel To your right yawns the terrthleTrench While 
far above, away from the sordid aims of Earth and the 
petty criticisms of Art soars, tetragonal and tremendous, 
the tintinabiilatory TeO’Chestl Scholar, the Vision is com- 
pletel 

Ven I am glad on’t for m good sooth I am a hungered 
How say you, my Master? Shall we not leave fishing, and 
fall to eating presently^ And look you, here is a song, 
which I have chanced on in this book of ballads, and 
which methinks suits well the present time and this most 
ancient place 

Pisc Nay then, lets sit down We shall, I warrant you, 
make a good, honest, wholesome, hungry nunchcon with 
a piece of powdered beef and a radish or two that I have 
m my fish bag And you shall sing us this same song as 
we eat 

Vek Well then I will sing and 1 trust it may content 
you as well as your excellent discourse hath oft profited 
me 

Venator chaunteth 


K BACCHANALIAN ODE 

Here s to the Freshman of bashful cightecnl 
Here $ to the Senior of twenty! 

Here’s to the youih whose moustache can t be seen! 
And here s to the man who has plenty! 

Let tile men Pass! 

Out of the mass 

I II warrant w e 11 find you some fit for a Class! 
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Hurt’s to the Centots. who “ ®'°“’ 

Just os Miues mcoipontte M'S“. = 

To the Bursot.Tvho never ^pands ^ 

And the Reoders, who olwoys do right, S.rl 
Tutor and Don, 

Let them jog on’ , 

I warrant they 11 nval the ceotur.es gonel 

Hete-s to the Chapter, 

Whose harmony sorely intend 

"“^e:tl»»:"n:h=tcnds;c.n 

'Tis love, 1 11 be bound. 

That makes it go round , 

For ' In lor a penny is m for a po 

Here s to the Governing Body, whose Art 

Though the method seems haroiy 
WirhthreeTsrtisgrtJtl- 
Which letters are placed j 

To sund for the names of Tact, 

1 Crholir for this piece of mern 
m“t Cfvvh.ch was well humoured by the 

"t"’ Oh ^ 

Plsc. Then let us book It. They hoolt_il 
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THE BLANK CHEQUE 
A rAnLL 

"Veil, perhaps,^’ satJ Sam, "you bought houses, vich ft 
delicate English for gotn mad, or took^ to btuldtn, vtch 
IS a medical term for beta* tncurable" 

"F ivE o’clock tea” IS a phrase that our “rude forefathers/ 
even of the last generation, would scarcely have under- 
stood, so completely is it a thing of to-day and yet, so 
rapid IS the March of Mmd, it has already risen into a na 
tional institution, and rivals, m its universal anpheat on to 
all ranks and ages, and as a specific for “all the ills that 
flesh is heir to,” the g'onous Magna Charta 
Thus It came to pass that, one chilly day m March, 
which only made the shelter indoors seem by contrast the 
more delicious, I found myself in the cozy little parlor of 
my old friend, kind hospitable Mrs Nivers Her broad 
good humoured face wreathed itself into a sunny smile as 
1 entered, and we were soon embarked on. that wayward 
smooth flowing current of chat about nothing in particu 
lar, which is perhaps the most enjoyable of all forms of 
conversation John (1 beg his pardon, ‘ Mr Nivers I 
should say but he was so constantly talked of, and at, by 
his better half, as John,” that his friends were apt to for 
get he had a surname at all) sal in a distant corner with 
his feet tucked well under his chair, m an attitude rather 
loo upright for comfort, and rather too suggestive of gen 
cral collapse for anything like dignity, and sipped his tea 
jn silence From some distant region came a sound like 
the roar*of the sea, rismg and falling, suggesting the pres 
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ence c£ many boys; and md«d I l-na.v that the hou^a ^ 
full to overflowing of noisy urchins, over ° . 

high spirits and mischief, but on die whole a very credi 

tab'c set o£ little folk , . . 

“And ^^he^e are you gomg for ,our sea side trip this 

summer, Mrs Nivcrs?” 

Mv old friend pursed up her lips with a 
smile, and nodded “Can’t underst^ ,,, ..ni as I 

“You undersuind me. Mr De Ciel, l“« “ 
understand myself, and where we’re 

know \^hcxc^\ ere going Jonn ,.„hn-e and we 

going-but we’re X” „11 we' find our 

shan’t even know the name of t p ^ 
selves there* Now arc )xiu satis c “One of us 

lunumorehopeleutybnWd^ Pm 

■;fn7rdf'or".i<> wf 

'"Teltrelll ft’s a “ Stt7-“ie tiM^r 

"1 11 tell you all about it You see, las y ^ 

setde It, do what “j ’somewhere 'where 
said Brighton ; „och weight to riier, 

there s a arcus , not that H .... prowine girl, and 

you know and Angca ( jyj,s year), rAe said 

we’vegotto a new sch^lto 3 

■Portsmouth, because of t • Well, with all 

my maid, you „ ^ded m our going 

those contrary opmiow h 

■'V'* 

And now, how do you ridXamily, as 1 hand 

“Quite impossible to guess. 
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sadly Housekeeping \vorrics me more every year, particu- 
larly with boarders — and John will have a couple of gen- 
tleman boarders always on hand he says it looks respec- 
tables and that they talk so well they make the house quite 
lively As if 1 couldn’t talk enough for him!” 

“It isn’t that!" muttered John “It’s — " 

' They’re well enough sometimes,” the lady went on 
(she never seemed to hear her husband’s remarks), “but 
I’m sure, when Mr Prior Burgess was here, it was enough 
to turn one’s hair greyl He was an open handed gentle- 
man enough — as liberal as could be — but far too particu- 
lar about his meals Why, if you’ll believe me, he wouldn't 
sit down to dinner without there were three courses! We 
couldn’t go on in that style, you know. 1 had to tell the 
next boarder he must be more hardy in his notions, or I 
could warrant him we shouldn’t suit each other ” 

‘ Quite right,” I said “Might 1 trouble you for another 
half cup?” 

“Sea Side air we mutt have, you see,” Mrs Nivers \vent 
on, mechanically taking up the tea pot, but too much en- 
grossed m the subject to do more, “and as we can’t agree 
where to go, and yet wc must go sometvhere — did you say 
half a cup?” 

* Thanks,” said I “You were going to tell me what it 
was you settled ” 

“We settled,” said the good lady, pouring out the tea 
without a moment’s pause in her flow of talk,''“that the 
only course was — (cream I think you take, but no sugar? 
Just so) — was to put the whole matter — but stop, John 
shall read it all out to you We’ve drawn up the agreement 
in writing— quite ship-shape, isn’t it, John? Here’s the 
document John shall read it to you — and mind your stops, 
there’s a dear!” 

John put on his spectacles, and in a tone of gloomy satis- 
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facuon Ot «-as evidently his o»n composmon) read the 
following 

“Be It hereby enacted and decreed a 

■Th., SusA be /ff "I 

.Nteney f tee fee reeron. eetf /S»*t-E « 

''"■tL S«re» fe eetpen ered »« eely <» ? 

ro « plan, to submit the wnr 

nteA fte re ,hc \„S L Lmuen 

twt, tht proponi ""J , Chtquc jer the wioh 

o/ ntr* phn, aqi 10 fU “P t*e Btet LA'?" ' 

expense tnctirred " 

Before 1 eould say another rrord the door »S 
andatvh lo army of boys tumbled tnto *' 
by btUe Harry, the pet of the 

arms the much-enduring ’ . j v-g- trying to 

eaplatned tn hts broben 
teach to stand on one kg "T 
Coachy Poachy' said the fond ^ 

btde fdlow to her “■* “^^tnt he musm’t tease 
Harry s \ cry fond of there’s dear 

It, he mustn’tl Now go and p y ^ .. 

childrcnl Mr De Ciel and 1 ' -cain as eagerly as 

And the boys tumbled out of ' a Chase m the 

they had tumbled in, shouting 

““-A good set of Heads, are Z 

fnend mnnnued, admue them much Look 

retreatmgarmy „£ latest amvals. you 

at httle Sain, there. He ^ 

know, hot he S'”"'' . ^ Werght he isl Then there’s 
growl You s e no rfea wta b.g for 

t1&tsX-ta“hessomethmgofaBul,yat 



Iiy4 A MISCELLANY 

times, but the bov has a tender heart, too give him a bit 
of poetry, now, and he’s as maudlin as a girl 1 Then there s 
Bcnjy, again a nice boy, but 1 daren t tell you what he 
costs us m pockct-moncyl Oh, the work we had with that 
b>oy, till we raised his allowance! Hadn’t we, John? 
(John grunted in acquiescence ) “It was Arthur took up 
his cause so much, and worried poor John and me nearly 
into our graves' Arthur tvas a very nice boy, Mr Do Ciel, 
and as great a favourite with the other boys as Harry is 
now, before he went to Westminster He used to tell them 
stones, and draw them the prettiest pictures you ever 
saw! Houses that were all windows and chimnies — what 
they call ‘High Art,’ I believe We tried a conservatory 
once on the High Art principle, and (would you believe 
it^) the man stuck the roof up on a lot of rods like so 
many knitting needles! Of course it soon came down 
about our cars, and we had to do it all over again As 1 
said to John at the time, ‘If this is High Art, give me a 
little more of the Art next time, and a little less of the 
High!’ He’s doing very well at Westminster, I hear, but 
"his tutor w rites that he $ very asthmatic, poor fellow — 
“i’EsthciiC, my dear, a^thciic! remonstrated John 
“Ah, w ell, my love, said the good lady, all those long 
medical words arc one and the same to me And they 
come to the same thing in the Christmas bills, too they 
both mean ‘Draught as before 1 Well, well I They rc a set 
of dear good boys on the whole they've only one real Vice 
among them— but I shall urc >ou, talking about the boy* 
so mudi What do >ou think of that agreement of ours? ’ 
1 had been turning the paper over and over m my hands, 
quite at a loss to know what to say to so strange a scheme 
‘Surely Isc misimdcrstcmd you? 1 said ‘You don't 
mean to say lint j’ou’sc left the whole thing to your maid 
to settle for you?” 
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“But that’s exactly what 1 do mean, Mr Dc Cicl, th 
lady replied, a little tesul) "She’s a very ^ J 

person, I can assure you So now, wherescr usa ,, 

lo take us, r/icre we gol ’ {’ There we go -nere we go! 
echoed her husband in a dismal sort o c 
himself backwards and forwards m I"! ^ ^ , 

idea what a comfort it is to fed duit the whole things in 
Susan’s hands!" , , ^ 

“Go where Susan takes thee/’ I reuia^cd, « 

idea that I was quoting an old song c , 

san has very coucct taste, and all tha^hut nJU I “ fhe 
advise, I wouldn’t leave all to her She may need a little 

'"’l«l,heveryword,dearMrDeC,e,l’«^^^^^^^^ 

friend, clapping her J^;^‘,^"^ *’j„„g„n’v7done,” 
rdZ'vVml^iro'doitoJ^.-^^ 

has signed her a Blank Cheque, so a settled and 

cost she likes It’s such a “”^fe„ gruSblmg about 
off one’s hands, you know ^ j your advice-’’ 

itevcrsinccbutnawdutlmntd Mmi y 

’But, my dear Madam, 1 laltcrco, 
cheque with a ’Q l ’ niy m- 

-yoiir advice, ,h= reasonableness of 

terrupuon, why, of ^ she looked ap- 

it, like a sensible creature a ^ 

provmgly at her husbmd, w o . y fear the re 

smile,” like Tennyson s sv«Uh^ . 

suit was more Srords to argue the mat- 

1 saw that itwould^ 

ter further, so took iny 1 s,,a sea side I 

friends again hefore * d^_^ j y^ssr- 

quote the following from 
day from Mrs Nivcrs 



1176 


A MISCELLANY 


“Margate, Apnl 1 


“Dear Friend, 

‘ You \now the old story of the dinner party, where there 
was nothing hot but the tees, and nothing cold but the soup? 
0/ this place 1 may fairly say that there is nothing high but 
the prices the staircases, and the eggs, nothing low but the 
sea and the company nothing strong but the butter and 
nothing wea\ but the teal 


From the general tenor of her letter I gather that they 
are not enjoying it 

Moral 


Js It really seriously proposed— in the Unwerstty of Ox 
ford, and towards the close of the Nineteenth Century 
(never yet reckoned by historians as part of the Dark 
Ages)— to sign a Blank Cheque for the expenses of build 
tng New Schools, before any estimate has been made of 
those expenses— before any plan has been laid before the 
University, from which such an estimate could be made- 
before any architect has been found to design such a plan 
— before any Committee has been elected to find such an 
architect? 



TWELVE MONTHS 
IN A CURATORSHIP 

BY ONE WHO HAS TRIED IT 

(A, Cur^„r of ,h. Co""”” * 

roUean favor ) 

preface 

This book is not a P>“Sn>ntn>-“ " -™for, 
suggests! “Five Vests m P'"/' ssTnt 
H It meant to traserse prra ^ ,„nn. 

Months on the TreadtniU .,,.,1* sull. U may be 
blance, no doubt, to both the a ^ j j^mc 

clamied for the present d, and narrates 

phases of humanity not hiihetto anaiyz 
same srocs that are peculiarly iK j 

An apology is needed for « 
not had time to condense before the mem- 

' The record, sshich I ^vdl be found large- 

bers of Ch Ch. Con^ot* R^ _ .. 3^,..), ,bght- 

lyautobiogtaphicaUaeup ^ 

ly apologenc, j^^rbonaceous, asthenc, 

phene: it svdl be at be pervaded rvith 

^!l“;:c‘Id™d.hnitso^ 

of darkness . . ■ surprised to heat” that I 

Would Common “ ^di all the absadoa of 

have been "^'nVa collecnon of old Dres- 

a bull, when enneaUy ^ „£ die rules . . . 

den China’ I meant, of course, me 

J177 
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nn instance s\iU be found in the Rules of the Wine Com 
mulec, which have fared hut bidly at my hands “Com 
pound and comminuted fracture” is the scientific term, I 
bclie\c, for the process 1 have put them through but this 
matter is too awful to be dealt wiilt here, it must have a 
•^cuon to Itself . . . 

OP WINE 

Whether this subject is quite \\\z noblest to which Time 
and Tliought can be devoted by Man is a question 1 leave 
on one side for the moment one curious phenomenon 

I wish to call attention to The consumption of J^ladeira 
(B) has been, during the past year, zero [The total wine 
consumption was about 3,000 bottles for the previous 
year ] After careful calculation, 1 estimate that, if this rate 
of consumption be steadily maintained, our present stock 
will last us an infinite number of years And although 
there may be something monotonous and dreary in the 
prospect of such vast cycles spent m drinking second-class 
Madeira, we may yet cheer ourselves with the thought of 
how economically it can be done. . 

OF LIQUEURS 

. The asterisks [in the accompanying list] indicate 
the degree of goodness according to the views of a certain 
Member of the Wine Committee, who, in the noblest spir 
It of self sacrifice, came day after day to taste the samples, 
on which views I (being one whose opinion on such points 
IS worth absolutely nothing) cnurcly coincide 

OF THE WINE COMMITTEE 

The Wine Committee was a very simple organism at 
first— a sort of Amceba, widi so brief a code of rules that it 
was all but structureless But as tune went on it developed 
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and .» rufa grc« more complex end >■'' 

the> beame, m the humble opmton of the 
tor, rather too tight a fit to be altogether com o 
Perhnps the most interectmg feamre m the ™ 

Commree has been tts genUe fadtng assay m thmenstous 
—“Hue by degrees, and bcaoufully less 

Tone “Ten Lmu NrocK^" 

Tour frantic Members of a chosen Co^iW«' 

One of them resigned, then there sstre 

• Three thoughtful Members they may pull us thmughl 

Onessasmsalided-theittheressereTsso ^ 

‘Two tranquil Members much ^ • 

Butthe)ne>ercametosether.solhadtow-orhwa^ 

..od.ld.hyth=teeordsof*ehm„e^^to 

ru^«rn"hto^i present 


OF CHAl.S8t<TE WATERS 

Jets not the happy '<■<»' "7^';'^“' bu“L’ 

■'°-Jyhy-d-7"'*'J^,\.spast’;ear 

taut cotrespoudents I las' ^ ^ enneal 

a long series of letters fm” ” These’have been fired off 
—not to say >‘omle-r'»den^ has mg all the persis- 
atmessathamonotoDOUsr^^^^^j^ What 

tenej-sarhou^U.^ “ *' 

most amuses me m uiu n.irator 


rses me m to P j ^ 

viesvitgrsesroeofms^ ^^^^^^^^j^^ 

sseak enough to psemre tu^^o my ^ 
and shghtly by the friends svho had 


id shghtly ssuru'O by the friends svho had 

his poor judgmto >“ car^aeknosvledg 

eotmstcd f„„ds as a bod, but most 

toingle members of .hat body, soil less to 
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outsidc-critics — and behold, I find I am a dark conspira^ 
tor, going about in cloak and domino, with daggers and 
detonators, and whhal liable to be put m the dark and 
lectured by any soi-ditant judge that chooses to don the 
wig and gownl All this is, as Tennyson says “sweet and 
strange to me,” 

A VISION OF THE FUTURE 
It \vas in 1983, and the new Curator was in an awful di- 
lemma. . . . Only a month ago, passing the Common 
Room one afternoon, he had noticed the cellar door open, 
and strolling in had found two shabbily-dressed men fill- 
ing a coal-sack with bottles of old Port. They had declined 
to explain their motives, and left hastily. But the Curator 
had been true to his duty. “It is a question of {eeping 
wtne," he said to himself, “and can only be decided by a 
majority of the Wine-Committee at a duly-summoned 
meeting.” . . . 

And now, within the last few days, the Common Room, 
ever anxious to oblige their Curator in all things, had de- 
vised a new Code of Rules, which fitted him to a T, like a 
pair of new handcuffs— a Code of Rules which, as they 
fondly hoped, he would welcome as something really 

striking and stringent [Rule 6] "Nothing shaU be 

done, or left undone, by the Curator without the concur- 
rence of the Wine-Commutee, And, if the Curator shall 
complain of cold, it shall be the duty of the Committee to 
make things warm for him.” 

After thU Code had pasiied into law, the members of the 
Common Room went about with elastic steps, and hearts 
bursting w.* joy and thankfulness. "The wild beast Is 
caged at ast! they were always saying to each other, shak- 
ing hands whenever they met. The Curator appeared to 
be less entirely at his ease. His walk was suggestive of 
Tight Boots, his countenance of Toothache, while his gen 
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cral deportment was that of a man whose system has been 
demoralised by too much Tea , , 

All .h.s was vary cheerful, bur a new 
amen, and the Curator svas detracted An old ” 

the Common Room had ,ust come to Oxford, "'‘'o “Iwap 
took pale Brandy and Soda at dinner, and 

mgbutbrownintheCellar “Whatnmltodo? ^ 

thf Curator "It will take 8 days to get a 
ing to settle from what merchant to get samp 

ge? the samples-8 days more to get a meeting to sdeet*^^ 

brandy and fix the price to put on it-and 4 d y g 
That is over 3 weclts. and the poor f ^ 
fortntghtl" Beads of perspiration 

forehmd After some hours of anxious , 

himself for a truly desperate step forthwith 

taU ir.niy on /n, con 

came a letter from J^^’of „,y anathematismg 

agaimareyou’ . . 'kf' a Jo,„g my b«t to make your 

you tsvice a week by post, and do g y 

lifcaburden?” .. that euilty Curator 

Idonkquiuknowwhat^niejfteg^^^^^^ ^ 

I beheve he fled to other cl , opposed to be 

one and Common Room wasjcemorejpp 

governed on constitutional p P 
curred — till the next time 
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THRUE YZ.ARS IN A CURATORSHIP 
BY ONE WHOM IT HAS TRIED 

(FoHf paragraphs of a report submitted by the author 
when he tvas Curator of the Common Hoorn at Oxford ) 

TREFACE 

Long and painful experience has taught me one great 
principle in managing business for other people, ftz, 
you want to inspire confidence, give plenty of statistics 
It does not matter that they should be accurate, or even 
mtclligiblc, so long as there is enough of them A curator 
who contents himself with simply doing the business o£ a 
Common Room, and who puts out no staustics is sure 
to be distrusted ‘He keeps us m the darkl men will say 
‘ He publishes no figures What docs it mean? Is he as 
sistmg himself? But, only circulate some abstruse tables 
of figures, particularly if printed m lines and columns, so 
that ordinary readers can make nothing of them, and all 
IS changed at once Oh, go on, go onl they cry, satiated 
with facts ‘ Manage things as you like! We trust you 
entirely! 

Hence this pamphlet 


OF AIRS, CLARES, AND CHAIRS 

The Committee appointed a year ago “to consider 
the whole question of lighung and ventilating have 
grappled with, and (it is hoped) pretty nearly solved, the 
two problems proposed to them — ^though but scantily sup- 
ii8i 
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BE RE NUMMARIA 

On this topic I am nothing if not tabular. . . . 

No financial statement can possibly be complete wth- 

™ a' '™ ■•'"y Curator, 

T w of the name, would be found, if tested by one 
Lees Reader, to possess a density varying directly, and 
“ >>>' potency o£ the Lrt- 

submiLT'^*' on Int heart-and, if finaUy 

rr»”:X cVcXor^ ^ 

saJa£ut'ihird‘’'’'r'"'’’ 'P"'“'>y ‘>'"U‘ng to 

wdl bel ^ d ? '“‘’I'" WaterKlrmters 

«ar wl a 1 h tV'’^' tinnng the past 
no less than 

of this skillfii^fi * 1^ wine, and that the result 

theta“rof “ f 

“10^0^0 Jd^ ’ ■■”*'='> *0 ptond posi- 

“havc e„l r T’;*”’ (B^ und diat 

wc have enough in hand to la^r »i, ' ' c 

consumption, feean infinite n^mC „£ ™ 


DE MERi MEiin'IS 

choees^™7s,"tt ''iri^tn-SrJtVr 

tL'^Z •■nP'nycd a"„touf Ida" 

'»yPw„rtesm-^bsolfi,eIy 
morbid About a year ago a panic seized us One or twj 
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b«Uc* had tutnctl out bad ('cotbctl or “ 

luac iKtn) and auddcnl) lha cry ncnl up ^ All . 

lord' udduurd..iucha.-lr.<pa>f» pr'"’'l It » 
u-orth only three .lull, ns- a l-ottlcl ’ hurtled .n the a,r 
the .cry ^n.u.uunn of the Cellar « a. afTected for a 
time symptom, of dtminithcd arculauon ant , . , 
con.umpt,on .hnuerl them^be. ^,e Curator trembled 
but uoild not qutt the Eory field to such fta«^ ' 

or g,.e the order . . >■> blv 

Mercury-thercb) certainly demomh..nR, and probab y 
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Women, has been overlaid, there is some dinger that 
Members o£ Congregation miy lose sight of the really 
important issues involved 

The following four propositions should, I think, be kept 
Steadily in view by all who wish to form an independent 
opinion as to the matter in dispute 

(') 

One of the chief functions, if not the chief function, of 
our University, is to prepare young Men — partly by teach 
ing, partly by discipline, partly by the personal influence j 
of those who have charge of them, and partly by the in 
fluence they exercise on one another— for the business of 
Life, 

(This needs to be speaally borne m mind m con 
necuon with the assumption, so constantly made m 
this controversy, that the sole meaning of the B A 
Degree is that it guarantees the possession of a large 
amount of knowledge ) 

Consequently, 

W 

The first question to be asked, as to any Scheme pro 
posed to our University, is. How will ic affect those for 
whose wellbeing we are responsible? "When we have 
assured ourselves that it mil not exercise any harmful in 
fiuence on our own Students then, and not till then, may 
we fairly proceed to consider how it will affect those for 
whose wellbeing we arc not responsible 

( 3 ) 

Any Scheme for the recognmon of Women Students — 
whether by a senes of Certificates or a single Diploma — 
whereby those who have resided here will have an advan- 
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Ies fears as to the effect the new movement, for flooding 
Oxford with young Women Students, would have on the 
young Women themselves And I have no doubt that, 
were he yet among us, his silvery tones would have been 
heard in Congregation last Tuesday, deprecating the in 
Uoduction^nto our ancient Umversity, of that social mon- 
ster, the ‘ He Woman ” 
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made I think I may assume that the proposition most 
generally accepted is an intermediate one, namely, that 
the infliction of pam is in some cases justifiable, but not 
in all 

3 That our right to tnfltct pain on animals is co-exten- 
swe with our right to \tU, or even to exterminate a race 
{tvbtch prevents the existence of possible animals) all be- 
ing altf^e infringements of their rights 

This IS one o£ the commonest and most misleading of 

all the fallacies Mr Freeman, man article.on Field Sports 

and Vivisection, which appeared in the Fortnightly Re- 
view for May, 1874, appears to countenance this when he 
classes death with pain together, as if they were admitted 
to be homogeneous For example— 

"By cruelty then I understand, as I have understood 
throughout, not all infliction of death or suffering on man 
or beast, but their wrongful or needless infliction . . My 
positions then were two First . . that certain cases of 
thfrinflicuon of death or suffering on brute creatures may 
be blameworthy The second was, that all infliction of 
death or suffering for the purpose of mere sport is one of 
those blameworthy cases ” 

But in justice to Mr Freeman I ought also to quote the 
following sentence, in which he takes the opposite view: 
“I must in all cases draw a wide distinction between mere 
kilUng and torture.” 

In discussing the "rights of ammils,” I think 1 may pass 
by, as needing no remark, the socallcd right of a race of 
animals to be perpetuated, and the still more shadoivy 
right of a non-cxistem animal to come into existence Tlie 
only question wxirth consideration is whether the killing 
of an animal is a real infringement of right Once grant 
this, and a redttcuo ad absurdum is imminent, unless wc 
arc illogical enough to assign rights to animals m proper- 
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from the lips of people who tell us that man is twin- 
brother to the monkey! Let them be at least consistent, 
and when they have proved that the lessening of the 
human suffering is an end so great and glorious as to 
justify any means that mil secure it, let them give the 
anthropomorphoid ape the benefit of the argument Fur 
ther than that I will not ask them to go, but will resign 
them in confidence to the guidance of an exorable logic. 

Had they only the candour and the courage to do it, I 
believe they would choose the other horn of the dilemma, 
and would reply, ‘ Yes, man is in the same category as the 
brute, and just as we care not (you see it, so we cannot 
deny it) how much pain we inflict on the one, so ivc 
care not, unless when deterred by legal penalties, how 
much we inflict on the other The lust for scientific 
knowledge is our real guiding principle. The lessening of 
human suffering is a mere dummy set up to amuse senti 
mental dreamers 

1 now come to another class of fallacies — ffiose involved 
in the comparison, so often made, bctivecn vivisection 
and field sports If the theory, that the two arc essentially 
similar, involved no worse consequence than that sports 
should be condemned by all who condemn vivisection, I 
should be by no means anxious to refute it Unfortunately 
the other consequence is just as logical, and just as likely, 
that vivisection should be approved of by all who approve 
of sport 

The comparison rests on the assumption that the mam 
evil laid to the charge of vivisection is the pain inflicted 
on the animal This assumption I propose to deal with, 
further on, as a fallacy at present I will admit it for the 
sake of argument, hoping to show, that, even on this 
hypothesis, the viviscctors have a very poor case In mak- 
ing this comparison thar first claim is — 
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7 That the evil charged against vivisection consists 
chiefly tn the pain inflicted on the animal 
I maintain, on the contrary, that it consists chiefly in the 
effect produced on the operator. To use the words of Mr. 
Freeman, m the article already quoted, “the question is 
not as to the aggregate amount of suffering inflicted, but 
as to the moral character of the acts by which the suf- 
fering IS inflicted ” We sec this most clearly, when wc 
shift our view from the act itself to us remoter conse- 
quences The hapless animal suffers, dies, “and there an 
end” but the man whose sympathies have been deadened, 
and whose selfishness has been fostered, by the contem 
plation of pam deliberately inflicted, may be the parent of 
others equally brutalised, and $0 bequeath a curse to 
future ages And even if we limit our view to the present 
time, who can doubt that the degradation of a soul is a 
greater evil than the suffering of bodily frame? Even if 
driven to admit this, the advocates of the practice may 
still assert — 

8. That vivisection has no demoralising effect on the 
character of the operator 

"Look at our surgconsl” they may exclaim “Arc they a 
demoralised or a butahsed class ^ Yet you must admit, that 
in the operations they have to perform, they are perpet 
ually contemplating pam — aye, and pam deliberately in- 
flicted by their own hands ” The analogy is not a fair one, 
since the immediate motive — of saving the life, or dimin- 
ishing the sufferings, of the person operated on — is a 
counteracting influence m surgery, to which vivisection, 
with Its shadowy hope of some day relieving the suffer- 
ings of some human being yet unborn, has nothing par- 
allel to offer. This, however, is a question to be decided 
by evidence, not by argument History furnishes us with 
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9 That vivisection does not demoralise the character 
more than sport 

The opponents’ case would not, I think, suffer much 
even i£ this were admitted, but I am inclined to demur 
to It as a universal truth We must remember that much 
of the excitement and interest of sport depends on causes 
entirely unconnected with the infliction of pain, which is 
rather ignored than deliberately contemplated; whereas m 
vivisecuon the painful effects constitute in many cases a 
part, in some cases the whole, of the interest felt by the 
spectator And all they tell us of the highly developed in- 
tellect of the anatomical student, with which they con- 
trast so contemptuously the low animal instincts of the 
fox hunter, is but another argument against themselves; 
for surely the nobler the being we degrade, the greater is 
the injury we mfiict on society Corruptio optimi pespma 
“But all this Ignores the motive of the action,” cry the 
vivisectors “What is it m sport? Merc pleasure In this 
matter we hold an impregnable position ” Let us see 
10 That, while the motive in sport is essentially selfish, 
tn vivisection it is essentially unselfish 

It IS my conviction that the non scientific world is far 
too ready to attribute to the advocates of science all the 
virtues they arc so ready to claim, and when they put 
forward their favourite ad captandum argument that 
their labours arc undergone for one pure motive — the 
good of humanity — society 1$ far too ready to cxchim, 
with Mrs Varden, “Here 1$ a meek, righteous, thorough 
going Christian, who, haiing dropped a pinch of salt on 
the tails of all the cardinal iirtues, and caught them every 
one, makes light of their possession, and pants for more 
moraUjl” In other words, society is far too ready to ac- 
cept the picture of the pile, worn devotee of science giv- 
ing his days and nights to irksome and thankless toil, 
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livcsl What! Organize a crusade against dishonest ship- 
owners, while our streets swarm with a population grow- 
ing up m heathen ignoranccl We can but reply, 
omnia possnmttt omnes And surely the man who secs his 
way to dimmish in any degree a single one of the myriad 
evils around him, may well lay to heart the saying of a 
wise man of old, “Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do 
It with thy might ” 

The last parallel to which the advocates of vivisection 
may be expected to retreat, supposing all these positions 
to be found untenable, is the assertion — 

12 That legishtton would only tncreaic the evil 
The plea, if I understand it aright, amounts to this — 
that legislation would probably encourage many to go 
beyond the limit with which at present they arc content, 
as soon as they found that a legal limit had been fijeed 
beyond their own Granung this to be the tendency of 
human nature, what is the remedy usually adopted m 
other cases? A stricter limit, or die abandonment of ah 
limits^ Suppose a case— that m a certain town it were 
proposed to close all taverns at midnight, and that the 
opponents of the measure urged, "At present some close 
at eleven — most desirable hour if you pass this law, all 
will keep open till midmght” What would the answer 
be? ‘ Then let us do nothing,’ or, “Then let us fix eleven, 
instead of twelve, as our limit?’ Surely this does not 
need many words the principle of douig evil that good 
may come is not likely to find many defenders, even m 
this modern disguise of forbearing to do good lest evil 
should come We may safely take our stand on the pnn 
ciple of doing the duty which we sec before us secondary 
consequences arc at once out of our control and beyond 
our calculation 

Let us now collect mto one paragraph the contradic 
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boundary line is there drawn, over which she will nevei 
venture to pass “Let the galled jadc wince, oiir withers 
are unwrung " 

Not improbably, when that stately Levite of old vvas 
pacing with dainty step the road that led from Jerusalem 
to Jericho, “bemused with thinking of tithe concerns,” 
and doing his best to look unconscious of the prostrate 
form on the other side of the way, if it could have whis- 
pered m his car, “Yowr turn comes next to fall among the 
thieves*” some sudden thrill of pity might have been 
aroused m him- he might even, at the risk of soiling those 
rich robes, have joined the Samaritan m his humane task 
of tending the wounded man And surely the easy going 
Levitcs of our own time would take an altogether new 
interest m this matter, could they only realise the pos- 
sible advent of a day when anatomy shall claim as legiti- 
mate subjects for experiment, first, our condemned enm 
inaU— -next, perhaps, the inmates of our refuges for incur- 
ables— then the hopeless lunatic, the pauper hospital- 
patient, and generally "him that hath no helper,”— a day 
when successive generations of students, trained from 
their earliest years to the repression of all human sym 
pathics, shall have developed a new and more hideous 
Frankenstein— a soulless being to whom science shall be 
all m all 

Homo suml Quidvis humanum non a me alicnum 
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o£ one of the Players, who had been beaten (and had thus 
lost all chance of a prize) early tn the contest, and who 
had had the mortification of seeing the 2nd prize carried 
off by a PLiycr whom he hnew to, be quite inferior to 
himself. The results of the investigations,' which I was 
led to make, I propose to lay before the reader under the 
following four headings — 

(a) A proof that the present method of assigning prizes 

is, except in the case of the first prize, entirely un- 
meaning. , 

(b) A proof that the present method of scoring in 
. ^ matches is constantly liable to lead to unjust results. 

(c) A system of rules for conducting Tournaments, 
which, while requiring even less time than the pres- 
ent system, shall secure equitable results. 

(d) An equitable system for scoring in matches. 

3 . A proof that the present method of assigning prizes 
is, except tn the case of the first prize, entirely unmeaning. 

Let us take, as an example of the present method, a 
Tournament of 32 competitors with prizes. 

On the Tst day, these contend in 16 pairs: on the 2nd 
day, the 16 Winners contend in 8 pairs, the Losers being 
excluded from further competition: on the 3rd day, the 8 
Winners contend in 4 pairs; on the 4th day, the 4 Win- 
ners (who arc now kno'vn to be the 4 Prize-Men) contend 
in 2 pairs; and on the 5th day, the 2 Winners contend to- 
gether, to decide which is to take the isi prize and which 
the and — the two Losers having no further contest, as the 
3rd and 4th prize arc of equal value. 

Now, if we divide the list of competitors, arranged in 
the order in which they arc paired, into 4 sections, wc may 
sec that all that this method really does is to ascertain who 
is best in each section, then who is best in each half of 
the list, and then who is best of all. The best of all (and 



lawn tennis tournaments 1203 

this .s the only cqmtebk ”,'\v^r*e Ld 

puze the best tn the other halt of the^mt ,,p„sented 
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prize As a mathemaii . ag 5 jr^csi 5 onlyi 6 / 3 ists, 

best Player will get *e pm pjop„ 
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prizes IS so small, that tn 

happening’ . » „g are merely mtro- 
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ducing another element o etpenment 
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,n a ttfle eompetinon Ut g rceeive his 
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the expression o£ that of scoring tn maten 

3 A proof that the p .o^mnist results 

es IS constantly set to mean the best 

To prose this let 5 sets he, 

:'ho ns" games arms a set, h. who first wins 5 

^i;;prx:“dBt„ play ^ 

I B*AaB 4 A 3 B I B2A5B3A 
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Here A wins 28 games to 22, and also wms the match 
But, by simply transposing A*, B*, we get 
B2A5B4 I A6 1 B3A5B3 I A3B4A3 I B3A5B3, 
the last game of the ongmal senes not being played 
Here A still wins 27 games to 22 yet he loses the 
matchl 

4 A system of rules for conducting Tournaments, 
which, while requiring even less time than the present 
system, shall secure equitable results 

The method for conducting Tournaments, which I 
have to propose, involves two departures from the present 
method First, I propose to make a “match’ last only half 
a day (the necessary reducuon m the number of games I 
will discuss in section 5) secondly, I propose to give only 
3 prizes The rules for a Tournament of 32 Players would 
be as follows— 

(a) The Tournament begins m the middle of the ist 
day, so that there is only one contes* that day^the 32 
Players being arranged m 16 pairs 

(b) A list 1$ kept, and against each name is entered, at 
the end of each contest, the name of any one who has 
been superior to him — whether by actually beating him, 
or by beating some one who has done so (thus, if A beats 
B, and B beats C, A and B arc both ‘superiors of C) So 
soon as any name has 3 ‘superiors’ entered against it, it 
IS struck out of the list 

(c) For the and day (morning) the 16 unbeaten men 
arc paired together, and similarly the \C with 1 supenor 
(the Losers in these last named pairs will now have 3 
superiors each, and will therefore be struck off the list) In 
all other contests they arc paired in the same way, first 
pairing the unbeaten, then those wuh 1 superior, and so 
on, and asoidmg. as far as possible, pairing two PIa>cr$ 
who have a common supenor 
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(d) By ihc middle o£ ihc 3r<l the >mbeattn are re- 
duced to m o, one of whom B certainly First P”''"'"" 
These two do not contend in die aficrnoon con st the 
day, but have a vvholeJay match 

other Players meanwhile continuing the usual haU-day 

"“(et By the end of the day. the "First prize man" is 
Jol by the very same process of ^hminatjon used in 

the ea, sting .“"j .^.tr^Tor'ra cin\S^ 

'if " k d'^ '^'f fnfyuon (a), the Tournament was begun 
the 5th day If. , action (d) being 

ru;“a^;S:atcb.no.^^^^^^^^^^ 

setUed m 3 days complete his- 

tvru*erup£h»sed" 

accompanying directions, uc 

workings o£ the svstem ^lohabctically, and let the 
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These numbers (“i” meaning “best”) will enable the 
reader to name the victor in any contest: but of course 
they are not supposed to be known to the Tournament- 
Committee, who have nothing to guide them but the re- 
sults of actual contests In the following Tables, “1(e)” 
means “first day, evening,” and so on* also a Player, who 
is virtually proved superior to another, is entered thus 
“(A)." The victor m each contest is marked *: and: 
means “struck out ” 

Directions for filling in the Tables — 

Tab. I. Day I (c). The names ore written out alphabet- 
ically, and paired as they stand. The victors are marked 
with asterisks. 

Tab II Day I (e). As B has been beaten by A, A is 
entered as his “superior”; C as D’s superior; and so on. 
Tab. I. Day II (m) We first pair together all the un- 
beaten, ACE GAc. Then those who have one superior, 
BDJfHAc, 

Tab II (m). We first enter the actual superiors, C,G, 
8 iC. Then, since A has a superior C, and B has a superior 
A, we sec that B has a virtual superior C; and so on We 
then see that D has 3 superiors, and must be struck out*, 
and so with H, &c. 

Tab I Day II (e) We first pair together all the unbeat- 
en, C,G, &C. Then all with one superior, A,B, &c.; but 
when we come to J4-. we find wc have a common su- 
perior; so wc pair j with P, and L with Q. This senes 
ends with an odd one, g, who must therefore be paired 
with the first of those who have two superiors each, F.T, 

&C. 

Tab. 1. Day III (m). Here, in pairing those with one 
superior, we again end with an odd one, g, who must 
therefore lie paired wiUi the first of those ^vlth two su 
pcriors, M 7 T. We end with an “odd man,” c. 

Tab II. Day III (m). Tbc unbeaten arc now reduced 
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f therefore wiU do nothing this at 
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pose as follows “For a whole-day, he who first wins 28 
games, or who gels 18 ahead, wins the match for a half- 
day, he who first wms 14 games, or who gets 9 ahead, 
wins the match ” 1 j 

6 Concluding remarks 

Let It not be supposed that, in thus proposing to maVc 
these Tournaments a game of pure sbill (like chess) in- 
stead of a game of mixed skill and chance (like whist), I 
am altogether eliminating the elemdnt of luck, and mak- 
ing It possible to predict the prize winners, so that no one 
else would care to enter The “chances of the board 
would still exist in full force it would not at all follow, 
because a Player was reputed best, that he was certain of 
the isi prize 1 thousand accidents might occur to pre- 
vent his playing best the 4th best, 5th best, or even a 
worst Player, need not despair of winning even the 1st 
prize 

Nor, again, let it be supposed that the present system, 
which allows an inferior playcra chance of the and prize, 
even though he fails to play above his reputation, is more 
lattractivc than one which, m such a case, gives hirn no 
hope Let us compare the two systems, as to the attrac 
tions they hold out to (say) the 5th best Player in a Tour 
nament of 32, with 3 prizes The present system says, “If 
you play up to your reputation, your chance of a prize is 
about i/4th, and even if, by great luck and painstaking, 
you play 2nd or 3rd best, it never rises above a half ’[ My 
system sa^s, It is admitted that, if you only play lip to 
your reputation, you ivill get nothing but, if you pla>j 2n^ 
or 3rfl best, you are certain of the proper prize ’ Thus, 
the one system offers a chance of i/4th, where the other 
-ofiers Jiothmg, ^nd_a chance of a half, inhere the ither 
offers certainty I am mdined to think the second the 
more attractive of the two 
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'If, however, it be Aougbt that, under the proposed sys- 
tem, dif* very inferior Pla>crs would fed so hopdess of a 
prize that they would not enter a Tournament, this can 
easily be remedied by a process of handicapping, as is 
usual in races, &c. This would give every one a reason- 
able hope of a prize, and therefore a suffiaent m«iTc for 
entering. 

jThe proposed form of Tournament, though lasting a 
shorter ume than the present one, has a great many more 
contests going on at once^ and consequently furnishes the 
giectaclc loving public with a great deal more to look at. 


EIGHT OR NINE WISE WORDS 
ABOUT LETTER WRITING 

1. On Stvmp-Cas£s 

Some American wnter has said “the snakes in this dis- 
tnet mav be divided into one speaes — the venomous" 
The same prinaple applies here. Posuge ScampOiseS 
may be divaded into one speaes, the “^^'ondcrland " Imi 
tatjons of it mil soon appear, no doubt but they cannot 
include the two Pictonal Surprises, which are copyright 
You don't sec why ! all them “Surprises"^ Well, take 
the Case in your left hand, and regard it attentively \ou 
see Abce nuning the Duchess’s JJahj ^ (An entirclv new 
combitution, fay the way It doesn't occur m the book ) 
Now, with your right thumb and forefinger, lav hold of 
the little book, and suddenK puU it out T^e Bih) hjs 
fumed trio a Pig^ If tf’Jt doesn't surprise vou, whv, i 
suppose you wouldn i be surprised if vourown Mother in- 
Uw suddenU turned into a Gyroscopcl 
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This Case IS not intended to carry about in your pocket 
Far from it People seldom \vant any other Stamps, on 
an emergency, than Penny Stamps for Letters, Sixpenny 
Stamps for Telegrams, and a bit of Stamp-edging for cut 
fingers (it makes capital sticking plaster, and mil stand 
three or four washings, cautiously conducted) and all 
these are easily earned in a purse or pocket book No, 
thit IS meant to haunt your envclopcosc, or wherever 
y ou keep your w ruing materials What made me invent 
It avas the constantly wanung Stamps of other values for 
foreign Letters Parcel Post, etc, and finding it very both 
ersomc to get at the kind 1 wanted in a hurry Since I 
have possessed a Wonderland Stamp-Case,” life has been 
bright and peaceful and 1 have used no other I believe 
the Queen $ laundress uses no other 
Each of the pockets will hold 6 stamps, comfortably I 
would recommend you to arrange the 6, before putting 
them m, something like a bouquet, making them lean to 
the right and to the left alternately thus there will al 
ways be a free corner to get hold of, so as to take them 
out, quickly and easily, one by one otherwise you will 
find them apt to come out two or three at a time 
According to mv experience, the 51/ , 9</ , and ir Stamps 
arc hardly ever wanted, though I have constantly to re 
plcnish all the other pockets If your experience agrees 
with mine you may find it convenient to keep only a 
couple (say) of each of these 3 kinds m the is pocket, 
and to fill the other 2 pockets with extra id stamps 
2 How TO BEGIN A Letter 
If the Letter is to be in answer to another, begin by 
getting out that other letter and reading it through, m 
order to refresh your memory, as to what it is you have 
to answer, and as to your oirrcspondent s present address 
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(otherwise you n iH be sending jour letter to his regular 
address m London, though he has been careful in wnting 
to gi%c you his Tor/juay address in full) 

Next, Address and Stamp the Eq\ elope “WTiat! Be 
fore ssTiting the Letter‘d Most certainly And 1 11 tell jou 
what will happen if you dont You will go on ivnting 
till the last moment, and, just in the middle of the hst 
sentence, jou will become aware that ‘ time’s up* Then 
comes the hurncd ivmdup — the wildly scrawled signa- 
ture — the hastily fastened em elope, which comes open m 
the post — the address, a mere hierogljphic — the horrible 
discover) that jou’vc forgotten to replenish your Stamp- 
Case — the frantic appeal, to every one m the house, to 
lend you a Stamp — the headlong rush to the Post Office, 
arriving, hot and gasping, just after the box has c'osed— 
and finallv, a week afterwards, the return of the I-«ter, 
from the Dead Letter Office, marked ' address illegible'’/ 
Next, put your own address, tn full, it the top of the 
note-sheer It is an aggravating thing— -I speak from bitter 
txperjence— -when i friend, staying at some new address, 
heads his letter Dover,’ simply, assuming that you can 
get the rest of the address from his prev lous letter, which 
perhaps you have destroyed 
Next, put the date in full It is another ac^ravalmit 
thing, w hen vou « wh, years ifterwards, to amnee a series 
of letters, to find them dated Feb 17 , Aug r without 
any y ear to guide you as to which comes first An 1 never, 
never, dear Madam (NB this remark 1 $ addressed to 
ladies onh no man would ever do such a thing), put 
‘'Wedncsdiv," simpiv, as the date! 

' That way madness hcs.” 

3 How TO CO ON Wmt ^ LtTTtR 
Here is a golden Rule ro bepn with Wme legibly 
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The average temper of the human race would be per 
ceptibly sweetened, if everybody obeyed this Rule* A 
great deal of the bad writing in the world comes simply 
from writing too qutcffly Of course you reply, “I do it 
to save time" A very good object, no doubt but what 
right have you to do it at your friend’s expense? Isn t 
hts time as valuable as yours? Years ago, I used to receive 
letters from a friend — and very interesting letters too 
written m one of the most atrocious hands ever invented 
It generally took me about a wee\ to read one of his letters 
I used to carry it about m my pocket, and take it out at 
leisure times, to puzzle over riddles which composed 
it— holding it in different positions, and at different dis 
tances, till at last the meaning of some hopeless scrawl 
would flash upon me, when 1 at once wrote down the 
English under it, and, when several had been thus 
guessed, the context would help with the others, till at 
last the whole senes of hieroglyphics was deciphered If 
all one’s friends wrote like that. Life would be enurely 
spent in reading thar letters! 

This Rule applies, specially, to names of people or 
places — and most speaally to foreign names I got a letter 
once, containing some Russian names, uriiten in the 
same hasty scramble m which people often write “yours 
sincerely ’ The context, of course, didn't help in the least 
and one spelling was just as likely as another, so far ns I 
knew It \n as necessary to write and tell my friend thnt 
I couldn't read any of thcml 
My second Rule is, don’t fill more than a page and a 
half with apologies for not Ixavmg written sooncrl 
Tlic best subject, to hegtn with, is )our friend’s last let 
ter Write with the letter open before you Answer his 
questions, and make any remarks hts letter suggests Then 
goon to what you want to say yourself Tins arrangement 
IS more courteous, and pleasanter for the reader, than 
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to fill the letter uiih jour own inraluable rcnurl^s, and 
then hastily answ cr your friend s questions in a postscript 
Your friend is much more likely to cn;oy your mr, after 
his o\s n anxiety for information has been satisfied 
In referring to anything your friend has said m his 
letter, It IS best to quote the exact nvrds, and not to give 
a summary of them m your words As impression, of 
what B has said, expressed in A's w ords, will nev cr cons cy 
to B the meaning of his own words 
This is specially necessary when some point has arisen 
as to ivhich the two correspondents do not quite agree 
There ought to be no opening for such writing as ‘ You 
arc quite mistaken in thinking 1 said so-and $0 It wtis 
not m the least my meaning, Sec, &c,’ which tends to 
make a correspondence last for a life time 
A few more Roles may fitly be p\en here, for cor 
respondence that has unfortunately become control ersral 
One 1$, don't repeat yourself When once you have said 
your say, fully and clearly, on a cettam point, and have 
failed to con' mce your fnend, drop that stthfect to repeat 
your arguments, all over again wall simply lead to his 
doing the same, and so you will go on, like a Circulatinij 
Deamal Did )Oit eter kpou a Orculating Decimal come 
to an end’’ 

vVnother Rule is when you have wriucn a letter that 
you feel may possibly irritarc your fnend, howe'er neccs 
sary 'ou may have felt it to so express yourself, put it 
aside till the next day Then read it o'er again and fine) 

It addressed to yourself This will often lead to your writ 
mg it all O'er again, taking out a lot of the vinegar and 
pepper, and putting m lioney instead, and thus making 
a mtieh more palatable dish of it! If, when you have done 
your best to wme ino/Iensivelj, you still feel that it will 
probablv I-ad to further conitovcrs', l^erp a evpy of it 
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There is \cry little use, months nficnsards, m pleading 
*‘I am almost sure 1 never expressed m>sclf as >ou say: 
to the best of my recollection 1 said so and so ” Far better 
to be able to write “I did not express myself so these arc 
the words I used ” 

My fifth Rule is, if your (tiend makes a severe remark, 
cither leave it unnoticed, or make >our reply distinctly 
less severe and if he makes a friendly remark, tending 
towards “making up” the little difTcrcnce that has arisen 
between you, let your reply be distinctly more friendly 
If, in picking a quarrel, each party declined to go more 
vhan three-as^ths of the vay, and if, in making friends, 
each was ready to go five cigArftj of the way — why, there 
would be more reconciliations than quarrels! Which is 
like the Irishman's remonstrance to his gad about daugh 
ter— “Shure, you’re always gom’ out! You go out three 
times, for tvanst that you come ml ' 

My sixth Rule (and my last remark about controversial 
correspondence) is, don't try to have the last word! How 
many a controversy would be nipped in the bud, if each 
was anxious to let the other have the last word! Never 
mind how telling a rqoindcr you leave unuttcred never 
mind your friend s supposing that you arc silent from lack 
of anything to say let the thing drop, as soon as it is 
possible without discourtesy remember “speech is silvern, 
but silence is golden 1 (N B — If you arc a gentleman, 
and your friend a lady, this Rule is superfluous you 
won t get the last tvord!) 

My seventh Rule is, if it should ever occur to you to 
write, jesungly, in dispraise of your friend, be sure you 
exaggerate enough to make the jesting obvious a word 
spoken in jest, but taken as earnest, may lead to very sen 
ous consequences I have known it to lead to the breaking 
off of a friendship Suppose, for instance, you wish to 
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remind your friend of a sovereign you 
which he has forgotten to lepay-yon 
the words mention ... - y- 
vemently bad memory for debts, in jc , y 
be nothing to wonder a. rf he lock offence a. ihaMvay o^ 

pnlting I. Bn,. 'J‘ busglaf. has convinced 

your career, as a pickpoact an ® ,l,at sover- 

me that my one lingering hop , y„P " 

eign I lent you. IS to say Pay P. j_ 

he would indeed be a mat,er-of fact friend 
as seriously meant! letter. “I cn- 

My eigh* ‘Se John’s letter for you 

close cheque for X5* ® ^.r,r~eo and get the 

,0 see.” iLe off writing for a Other- 

document referred to— and pit i 

wise, you are pretty eerttun to find it lying 
the Post has gone' .u. ^nd of a note- 

My ninth Rule When you ge another piece 

sheet, and find >ou have ^he case may dc- 

of paper— a whole sheet. " ’ , ’ i Rtmember the 

mand but whatever you do, do ^ ..The 

old proverb “Crorr old"” Well. 

oU proverb’” you (act, I’m afraid 

not SO tery ancient, I m naracraph’ Still, you 

rLl 

*e^Si,r“d boyl’.?™ 

ehieken. that was only halfAiutl 

4 Ho\^ TO Eko a LnT» 

, I. a-nd xMih “yours faithfully,” Of 

If doubtful whether (there are at 

“yours truly.” or “>-ours atTect^n- 

least a doren •varieties, betorc ) 



I2i8 '' A MISCELLANY 

•ately’*) , refer to your correspondent’s last letter, and make 
your winding up at least as irtendly as his m fact, even 
if a shade more friendly, it will do no harm! 

A Postcnpt IS a very useful invention but it is not 
"meant (as so many ladies suppose) to contain the real 
gist of the letter it serves rather to throw into the shade 
•any litdc matter we do not wish to make a fuss about 
For example, your friend had promised to execute a 
commission for you m town, but forgot it, thereby put 
ting you to great inconvenience and he now writes to 
apologize for his negligence It would be cruel, and need 
lessly crushing, to make it the mam subject of your reply 
How much more gracefully it comes m thus* ‘ P S Don’t 
distress yourself any more about having omitted that little 
matter in town I won’t deny that it did put my plans out 
a little, at the ume but it’s all right now I often forget 
things, myself and those, who live in glass houses, 
mustn’t throw stones,’ you know! 

■When you take your letters to the Post, carry them in 
your hand If you put them in your pocket you will take 
a long country AS alk (1 speak from experience), passing 
the Post Office twice, going and returning, and, when you 
get home, will find them still m your pocket 

5 On Recistiiunc Correspondence 

Let me recommend you to keep a record of Letters 
Received and Sent I have kept one for many years, and 
have found it of the greatest possible service, in many 
ways it secures my answering Letters, however long they 
have to wait, it enables me to refer, for my own guidance, 
to the details of previous correspondence, though the ac- 
tual Letters may have been destroyed long ago, and, most 
valuable feature of all. if any difficulty arises, years after 
wards, in connection with a half forgotten correspond 
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m,. rn sav wth confidence, ‘T did no< 
cncc, « enables me to say, 


and that you .he is a vaU.Mc 

preas oi mi . Hut ^on'/ uustlum too much So, 

“’nowSueyouafoi-pIcMesfoi^aW. 

and keeping a Letter Register 

Gtt a blank he nM fasKuedunto 

4 inches '"^^^haifto te opened and shut hundreds 
Its COI er, as it " "e' ' ' T , „ „jh margin 

o£ times Have a ^ n,argm shodd 

of every page, an inch oH St 

be V ide enough to contain unless )ou wnte 

1 manage ividi a n-arpn^bot.^^leJ^j^^ 


..age svidi a « ■"rmor='co'"toeH=) 
very small you wiU find ^ 

Write a preeo a ' recaved ’ Letter 

chronological order. La ^ marginal 

reach from die left hand ed^ >0^^^^ 
line, and the entry ° ® Thus the two kinds 

marginal line to the "8 ' ’ „„ly hunt through 

cred wth the and when you come to 

Use the rtshi ” omidc-down, and begin at 

the end o£ the book, hand pages You w lU find 

the other end, suU ^ 1 hand pages 

this much more ^ nt- at the top of every 

You will find It Register Number m fuU 

sheet of a ‘•received * specimen pages of my 

I wiU now 8"= ® \ fcw remarks on them after 

wdl find It easy enough ,o manage 

one for yourself 
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• / 

292.17 

/go. 


(21?) ■ 
sendg, 

Jo a 

Ap. 1. (Tu) Jones t Mrs. am 
as present from self and Mr* 
white elephant. 

27518 

225 

(218) 

grand 

do. Wtlktns (J Co. bill, for 
piano, £175 10s. 6 J [pd 

28743 
221, 2 

(219) • 

“Grand 1 
to borr 

do. Scareham, H. (writes from 
[Hotel, Monte Carlo”! asking 
ow £50 for a few weeks (>) 



(22o) do. Seareham, H would 
know object, for wK loan is 
[and security offered. 

like to 
asked, 

ai8 

246 

(221) Ap. 3 Wtlkins ^ Co 
Ivious letter, now before me, 
[undertook to supply one for 
Idecling to pay more. 

in pre- 
you 
£120: 

13514 

218 

22 ? 

1(222) do Cheetham Skar^ 

[written 221 — enclosing previo 
! jter— IS law on my side^ 

have 
us let- 
[ 

(113) 

C. N. 

dressed 

'very 

]Ap. A. Manager, Goods Statn, 
[/?. white Elephant arnved, ad- 
jto }ou — send for it at once — 
Isavage.’ 

226 


29225 

1 /90. 


217 

(225) Ap 4 (F) Jones, Mrs. th 
but no room for it a^resent, am 
[mg It to Zoological Gardens. 

(anks, 

send- 

23c 


223 

1 (226) do Manager, Goods Sla 

tn, G. 


N R. please deliver, to bearer 

of this 


note, case rontaing White Ele- 
lladdrcsscd tome. 

phant 
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C; 

«9 C 

127) io Dtrccicr 
losmc above note to U Wa 

,T (or valuable amntal, presc . 
hardens . 

iS (en 
lagcr) 
ited to 

(218) ' 
misquot e 
IS £t8 : 

In 8 Chetlham ^ Sharp >oii| 
^'^ncloscd letter, limit naitted^ 

) j 

122 

137 

227 

230 

(129) 
case de 
Port— 
quet — 

5~Diw<^2aa 

“isT.™""" “ 

..aiontf rhanWs i 

t \ T JoftfSt hlfs wh) 

f.*flr 1 ?or 7 a*(u.te Elephant 

call a 


jdo T ° 

\0 

(230 

joWe 

1 

19133 

1 /90 

//.Kptin «-dtn) 

orderg 

Eyre’ 

242 

nfter the I 5 tn 

236 

(134) 

2 or 3 

r ff-'fJt Bk hav« 

lato p^ ‘‘"''lei 

r.,Initta 


(135)^ 

recevd 
Sc Co 


1 not 
j write 

1 

13 

a; 

2; 

2 . 

;g Kvhen ame 

ir"irAir^rra^(ioi” and 

;' S’lett?r enclosed to >ou 

Co re 

IX 
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I (238) do. Morton^ Philip. Co 
'lend me Browning’s “Dramati 
245 |sona" for a day or 2? 

uld you 
s Per- 

.(239) 1 

mg Itoxt s 

"136. I 

ip. 14. /lunt Jemina, Icav- 

c at end of month: address 
^oyal Avenue, Bath." I 

236 

(240) 

rcturng 


237 

244 

29242 

/ 90 . 



(242) 

for boo 

\p. 15. (Tu) /*< 7 W 6 ? Co. bill 
:s, as ordered, 1 5/6 [ 


=33 

(243) 

do. ^ do. books 


247 

240] 

2+8| 

(244) do. Cheelham and Co. c 
derstand the 6/8 — what is £6 

an un- 
for? 

(24s) 

matis 

Ap, 17. ^ A/or/o«, P. "Dra- 
Persona:," as asked for. [retd 

238 

249 ■ 

221 

250' 

(246) do. JVtlkins- and Co. w 
bill, 175/10/6, and eh. for do. 

ith 

[en 

M3 

(247) do. Page and Co. bill, 
postal J T07255 for 15/- and 

25 / 6 . 

6 stps. 

( 248 ) 
was a 

Ap. 18. Cheetham and Co. it 
“clerical error" (•) 

I244 

^5 

(249) Ap. 19. Morton, P. rctu 
1 Browning with many thanks. 

l-ng^ — 

(250) 

bill. 

do. IVtlksns and Co. receptt 

|246 


I begm each pagcbypumng,-at thetop left-hand corner. 
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ihcncTIcnlonUDibcl.-^in^^ 

3 disils ot nch ihc centre 

and 1 put the date of the J , ^„„y. 

1 begin each /(his is ilifTicuU to reproduce 

number, enclosed in an 2.-r-nthcses here). Then, for 
in print, so I ha\c put roun p month 

the frst entry m each ..L- ,s enough 

Lt.t^:^th 2 ^:XUtres.. in nnt repeat the 

''t!::;£theentr,.s««a>«->|;:;”^" 

“pareel" telegram v 

ajr) as the ease may ^ underlined (mdicated 

Ne«, the name of the perso 

hereby italics). i (gnher atienuon. I put [ at 

U an entry n^s 7cL„ -uended to, I fill m the 
the end and, when it a shotted that the 

appropriate symbol, eg. sujs really 

bill had to be paid, m No 32-.^^^ ^ ,,,s, 

needed (the “x means ^ U 5 r„ had 

I owed the old lady a ,;^^u jjC, that I must 

to be entered m my accoOT • address had to 

E:us:nm;::dd;«rb<»i?mKo3^ 

had to be returned ^ nf lines, whether it fills 

I ^.,e eaelt entry the spaa o^-^ references And, 
them or not, in order o a or 5 lines blanl^ (often 

at die foot of f”f' oiuitted Letters) and miss 

useful afteiivatds fo E 

one or 3 numbers before 1 o g ^ ^ 

At any odd moments of tesure,^ 

booh, in various "^y^ »” , 1 ,^ right-hand end of thi 

-re^^vedCrie^tl at die left hand end of the "sent 
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entries This I usually do pretty well "up to date ” In my 
Register the first line is red, the second blue here I dis- 
tinguish them by making the first thin, and the second 

(2) Beginning with the last entry, and going back- 
wards, I read over the names till I recognize one as hav- 
ing occurred already 1 then link the two entries together, 
by giving the one, that comes first in chronological order, 
a “foot reference" (see Nos 217, 225). I do not keep this 
“up to date," hut leave it till there arc 4 or 5 pages to be 
done. I work back till I come among entries that are 
all supplied with “foot-references," when I once more 
glance through the last few pages, to see if there are any 
entries not yet supplied with head references Mnr prede- 
cessors may need a special search If an entry is con 
ncctcd, in subject, with another under a different name, 

I link them by cross references, distinguished from the 
head- and foot references by being written further from 
the marginal hue (sec No 229) When 2 consecutive 
entries have the same name, and are both of the same 
kind (trc , both received ’ or both “sent") I bracket them 
(see Nos 242, 243), ,f of different kinds, I hnk them 
with the symbol used for Nos 219, 220 

(3) Beginning at the earliest entry not yet done with, 
and going forwards, I cross out every ‘entry that has got 
a head- and foot reference, and is done with, by continu- 
ing the extra line through it (see Nos 221, 223, 225) 
■Thus, wherever a treat, occurs in this extra line, it shows 
there is some matter still needing attention I do not keep 
this anything like “up to date,’ but leave it till there are 
30 or 40 pges to look through at a time When die first 
page in the volume is thus completely crossed out, I put 
a inark at the foot of the page to indicate this, and so 
with pages 2, 3, se. Hence, whenever I do this part of the 



.VHAT THZ TOKTO.SE SA.D - 

mark.- ^Mirated. ^'Hfn stated at full 

All this locu “ My stmpk, ^^h- yo- 

length- but you will fi to regard the 

have had a httle foi' a ramy day. 

••maUngup as a ^,j,^hncd for more severe 

or at any time that you ^ ^cs us one 

work in Game O *a. 

golden Rule, “When ■n doob „ do, 

„>...>>>>>>>>>>>>>--^^^^ 


WHAT THE TORTOISE 
SAID TO ACHILLES 


. „ *e Torioue. and had aeated 
AcuiLLis had ovcftaUn 

h-mseE comlortably on ua b« „oe^urse?" aa.d the 
"So you’ve got to the en „£ jn infinite scries 

Tortoise “Even though tt „ „*er had proved 

of distances? 1 thought some tvismere 
diat the thmg couldn’t be done? 5 , 

“It COT be done, said „ete constantly 

„l„r ambuhndo You see the distances 

‘"::^rrieytdWeons.and,.u-OTUgl> tkeTor- 

toise “"'"“f .'i“ AchJles modestly replied 

“Then 1 shoulc^ t be here, A ^ 

-and yo« would have got several umes 

by this time!” 
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“You flatter me — flatten, I mean,” said the Tortoise; 
“for you are a heavy weight, and no mistake) Well now, 
would you like to hear of a race-course, that most people 
fancy they can get to the end of in two or three steps, 
while It really consists of an inflmte number of distances, 
each one longer than the previous one?” 

Very mucH indeed!” said the Grecian warrior, as he 
drew from his helmet (few Grecian warriors possessed 
poc\ets m those days) an enormous note book and a pen 
al Proceed! And speak slowly, please! Short hand isn’t 
invented yet!” 

‘ That beautiful First Proposition of Euclid!” the Tor- 
towe murmured dreamily “You admire Euclid?” 

Passionately! So far, at least, as one can admire a 
treatise that won’t be oublished for so^me centuries to* 
cornel” 

Well, now, let’s take a little bit of the argument in 
that First Proposition— just two steps, and the conclusion 
drawn from them Kindly enter them in your note book 
And, m order to refer to them conveniently, let’s call 
thenv^, B, and 2 ’ 

{A) Things that are equal to the same -are equi to 


(B) The two sides o£ this Triangle are things that are 
equal to the same 

othf? arc equal to each 

I E“chd svtU grant, I suppose, that Z follows 

logically from A and B, so Aat any one who aceeptsaf 

and B as true, ffj«/r accept Z as true?” . 

"Undoublcdlyl The youngest chtld tn a High School- 
a soon as High Sehools are invented, which will not be 
till some wo thousand yea„ later-wiH gtant .hat" 

And tf some reader had no, yet accepted A and B as 
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true, he might still accept the Sequence as a laltd one, I 
suppose^ ’ / 

“No doubt such a reader might exist He might say ‘I 
accept as true the Hypothetical Proposition that, rf A and 
B be true, Z must be true, but I don't accept A and B 
as true ’ Such a reader would do wisely in abandoning 
Euclid, and taking to football ” 

“And might there not also be some reader tvho tvould 
sav 'I accept A and B is true, but 1 don't accept the 
Hypothetical’? ’ 

‘ Certainly there might He, also, had better take to 
football ” 

“And neither of these readers,” the Tortoise continued, 
“is at yet under any logical necessity to accept Z as irue^” 
“Quite soj” AchiUcs assented 

' Well, now, I want you to consider me as a reader of 
the second kind, and to force roe, logically, to accept Z 
as true ” "* 

“A tortoise playing football would be—” Achilles ^\as 
beginning 

* — an anomaly, of course,’ the Tortoise hastily inter- 
rupted ‘Don’t wander from the point Let’s have Z first, 
and football aftci%vards*” 

“I’m to force you to accept Z, am P’ Achilles said 
musinglv “And your present position is that you accept 
A and B, but you don’t accept the Hypothcucal — ” 

“Let’s call it C,” said the Tortoise 
“ — but you don’t accept 

(C) If A and B are true, Z must be true ’ 

* That IS my present posibon,” said the Tortoise 
‘ Then I must ask you to accept C ” 

“1 11 do so,” said the Tortoise “as soon as you’ve cn- 
‘tered it in that note book of yours What else have you 
got m it^ ’ 



1228 A MISCELLANY 

“Only a few memoranda/’ said Achilles, nervously 
fluttering the leaves* “a few memoranda of— of the bat- 
tles in which I have distinguished m>self!” 

“Plenty of blank leaves, I seel" the Tortoise cheerily 
remarked “We shall need them all'" (Achilles shud- 
dered ) “Now write as 1 dictate* 

(/f) Things that arc ctjual to the same arc equal to 
•ach other. 

(B) The two sides of this triangle arc things that arc 
equal to the same 

(C) If A and B arc true, Z must be true 

(Z) The two sides of this Triangle arc equal to each 
other." 

“You should call it D, not Z” said Achilles ‘ It comes 
next to the other three If you accept A and D and C, 
you mutt accept Z" 

“And why mutt IT* 

"Because it follows lo^tcally from them If A and B and 
C are true, Z must be true. You don’t dispute that, I 
imagine? ’ 

“If A and B and C arc true, Z must be true," the Tor- 
toise thoughtfully repeated ‘ That’s another Hypothcucal, 
isn’t It? And, if I failed to see its truth, I might accept 
A and B and C, and still not accept Z, mightn’t I?” 

“You might,’ the candid hero admitted, "though such 
obtusencss would certainly be phenomenal Still, the event 
IS possible So I must ask you to grant one more Hypo- 
thetical ” 

‘Very good I’m quite willing to grant it, as soon as 
you’ve written it down We will call it 

(D) If A and B and C arc true, Z must be true 
"Have you entered that m your note book? ’ 

“I havel' Achilles joyfully exclaimed, as he ran the 
pencil into its sheath And at last we’ve got to the end 
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o( \dea\ lacc-coursel Now that you acccpi A and B 
and C and D, of course you accept Z ” 

“Do I?“ said the Tortoise innocently ' Let’s make that 
quite clear 1 accept A and B and C and D Suppose I 
still refuse to accept Z?” 

"Then Logic wouW take you 6y the throat, and force 
you to do itl" Achilles triumphantly replied * Logic 
would tell you ‘You can’t help yourself Now that j^u’vc 
accepted A and B and C and D, jtiu must accept Zl’ So 
you've no choice, you see “ 

“Whatever Logic is good enough to tell me is worth 
ivnting <ioun" said the Tortoise "So enter n in your 
book, please We svill call it 

(E) If A and B and C and D arc true, Z must be true 

‘ Until I’ve granted tA/u, of course, I needn’t grant Z So 
It s quite a necessary step, yoU set? ' 

“I sec,” said Achilles, and there was a touch of sadness 
in his tone 

Here the narrator, having pressing business at the 
Bank, was obliged to leave the happy pair, and did not 
again pass the spot until some months afterwards When 
he did so, Achilles was still seated on the back of the 
much-endunng Tortoise, and was writing in his note- 
book, which appeared to be nearly full TTie Tortoise was 
saying “Have you got that last step wntten down? Un 
less I’ve lost count, that makes a thousand and one There 
arc several millions more to come And would you mind, 
as a personal favour — considering what a lot of instruc- 
tion this colloquy of ours will provide for the I-ogicians 
of the Nineteenth Century — would you trund adopting a 
pun that my cousin the Mock Turtle will then make, and 
allowing yourself to be re named Taught Us?” 

“As you please!” replied the weary warrior, in the hoi 
low tones of despair, as he buned his face in his hands 
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'Trovidcd thni yoM, for your pari, will adopt a pun the 
Mock-Turilc never made, and allow yourself to be re- 
named A Kdl-Ease'” 

•»»»»»»»»»»»»»«««««««««««««« 


THE TWO CLOCKS 


Which is better, a clock that is right only once a year, 
or a clock that is right twice c\ cry day > “The latter,” > ou 
reply, ‘'unquestionably.” Very good, now attend 
I have two clocks one doesn't go at all, and the other 
loses a minute a day which would you prefer? ‘ The 
losing one," you answer, "without a doubt " Nosv ob- 
serve the one which loses a minute a day has to lose 
twelve hours, or seven hundred and twenty minutes be 
fore It IS right again, consequently it is only right once 
in two years, whereas the other is evidently right as often 
as the time It points to come round, which happens twice 
a day 

So you’ve contradicted yourself once 
“Ah, but,” you say. “what's the usi^of its being right 
twice a day, if 1 can’t tell when the time comes?" 

Why, suppose the clock points to eight o’clock, don’t 
you see that the clock is right at eight o’clock? Conse- 
quently, when eight o’clock comes round your clock is 
right 


“Yes, I see that,” you reply 

Very good, then you’ve contradicted yourself tmta 
now get out of the ddHculty as best you can, and don’t 
contradict yourself again if you -can help it 
You might go on to ask, “How am I to know when 
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paucm: >ou know that when eight o’clock comes >our 
clock IS right, ^ cry good; then jour rule is this - keep jour 
eye fited on your clock, and the very moment it is right 
it will be eight o’clock. "Cut — t** you saj There, that’ll 
do; the more you argue the farther j'ou get from the 
point, so It Will be as well to stop 

»»»»»»»»»»k»»»V<«««««»<««««««« 


PHOTOGRAPHY EXTRAORDINARY 

The recent extraordinary discovery in Photography, as 
appbed to the operations of the mind, has reduced the 
art of no' el wnung to the merest mechanical labour We 
have been kindly permnied b> the arust to be present 
during one of his experiments, but as the invention has 
not jet been given to the world, we are only at liberty 
to relate the results, suppressing all details of chemicals 
and mampulauon 

The operator began by stating that the ideas of the 
feeblest mtellcct, when once received on properly pre- 
pared paper, could be “devdoped’ up to any required 
degree of intensity. On heanng our wish that he would 
begin with an extreme case, he obligingly summoned a 
young man from an adjoining room, who appeared to be 
of the very wTakest possible phjrsical and mental powers 
On being asked what vve thought of him we candidly 
confessed that he seemed incapable of anything but sleep, 
our fnend cordially assented to this opinion 

The machine being in postcton, and a mesmeric rap- 
port established between the mind of the pauent and the 
object glass, the young man was asked whether he wished 
to say anything, be feebly rephed "Nothing" He w-as 
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then asked what he was thinking of, and the answer, as 
before, was "Nothing** The nrtist on this pronounced 
him to be in a most satisfactory state, and at once com 
mcnccd the operation 

After the paper had been exposed for the requisite 
time. It was removed and submitted to our inspection, 
we found it to be covered with faint and almost illegible 
characters A closer scrutiny revealed the following 
‘ The eve was soft and dewy mild, a zephyr whispered 
in the lofty glade, and a few light drops of ram cooled 
the thirsty soil At a slow amble, along the primrose- 
bordered path rode a gentle looking and amiable jouth, 
holding a light cane in his delicate hand , the pony moved 
gracefully beneath him, mhahng as it went the fragrance 
of the roadside flowers, the calm smile, and languid eyes, 
so admirably harmonising with the fair features of the 
rider, showed the even tenor of his thoughts With a sweet 
though feeble voice, he plaintnely murmured out the 
gentle regrets that clouded his breast 

Alasl she would not hear my prayerl 
Yet It were rash to tear my hair. 

Disfigured, I should be less fair 

‘She was unwise, I may say blind. 

Once she was lovingly inclined, 

Some arcumsiancc has changed her mind ’ 
There was a moments silence, the pony stumbled over 
a stone in the path, and unseated his rider A crash was 
heard among the dried leaves, the youth arose, a slight 
bruise on his left shoulder, and a disarrangement of his 
cravat, were the only traces that remained of this trifling 
accident 

This, we remarked, as returned the paper, be 
longs apparendy to the milk and water School o£ Novels " 
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"You arc quite right," our fncud rrplicrl. 

, resent state, tt is. of cour^, 

“•'^Telening svas of the ordinary * 2 rarter barome^r 
afehang^ a '"'J7,Xl*utrtheLtners 

ram ,vas beginning to faU, a M 

he sshtsUed as he rode, he "‘”®sfied 

rhymes in his head, and at length p® » 
tone, the foUowng composition 

‘Well! so my offer Ills no gol 

She mighi do worse. I told her so, 

She was a fool to an wer ^o 

■Howe%er, things arc as they sit^, 

Nor w ould I has-c her if I . 

For there arc plenty more as good 

At this moment the horse set his foot in a 
oxer, his Oder rose svtth dtlSodj. he ba^ 
cral severe brmses and fractured two rihs, « 
time before he forgot that unlucky day 

Wc returned this with the strongest eloocd 

nuration. and requested that it -sht -- ^f^n 
to the fughest posstble de^ ‘"“^Luf uSi 
sented, and shordy presented us wath the r« ’ 
he rnformed us belonged to the Spasmodic o 
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School Wc perused it with indescribable sensations of 

surprise and delight; 

‘ The night was wildly tempestuous— a hurricane rased 
through the murky forest— furious torrents of ram lashed 
the groaning earth. With a hcadling rush-^oun a 
precipitous mountain gorge — dashed a mounted horse- 
man armed to the teeth— his horse bounded beneath him 
at a mad gallop, snorting fire from us distended nostrils 
as It flew. The rider’s knotted brows — rolling eyeballs — 
and clenched teeth— expressed the intense agony of his 
mmd— weird visions loomed upon his burning brain— 
while with a mad yell he {xiurcd forth the torrent of his 
boiling passion* 

" ‘Firebrands and daggers! hope hath flcdl 
To atoms dash the doubly dead! 

- My brain is fire— my heart is leadl r 

‘Her soul 1$ flint, and v^at am I? 

Scorch’d by her fierce, relentless eye, 
Nothingness is my desunyl’ 

There was a moment’s pause Horror! his path ended in 
a fathomless abyss A rush— a flash — a crash— all was 
over Three drops of blood, two teeth, and a stirrup were 
all that remained to tell where the wild horseman met his 
doom” 

The young man was now recalled to consciousness, and 
shown the result of the workings of his mmd, he in 
stantly fainted away 

In the present infancy of the art we forbear from fur- 
ther comment on this svonderful discqvery, but the mind 
reels as it contemplates thc«upendous addmon thus made 
to the powers of science 

Our friend concluded wuh various minor experiments, 
such as working up a pass^e of Wordsworth into strong, 
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sicrimg poetry the same experiment was tried on a pas- 
sage of Bjron, at our request, but the paper came out 
scorched and blistered all o\cr by the fiery epithets thus 
produced 

As a concluding remark couid this art be applied (we 
put the question in the strictest confidence ) — eottld it, we 
ask, be applied to the speeches m Parliament^ It may be 
but a delusion of our heated imagination, but we will siiU 
chng fondly to the idea, and hope against hope 

»»»»»»»»»»»»»»«««<«««««««««« 


HINTS FOR ETIQUETTE, 

OR, DINING OUT MADE EAS\ 

As caterers for the public taste, ne can conscienuously 
recommend this book to all dmers-out who arc perfeedy 
unacquainted with the usages of soacty However we 
may regret that our author has confined himself to warn 
ing rather than advjccv nc are bound in jusijce to say 
that nothing here stated will be found to contradict the 
habits o£ the best arcles The following examples exhibit 
a depth of penetration and a fullness of experience rarely 
met with 

In proceeding to the dming room, the gentleman gives 
one arm to the lady he escorts — it is unusual to ofier both 
n 

The pracuce of taking soup with the next gentleman 
but one is now wisely discontinued, but the custom of 
asking your host his opinion of the weather immediately 
on the removal of the first coiir» stiU prevails 
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III 

To use a fork with )our soup, intimating at the same 
time to your hostess that you arc reserving the spoon for 
the beefsteaks, is a practice wholly exploded 

IV 

On meat being placed before you, there is no possible 
objection to your caung it, if so disposed, still, m all such 
delicate cases, be guided entirely by the conduct of those 
around you 

V 

It IS always allowable to ask for artichoke jelly with 
your boiled venison; however, there are houses where this 
is not supplied 

VI 

The method of helping roast turkey with two carving* 
forks IS practicable, but deficient m grace 

MI 

We do not recommend the pracUce of eating cheese 
with a knife and fork in one hand, and a spoon and wine- 
glass m the other, there is a kind of awkwardness in the 
action which no amount of practice can entirely dispel 

VIII 

As a general rule, do not kick the shins of the opposite 
gentl^an under the table, if personally unacquainted 
with him, your pleasantry is liable to be misunderstood 
—a circumstance at all umes unpleasant 

IX 

Proposing the health of the boy m buttons immediately 
on the removal of the cloth is a custom springing from 
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regard to his tender )ears, rather than from a strict 
adherence to the rules of etiquette 
»»»»»»»»»»»»»>«««««««««««««« 


A HEMISPHERICAL PROBLEM 

Hale of the s\orld, or nearly so, is alvsajs m the light 
of the sun as the world turns round, this hemisphere 
of light shifts round too, and passes 01 cr each part of it 
in succession 

Supposing on Tuesday, 11 is morning at London, in 
another hour « ivould be Tuesday rooroing at the west 
of England, if die whole world >%cre land wc might go 
on tracing ^ Tuesday morning, Tuesday morning all the 
way round till in twenty four hours \se get to London 
again But we /{non that at London twenty fours hours 
after Tuesday morning it 1$ Wednesday morning Where, 
then in its passage round the earth, does the dav change 
us namc^ Where docs it lose its identity^ 

Pracncallj there js no dilBeuky in it, because a great 
part of the journey is o\cr water, and what it docs out 
at sea no one can tell and besides there are so many 
different languages that it would be hopeless to attempt 
to trace the name of any one day all the year round But 
15 the case inconceu'ablc that the same land and the same 
language should continue all round the world’ I cannot 
see that it is in that case either* there would be no dts 
Unction at all between each succcssuc day and so week, 
month, etc^ so that wc should base to say, “The Battle 

* 75 ie Jy.«l •ar J* tn oitu, or yrawwtf jnsiotJ ■'it* iV 

wn lod a Ving ite irvSjb MMi a* you to "What mrriury: li th«?” I£ 
you lu^rosc them livtnj; all the way arounil and aU one 

lancuagt the d ty »« 

*Thu it <lrarly an titirotuUe cur and u only y>ut ai an hjyothrtu. 
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of Waterloo happened to-day, about t^^o milhon hours 
ago,” or some line would have to be fixed where the 
change should take place, so that the inhabitants of one 
house would wake and say, "Heigh ho,* Tuesday morn 
mgl” and the inhabitants of the next (over the line), a 
few miles to the west would wake a few minutes after- 
wards and say, ‘ Heigh hoi Wednesday morningl” What 
hopeless confusion the people who happened to live on 
the line would be in, is not for me to say There would 
be a quarrel every morning as to what the name of the 
day should be I can imagine no third case, unless csery 
body xvas allowed to choose for themselves, which state of 
things would be rather worse than either of the other two 
1 am aware that this idea has been started before — 
namely, by the unknown author of that beauuful poem 
beginning, ‘If all the world were apple pie," etc* The 
particular result here discussed, however, does not appear 
to hav c occurred to him, as he confines himself to the diffi 
culues in obiammg drink which would certainly ensue 

‘The usual exelamauoo at waLing ficnerally said with a yawo. 

* *I{ all the world were apple pie 
And all the sea were 
And all the trees were bread and cheese, 

What should wc have to dnnk? 

►»»»»»»»»»»»»»«««««««««««««< 


A SELECTION FROM 
SYMBOLIC LOGIC 

(Eten in hts most abstruse tvor^s on mathematics and 
logic, Lewis Carroll could not fully repress hts insUnct for 
nonsense SYMBOLIC LOGIC, for instance, shows the mind 
of Charles Lutwidge Dodgson rather than the whimsical 
Lewis Carroll There would be little logic m offering here 
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Vol III Has a meaning, even for those who have not read 

the earlier part of the story, but, with a scientific booh, 

It IS sheer insanity you will find the latter part hopelessly 

unmiclligiblc, if you read it before reaching it m regular 

eoursc 

(2) Don’t begin any fresh Chapter, or Section, until 
you arc certain that you thoroughly understand the whole 
book up to that point, and that you ha\c worked, cor- 
rectly, most if not all of the examples which have been 
set So long as you arc conscious that all the land you 
have passed through is absolutely conquered, and that 
you are leaving no unsolved difficulties behind you, winch 
will be sure to turn up again later on, your triumphal 
progress will be easy and delightful Oihcrwise, you will 
find your state of puzzlement get worse and worse as 
you proceed, till you give up the whole thing in utter 
disgust 

(3) When you come to any passage you don’t under 
stand, read it again if you suH don’t understand it, read 
It again if you fad even after three readings, very likely 
your brain is getung a little Ured In that case, put the 
book away, and take to other occupations, and next day, 
when you come to it fresh, you will very likely find that 
It IS quite easy 

(4) If possible, find some genial friend, who will read 
the book along with you, and will talk over the difficulucs 
with you Talf{tng is a tvonderful smoother-over of dif- 
ficulucs When 1 come upon anything— m Logic or m 
any other hard subject— that enurcly puzzles me, I find it 
a capital plan to talk it over, aloud, even when I am all 
alone One can explain things so clearly to one s self! And 
then, you know, one is so patient with one’s self one 
never gets irritated at ones own stupidity! 

If, dear Reader, you will faithfully observe these Rules, 
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who have never taken ihc trouble to master this fascinat- 
ing Art. Try it. That is all I ask of joul L- C- 

29, Bcdford Streft, Strand. 

Pebrttary 21, 1896 


Sets of Concrete Propostitont, proposed as Premisses for 
Sorites. Conclusions to be found. 


(1) Babici are illogical; 

(2) Nobody is dcspjscd who can manage a crocodile; 

(3) Illogical persons are despised. 

Univ. "persons”; <i=sablc to manage a crocodile; 
b = babies; <■ = despised; d = logical. 


(1) My saucepans are the only things I have that are 

made o! im; 

(2) I find all your presents very useful; 

(3) None of my saucepans arc of the slightest use. 

Umv. "things of mine”; a = made of tin; b = ^ny 

saucepans; c = useful; d = your presents. 

3 

(1) No potatoes of mine, that are new, have been boiled; 

(2) All my potatoes in this dish are-fit to eat; 

(3) No unboiled potatoes of mine are fit to eat. 

Umv. “my potatoes”; a = boiled; b = eatable; 

c = in this dish; d = new. 


4 

(1) There are no Jews m the kitchen. 
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(2) No Gentiles S2J “shpoonj”; 

(3) My senants are all in the kitchen. 

Univ. “persons” a = 10 the kitchen; b ~ Jem, c = m) 
servants; d=siyiag “shpoonj ” 

5 

(1) No ducks waltz; 

(2) No officers c\cr decline to n’altz; 

(3) All my poultry arc ducks 

Uni\. “creatures”; aseducks; dsrmy poultry; 
c = officers; d = willing to svaltt. 

€ 

()) £>ery one who ts sane can do Logic; 

(a) No lunaucs are fit to serve on a jury ; 

(3) None of > our sons can do Logic. 

Umv. “ptersons"; a = able to do Lope, ^ =4 fit to serve 
on a jury; sane; J « your sons. 

7 

(r) There are no pencils of mine m this box; 

(2) No sucar-plums of mine are cigars; 

(3) The whole of my propem, that is not in this hot, 

consists of cigars 

Univ. “thinp of mine"; <1 = agars, b^iti this box, 
e= pencils, tf = sugar-plums. 

S 

(1) No experienced person is incompetent. 

(2) Jenkins 1$ aivvavs blundering, 

(') No competent person is always blundering 
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Un>v. "persons". A = oIways blundering, i = rom 
petent; c = experienced; d — Jenkins 

9 

(,) No terriers svander among the signs 

Nothing, that does not wander among the signs 
the zodne, is a comet, 

(3) Nothing but a terrier has a curly tail ^ 

Univ “things", 0 = comets, i = curly tailed, ' 

nets, d= wandering among the signs of the zodiac 

(,) No one takes 11. the T.mer, unless he is welUdu 
cated, 

g¥.“o»a;ro?;Sd^renotw.l^ 

Univ 'creatures' . <.= able to read. i = hedgehogs, 
0= taking in the T.mcs, d = welUdueated 

II 

(1) All puddings arc nice, 

(2) This dish IS a pudding, 

(3) No nice things arc wholesome 

Umv ‘things , « = nicc, ^ = puddings, c = thi. 
dish, </= wholesome 


(i) My gardener is svcll worth listening to on military 
subjects, 

( 'i No one can remember the battle of Waterloo, unless 
^ he IS very old, 

, V Nobody IS really worth listening to on military sub 
unless he can remember the battle of Water 
loo 


A. SELECTION FROM SYMBOLIC LOGIC 1245 , 
Univ. “persons"; a = able to remember the battle of 
Waterloo; b ~ my gardener; c — worth listen* 
mg to on military subjects; d = very old. 

*3 

(1) All humming-birds are richly coloured; 

(2) No large birds hve on honey; 

(3) Birds that do not live on honey are dull m colour. 
Univ. “birds", a == hummingbirds, h = large; 

c ~ living on honey; d ~ richly coloured. 

H 

(1) No Gentiles have boobed noses; 

(2) A man who 1$ a good hand at a bargain always makes 

money; 

(3) No Jew is ever a bad hand at a bargain. 

Univ. “persons”; a = good hands at a bargain; 

/>= hook-nosed; css Jens; d = making money. 

>5 

(x) All ducks in this vdbge that arc branded “B," belong 
to Mrs Bond; 

(2) Ducks in this village never wear lace collars, unless 

they are branded **B 

(3) Mrs. Bond Ijas no gray ducks in this village 
Univ, “ducks in this vilbgc”; a = belonging to Mrs 

Bond; ^ = branded "B”; r=:gray, «/ = nearing 
lace collars. 

16 

(1) All the old articles m this cupboard arc cracked; 

(2) No jug in this cupboard is new, 



1246 A MISCELLANY 

(3) Nothing in this cupboard, that is cracked, will hold 
water 

Univ “things in this cupboard”; 0= able to hold wa- 
ter, b = cracked; c = jugs; d = old 

>7 

(1) All unripe fruit is unwholesome; 

(2) All these apples arc wholesome; 

(3) No fruit, grown in the shade, is npc 

Umv. “fruit”, a = grown m the shade; h = ripe; c = 
these apples; d = wholesome 

18 

(1) Puppies, that wll not he sull, arc always grateful for 

the loan of a skipping rope, 

(2) A lame puppy would not say “thank you” if you 

offered to lend it a skipping rope 

(3) None but lame puppies ever care to do worsted work 
Umv “puppies"; a = caring to do worsted work; 

= grateful for the loan of a skipping rope, 
c = lame; d = willing to he still 

*9 

(1) No name in this list is unsuitable for the hero of a 

romance , 

(2) Names beginning with a vowel arc always melodious, 

(3) No name is suitable for the hero of a romance, if it 

begins with a consonant 

Univ “names”, a = beginning with a vowel, />=:in 
this list; c =: melodious , d = suitable for the 
hero of a romance 
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30 

(r) All members of the House of Commons have perfect 
self-command, 

(2) No M P, «ho wears a coronet, should ride in a 

donkej race, 

(3) All members of the House of Lords wear coronets 
Umv “M P's”, d— belonging to the House of Com 

moos, ^ = having perfect self-command, c = one 
who may nde m a dooLcy race, d r= wearing 
a coronet 

21 

(1) No goods in this shop, that have been bought and 

paid for, are suU on sale, 

(2) None of the goods nuy be earned away, unless la 

bclcd ‘sold’, 

(3) None of the goods are labeled “sold,’ unless they 

have been bought and paid for 
Umv “goods m this shop’, a = allowed to be earned 
away, b = bought and paid for, c = labeled “sold", 
d sz on sale 


(t) No acrobatic feats, that are not announced in the bills 
of a arcus, are ever attempted there, 

(2) No acrobatic feat is possible, if it involves turning •» 

quadruple somersault, 

(3) No impossible acrobatic feat is ever announced ni a 

circus bill 

Umv “acrobatic feats , c = announced in the bills of a 
circus, b = attempted in a circus c = invoKnng the 
turning of a quadruple somersault, </ = possible 
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23 

(1) Nobody, who really appreciates Beethoven, fails to 

keep silence while the Moonlight Sonata is being 
phyed, 

(2) Guinea pigs are hopelessly ignorant of music, 

(3) ** hopelessly ignorant of music, ever 
keeps silence while the Moonlight Sonata is being 
pla) ed 

Univ ‘creatures’, a = guinea pigs, i = hopelessly ig 
norant of music, e = keeping silence while the Moon- 
light Sonata is being played, if = really 
appreciating Beethoven 

(1) Coloured flowers arc always scented, 

(2) 1 dislike flowers that are not grown m the open air» 

(3) No flowers grown m the open air are colourless 
Umv ‘flowers , a = coloured, =3 grown in the open 

air, c = liked by me, d =s scented 

25 

(1) Showy talkers think too much of themselves, 

(2) No really well informed people arc bad company, 

(3) People who think too much of themselves arc not 

good company 

Univ persons , at=good company, ^ = really well 
informed, c = showy talkers, tf= thinking too 
much of one s self 

26 

(1) No boys under la are admitted to this school as 

boarders , 

(2) All the industrious boys have red hair, 
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(3) None of the day boys learn Greek, 

(4) None but those under 12 arc idle 

Univ boys in this school , <r = boarders, l>^mdus 
tnous, e = learning Greek, d= red haired, 

& = under 12 

27 

(t) The only articles of food, that my doctor allows me, 
are such as are not very rich, 

(a) Nothing that agrees with me is unsuitable for supper, 

(3) Wcddmg<akc is always very rich, 

(4) My doctor aJlous me all arudes of food that arc suit 

able for supper 

Univ ‘articles of food , </ = agreeing with me, 
b = allowed by my doctor, e = suitable for supper, 
Jssvery rich, svedding-cake 

38 

(1) No discussions in our Ddiating Club are likely to 

rouse the British Lion, so long as they are checked 
u hen they become too notsy, 

(2) Discussions unwisely conducted, endanger the 

peacefulness of our Dcbating-Club, 

(3) Discussions that go on while Tomkins is m the 

Chair, are likely to rouse the Briush Lion, 

(4) Discussions in our Debating Club, when wscly con 

ducted, arc ahvayj check^ when they become too 
nots) 

Umv “discussions in our Debating Club , <7 = checked 
A\hen too noisy, ^ = dangerous to the peacefulness of 
CASi Debating Club, c on Tomkins is in 

the chair, ^ =: hkdy to rouse the Briush Lion, 
e=:s\isely conducted 
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29 

(1) All my sons arc slim; 

(2) No child of mine is healthy who tal^cs no exercise; 

(3) All gluttons, who are children of mine, are fat; 

(4) No daughter of mine takes any cvcrcisc. 

TJniv. “my children”; fl = fat; = gluttons; 
e= healthy; rf = sons; taking exercise. 


30 

(1) Things sold in the street are of no great value; 

(2) Nothing but rubbish can be had for a song; 

(3) Eggs oE the Great Auk arc very valuable; 

(4) It IS only what is sold in the streets that is really 

rubbish. 

Umv. “things", a = able to be had for a song; b = egg* 
of the Great Auk; c = rubbish; i/=soId m the 
street, e = very valuable. 

31 

(1) No books sold here have gilt edges, except what are 

in the front shop; 

(2) All the authorised editions have red labels; 

(3) All the books with red labels arc priced at 5r luid 

upwards, 

(4) None but authorised editions arc ever placed m the 

front shop 

Umv “books sold here", c = authorised cdiuons; 
b = gilt-edged; c =; having red labels; d = m the front 
shop, e = priced as 5f and upwards 

32 

(1) Remedies for bleeding which fail to check it, arc a 
mockery; 
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(3) Tinaure o£ Cslendula is not to be despised, 

(3) Remedies, which will check the bleeding when you 
cut )our finger, are useful, 

(.|) All mock remedies for bleeding arc despicable 
Um\ “remedies for bleeding' , a = able to check bleed 
mg, ^ = despicable, c = mockeries, d = Tincture of 
Calendula, e = useful when ^ou cut your finger 

33 

(i) None of the unnoticed dungs, met with at sea, arc 
mermaids, 

(3) Hungs entered in the log, as met with at sea, arc sure 
to be worth remembering, 

(3) / ha> e ne\ er met w iib anything w orth remembering, 

when on a s-oj-age, 

(4) Things met with at sea. that arc noticed, are sure to 

be recorded in the log 

Umv “things met with at sea ’, « = entered m log, 
h s=s mtrmaids, c— met wth by me, d = nouced, 
e =r worth remembering 

3-1 

(1) The only books in this library, that 1 do not lecom 

mend for reading arc unhealthy m tone, 

(2) The bound books arc all well wntten, 

(3) All the romances arc healthy in tone, 

(4) I do not recommend you to read any of the unbound 

books 

Umv "books in this library”, a = bound, i> = healthy 
in tone, c = recommeaded by me, d =rromanccs, 
e ~ well written. 

35 

(i) No birds, ex«pt ostriches, arc 9 feet high, 
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(2) There arc no birds in ihis aMary that belong to arv) 

one but me, 

(3) No ostrich liNcs on mmccpies, 

(4) I Inve no birds less than 9 feet high 

Univ ‘ birds , a = m this aviary, b = living on mincC' 
pics, c— my, = 9 feet high, e = ostriches 


36 

(r) A plum pudding, that is not really solid, is mere pof* 
ridge, 

(a) Every plum pudding, served at my table, has been 
boiled m a cloth, 

(3) A plum pudding that 1$ mere porridge is indistin 

guishable from soup, 

(4) No plum puddings are really solid, except what are 

served at my table 

Univ * plum puddings , a = boiled m a cloth, b = dis- 
tinguishable from soup, c= mere porridge, </ = really 
solid, e = served at my table 


37 

(1) No mteresung poems are unpopular among people of 

real taste, 

(2) No modern poetry is free from affectaUon, 

(3) All yo«r poems arc on the subject of soap bubbles, 

(4) No affected poetry is popular among people of real 

taste, 

(5) No ancient poem is on the subject of soap-bubbles 
Univ ‘ poems , a = affected, h ancient, c = interest 
mg, d = on the subject of soap-bubbles, popular 

among people of teal taste, h = written by you 
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38 

(1) All the fruit at this Show, that fails to get a pnze, is 

the property of the Committee, 

(2) None of my peaches haic got prizes, 

(3) None of the fruit, sold off in the evening, is unripe, 

(4) None of th'fe ripe fruit has been grow n m a hot house, 
{5) All fruit, that belongs to the Committee, is sold off 

m the esenmg 

Umv ‘fruit at this Show , <7 = belonging to the Com 
mittee, b = gettmg prizes, c = grown m a hot house, 
dsstay peaches, e = npe, Ji = sold off in the cvenmg 

39 

(i) Pfomise-breakers arc untrustworthy, 

(a) Winc-drmkers arc \cr) communicauvc, 

(3) A man who keeps hw promises is honest, 

(4) No tectoulcrs are pawnbrokers, 

(5) One can always trust a very communicative person 
Umv persons , a = honest, i = pawnbrokers, 
r s=s promise-breakers, 1/ = trustworthy, e~very 

communicauve, ft — wine-dnnkers 

40 

(1) No kitten, that loves fish, is unicachable, 

(2) No kitten without 3 tad will play iviih a gorilla , 

(3) kittens with whiskers always lose fish, 

(4) No teachable kitten has green eyes, 

(5) No kittens base tails unless they base whiskers 
Umv “kmens' , a = green-eyed hr^lovingfish, 

c= tailed, if = teachable, e =: whiskered, 
h = willing to pby with a gonlla 
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4 * 

(1) All the Eton men in this College pl3y cricket; 

(2) None but the Scholars dine at the higher table; 

(3) None of the cricketers row; 

(4) My friends in this College all come from Eton; 

(5) All the Scholars are rowing men. > 

Univ “men in this College*’; a = cricketers; b = dining 
at the higher table; c = Etonians; d = my friends; 
e = rowing-men; h = Scholars 

42 

(i) There is no box of mine here that I dare open; 

(a) My wnang-desk is made of rose wood; 

(3) All my boxes are painted, except what arc here; 

(4) There is no box of mine that I dare not open, unless 

It is full of live scorpions; 

(5) All my rose-wood boxes arc unpamted 

Univ “my boxes”, a = boxes that I dare open, 
h = full of live scorpions, c = here; d 5= made of rose- 
wood; e = painted; h ~ writing-desks. 

43 

(1) Gentiles have no ob)ccuon to pork; 

(2) Nobody who admires pigsucs ever reads Hogg’s 

poems; 

(3) No Mandarin knows Hebrew; 

(4) Every one, who docs not object to pork, admires pig- 

sties; 

(5) No Jew IS Ignorant of Hebrew. 

Univ. “persons”; a =: admiring pigsues; b — jcv.&’, 
c = knowing Hebrew; </ = Mandarins; r = ob}eciini; 
Id potk; h = leading Hogg’s poems 
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44 

(1) All writers, who understand human nature, arc 

clever; 

(2) No one IS a true poet unless he can stir the hearts o£ 

men; 

(3) Shakespeare wrote “Hamlet”, 

(4) No wTiter, tvho docs not understand human nature, 

can stir the hearts of men; 

(5) None but a true poet could have written “Hamlet.” 
Univ. “writers”; d stable to stir the hearts of men; 

b = clever, c = Shakespeare, d e= true poets, 
undersunding human nature; h = writer 
of “Hamlen” 

45 

(z) I despise anything that cannot be used as a bridge; 

(2) Everything, that <s tvorth writing an ode to, tvould be 

a svcicome gift to me, 

(3) A rainbow wiH not bear the weight of a wheel- 

barrow; 

(^) Whatever can be used as a bridge will bear the 
weight of a whccl^jarrow, 

(5) 1 %v ould not take, as a gift, a thing that 1 despise. 

Univ. “things”; a ~ able to bear the weight of a wheel- 
barrow; A = acceptable to me; c~ despised by me; 
d = r3inbo«’s; r= useful as a bridge, 

A = svorch svricing an ode to. 

46 

(r) ^Vhcn I work a Z-ogic-cxample ssithout grumbling 
jva may be sure it is one chat 1 cm understand, 
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(2) These Sorites are not arranged m regular order, like 

the examples I am used to, 

(3) No easy example ever makes my head ache, 

(4) I ca n’t understand examples that arc not arranged m 

regular order, like those 1 am used to, 

(5) I never grumble at an example, unless it gives me a 

headache 

Univ Logic-examples worked by me , a = arranged m 
regular order, like the examples 1 am used to, h = easy, 
c = grumbled at by me, ^ = making my head ache, 
e = these Sorites, h = understood by me 

47 

(i) Every idea o£ mine, that cannot be expressed as a 
Syllogism, IS really ridiculous, 

(a) None o£ my ideas about Bath-buns are ^vorth writing 
down 

(3) No idea o£ mine, that £aiU to come true, can be ex 

pressed as a Syllogism, 

(4) 1 never have any really ridiculous idea that 1 do not 

at once refer to my solicitor, 

(5) My dreams are all about Bath buns, 

(6) I never refer any idea o£ mine to my sohator, unless 

It IS worth writing down 

Univ my idea , o = able to be expressed as a Syllogism, 
= about Bath buns, c=coming true </=dreams, 
e = really ridiculous h = referred to my solicitor, \ = 
worth writing down 

48 

(i) None of the pictures here except the battle pieces, are 
valuable , 

(3) None of the unframed ones are varnished. 
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(3) All the battle pieces ate painted m oils, 

(4) All those that have been sold arc valuable, 

(5) All the English ones are varnished, 

(6} All those in frames have been sold 

Umv 'the pictures here , a = battle pieces, 6 = Eng 
lish, r = £ramed, d = oil pamtmgs, f=:sold, ,%=z:>al 
uable, ^ ~ varnished 

49 

(1) Animals, that do not kick, arc always uncxcitablc, 

(2) Donkeys have no horns, 

(3) A buflalo can always loss one over a gate, 

(4) No animals that kick are easy to swallow, 

(5) No hornless animal can toss one over a gate, 

(6) All animals arc cxatabic, except bufTaloes 
Univ animats , a = able to toss one over a gate, 

buffaloes, f=:donkeys, d = easy to shallow, 
e = exatable, A = horned, { = kicking 


^i) No one, who is going to a party, c%er fails to brush 
hiS hair, 

(2) No one looks fascinating, if he is unudy, 

(3) Opium-eaters have no self-command, 

(4) Every one, \%ho has brushed his hair, looks fascinat 

mg, 

(5) No one wears white kid gloves, unless he is going to 

a party, 

(6) A man is always untidy, if he has no sclf<ommand 
Univ persons”, a = going to a party, A = having 
brushed ones hair, <•= basing sdf-command, c/s=look 
ing fascinating, e = opium-eaters, A = udy, 3: wear 

mg sshttc kid gloves 
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5 * 

(1) No husband, who is always giving his wife new 

dresses, can be a cross grained man, 

(2) A methodjeal husband always comes home for his 

tea, 

(3) No one, who hangs up his hat on the gas-jet, can be a 

man that is kept in proper order by his wife, 

(4) A good husband is always giving his wife new 

dresses, 

(5) No husband can fail to be cross grained, if his wife 

does not keep him m proper order, 

(6) An unmethodical husband always hangs up hvs hat 

on the gas jet 

Univ husbands , a = always coming home for his tea, 
6 = always giving his wife new dresses, e across 
grained, d = good e = hanging up his hat on the gas 
j«, h = kept m proper order, k. = methodical 

52 

(1) Everything, not absolutely ugly, may be kept m a 

drawing room, 

(2) Nothing that is encrusted with salt, is ever quite dr> , 

(3) Nothing should be kept in a drawing room unless it 

is free from damp 

(4) Bathing machines are always kept near the sea 

(5) Nothing that is made of mother-o£ pearl can be ab- 

solutely ugly 

(6) Whatever is kept near the sea gets encrusted with salt 
Unw things a = absolutely ugly b ~ bathing rm 
chines c = encrusted with salt, d = kept near the sea 
e = made of mothcr-of pearl h = quite dry = things 

that may be kept m a drawing room 
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53 

(1) I call no day “unlucky,” when Robinson is civil to 

me; 

(2) Wednesdays are always cloudy; 

(3) When people take umbrellas, the day never turns out 

fine; 

(4) The only days when Robinson is uncivil to me arc 

Wednesdays; 

(5) Everybody takes his umbrella with him svhen it is 

raining, 

(6) My ‘‘lud.y” days always turn out fine 

Umv. “days”, a = called by me "lucky”; cloudy; 
ee=days when people take umbrellas; </ = days when 
Robinson is avd to me, e = rainy, A = turning out 
fine; Wednesdays 

54 

(1) No shark ever doubts that »t u well fitted out; 

(2) A fish, that cannot dance a minuet, is contemptible; 

(3) No fish is quae certain that it is well fitted out, un- 

less 11 has three rows of teeth; 

(4) All fishes, except sharks, arc kind to children 

(5) No heavy fish can dance a minuet; 

(6) A fish with three rows of teeth is not to be despised 
Univ. “fishes”; a = able to dance a minuet; b = certain 
that he is well fitted out; c = contemptible, d = having 

3 rows of rceih, e = heavy; h = kind to children; 

= s^rks 


55 

(i) AH the human race, except my footmen, have a cer- 
tain amount of common sense; 



X26o a ^hscellanv ^ 

(2) No one, wlio lives on barley-sugar, can be 3n)tbmg 

but a mere baby; 

(3) None but a hop-scotch player knows what real happ'* 

ness is; 

(4) No mere baby has a gram of common sense; ^ > 

(5) No engine-driver ever plays hop-scotch; 

(6) No footman of mine is ignorant of what true happi- 

ness is 

Univ. “human beings”; a = engine-drivers; = having 
common sense; c r= hop-scotch players; i/ = knowing 
what rdl happiness is; e = living on barley-sugar; 

A = mere babies; ^ = my footmen. 

56 

(1) I trust every animal that belongs to me; 

(2) Dogs gnaw bones, 

(3) I admit no animals into my study, unless they will 

beg when told to do so, 

(4) AU the animals in the yard arc mine; 

(5) I admit every animal, that 1 trust, into my study, 

(6) The only animals, that arc really willing to beg when 

told to do so, ate dogs, ' , 

Univ. “animals”; d = admitted to my study; A = ani- 
mals that I trust, <■= dogs; d = gnawing bones; m 
the yard, h = my, ^ = willing to beg when told 

57 

(1) Animals are always mortally offended if I fad 

notice them, 

(2) The only animals that belong to me are m that field; 
(5) No animal can guess a conundrum, unless it has been 

properly trained m a Board School* 
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(4) None of the animals in that field are badgers; 

(5) ^Vhen an animal is moTtally offended, at ahvays rush- 

es about wildly and honls; 

(6) I ne\er notice any animal, unless it belongs to me; 

(7) No animal, that has been properly trained ^in a 

Board-School, c\er rushes about unldly and howls 
XJniv. “animals”; a = able to guess a conundrum; 

^ = badgers; in that field; //= mortally offended if 
I fail to notice them; <r=my; A^noaced by me; 

\ = properly trained in a Board-School; / =r rushing 
about ivifdly and howimg 

53 

(i) I ne\er put a cheque, rccei\cd by me, on that file, 
unless I am ansious about it; 

(а) All the cheques reedved by me, that are not marked 

with a cross, are payable to bearer; 

(3) None of them arc c\cr brought back to me, unless 

they have been dishonoured at the Bank; 

(4) All of them, that arc marked with a cross, are for 

amounts of over jCioo; 

(5) All of them, that are noton that fil^ are marked “not 

negotiable”; 

(б) No cheque of )Ours, ^eccl^cd by me, has c\er been 

dishonoured; 

(7) I am nc\'cr anxious about a cheque, received by me, 

unless u should happen to be brought back to me, 

(8) None of the cheques receued by me, that arc marked 

“not negotiable,” arc for amounts of o\er £100 
Univ. “cheques received by me”; c = brought back to 
me; b= cheques that I am anxious about; c =: hon- 
oured; d = marked wnih a cross; c =: marked “not nego- 
tiable"; A = on that file; \ = over £100; I ~ payable to 
bearer; m =: your. 



1262 


A MISCELLANY 


59 ; 

(1) All the dated letters m this room arc written on blue 
paper, 

^2) None of them are in blacl ink, except those that are 
\\rittcn in the third person, 

(3) I have not filed any of them that I can read, 

(4) None of them, that are written on one sheet, are un 

dated, 

(5) All of them, that arc not crossed, arc in black ink, 

(6) All of them, written by Brown, begin with Dear 

Sir , 

(7) All of them, written on blue paper, are filed,. 

(8) None of them, written on more than one sheet, are 

crossed, 

(9) None q£ them, that begin with Dear Sir, ’ are writ 

ten m the third person 

Univ letters in this room , a — beginning with ' Dear 
' §ir , ^ = crossed, «■ = dated, </= filed, <r=in black 
ink, A = in third person, ^ = letters that I can read, 
f on blue paper, m = on one sheet, n = written by 
Brown 

60 

(1) The only animals m this house are cats, 

(2) Every animal is suitable for a pet, that loves to gaze at 

the moon, 

(3) When I detest an animal, I avoid it, 

(4) No animals arc carnivorous, unless they prowl at 

night, 

(5) No cat fails to kill mice, 

(6) No animals ever take to me, except what arc m this 

house, 

(7) Kangaroos are not suitable for pets. 
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(8) None but camivon kill mice, 

(9) I detest aiumals that do not take to me, 

(10) Animals, that proul at night, always lot e to gaze at 

the moon ■- 

Umv animals , a = avoided by me, 6 = carnivora, 
cats, detested by me, e= in this house, 

A = kangaroos, killing mice, /= loving to gaze 
at the moon, m = prowling at night, n suitable for 
pets, taking to me. 

Ansu ers 

1 Babies cannot manage crocodiles 
a your presents to me arc not made of tin 

3 All my potatoes m this dish are old ones 

4 M) servants never $a) shpoon; 

5 hfy poultry arc not ofRccrs 

6 None of your sons are fit to serve on a jury 

7 No pencils of mine arc sugar plums 

8 Jenkins is inexperienced 

9 No comet has a curly tajJ. 

JO No hedge hog takes in the Ttmes 
II This dish IS unwholesome 
la My gardener is very old 
13 All humming-birds are small 

i.^ No one vviib a hooked nose ever fails to make money 

15 No gny ducks tn this village tv'car lace collars 

16 No jug m this cupboard wiH hold water 

17 These apples were grown m the sun 

iS Puppies, that wdl not he still never care to do wor 
sted work 

19. No name in this list 1$ unmetodious 
20 No MP should ride m a donkey race, unless he has 
perfect self-command 
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31 No goods jn this shop, ihnt arc still on sale, ma) 1 >« 

earned aw\y 

32 No acrobatic feat, which imoUes turning a quad* 

ruplc somersault, is cacr attempted in a circus 
23 Guinea pigs nc\cr rcall) appreciate Ilcci!io\cn 
2^ No scentless llou ers please me 

25 Show ) talkers arc not rcall) w ell 1 nformed 

26 None hut red haired lioys learn Greek in this scliool 

27 Weddmg<ake always disagrees w uh me 

28 Discussions, that go on while Tomkins is in the 

chair, endanger the peacefulness of our Debating 
Club 

29 All gluttons, who arc children of mine arc unheahh) 

30 An egg of the Great Auk is not to be had (or a song 

31 No books sold here hate gilt edges, unless they are 

priced at 5/ and upwards 

32 When you cut your finger, you will find Tincture of 

Calendula useful 

33 I hate never come across a mermaid at sea 

34 All the romances in this library arc well wruien 

35 No bird in this aviary lues on mince pics 

36 No plum pudding, that has not been boded in a cloth, 

can be distinguished from soup 

37 All your poems arc uninteresting 

38 None of my peaches have been grown m a hot house 

39 No pawnbroker is dishonest 

40 No kitten with green eyes will phy with a gorilla 

41 All tny friends dine at the lower table 

42 My wriung-desk is full of bvc scorpions 

43 No Mandarin ever reads Hogg s potma 

44 Shakespeare svas clever 

43 Rainbows ate not worth writing odes to 

46 These Sontcs-csamplcs arc difficult 

47 All my dreams come true 
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48 All the English piaurcs here are painted m oils 

49 Donkeys arc not easy to swallow 

50 Opium-eaters never wear white kid gloves 

51 A good husband always comes home for his tea 

52 Bathing machines are never made of mothcr-of pearl 

53 Rainy days are always cloudy 

54 No heavy fish is unkind to children 

55 No engine-driver lives on barley sugar 

56 Ail the animals xn the yard gnaw bones 

57 No badger can guess a conundrum 

58 No cheque of yours, received by me, is payable to 

order 

59 I cannot read any of Broivn’s letters. 

60 1 always avoid 3 kangaroo 


RULES FOR COURT CIRCULAR 

(j4 New Game of Cards for Two or More Players) 
SECTtOK I {For Two Players ) 

I 

Cut for precedence Highest w firsthand, lowesr deal 
cr Dealer gives 6 cards to each, one by one, beginning 
with firsthand, and turns up the xjtb, which is called 
the Lead It is convenient that the same player should 
be dealer for the whole of each game 

11 

First hand then plays a card, then the other player, and 
so on, until 6 cards have been played, when the trick is 
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complete, and he who can make (out of the 3 cards he 
has played, with or without the Lead), the best “Line,” 
wins It 

First hand 



N B The cards in the figure arc numbered in the order 
of playing 


Ilf 

A ' Lme consists of 1, or all 3, of the cards put down 
by either player, with or without the Lead In making a 
Lme, It does not matter m what order the 3 cards have 
been put down Lines rank as follows 

(1) 3, or 4 CARDS, (LEAD tnchtded) 

Trio — i c 3 of a sort, (c g 3 Kings, or 3 Nines ) 
Sequence — le 3, or 4, in Sequence, (eg Eight, Nine, 
Ten, Knave ) 

Sympathy — ic 3, or 4 Hearts 

Court — 1 e 3, or 4, Court cards, (if 4, it is called Court 
Circular ) 

N B In this Class a lane o£ 4 cards beats a similar Line 
of 3 The Lead must not be reckoned in the middle of a 
Sequence 

(2) 3 CARDS, (LEAD excluded ) 

Names as above 

N B In making a Sequence, the Ace may be reckoned 
either with King, Queen, or with Two, Three 
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($) 2 CARDS, (LEAD excluded ) 

Pair — 1 e 2 o£ a sort 
Valentine — ic 2 Hearts 
Etiquette — 1^ 2 Coun-cards 

n 

If both have made Lines of the same kind, he whose 
Line contains the best card wins the trick, and if neither 
has made a Line, he who has played the best card wins it 
Cards rank as follows 
(i) Hearts 

(a) The rest of the pack, m order Aces, Kings, 

&c 

NB If no Hearts have been played, and the highest 
cards on each side are equal, (eg if each have played an 
Ace,) they rank m the order Diamonds, Clubs, Spades 

* \ 

The ss inner of a trick chooses, as Lead for the next 
trick, any one of the cards on the tabic, except the old 
Lead, he then takes the rest, turning them face upwards, 
if he be first hand, but if not, (ace downwards, and he 
becomes first hand for the next tnck 

M 

The dealer then gnes cards to each, one by one, be 
ginning with first hand, until each hand is made op again 
to 6 cards 


vit 

At any time during a tnck, after the fint card of n 
has been played, and before either has played 3 cards, he 
sshosc turn it « to play may ‘"resign" instead, in which 
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case no more cards arc pla}cd 5 n that trick, and the other 
player wins it and proceeds as in Rule V. But when 
either has played 3 cards, the other must not resign. 

smi 

When the pack is exhausted neither pbycr may re- 
sign. The winner o£ the last tnck clears the board. Each 
then reckons up the cards he has won, which count as 
follows: 

Cards face upwards . 2 each. 

downwards . . 1 
Hearts i 

Court-cards i 

(so that a Court-Heart, if face upwards, counts 4 alto- 
gether.) The winner scores the difference between his 
own and the loser’s marks, the loser scoring nothing. 
Game is 20 or 50. 

SECTION II (For Three or hfore Flayers) 

The same rules apply, with the following necessary 
changes. The Lead is placed in the middle; first-hand then 
plays a card; then the player on hts left-hand, and so on 
all round, each putting down lus 3 cards in a row from 
the Lead towards himself. He who makes the best Line 
wins the trick, and is first-hand for the next trick. At any 
time during a trick, after the first card of it has been 
played, and before any one has played 3 cards, he whose 
turn It xs to play may “resign” instead; in which case he 
loses his chance of ivinning that trick, and the other 
players go on without him But when any one has 
played 3 cards, no other player may resign In the case 
where all players but one “resign,” he who is left to the 
last wins the trick. At die end of each game all the play- 
ers but the lowest score the difference between their own 
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marl.$ anti those of the lo\\'cst, the Io^\cst scoring nothing 
Game 1$ 50 
January , iS6o 


CROQUET CASTLES 
(For Fno Vlayert) 



1270 A MISCELLANY 

gate, go through the door, then between the door and the 
flag, then out at the gate again but he cannot enter a 
castle, unless either the sentinel o£ that castle, or his own 
sentinel, be out of its castle 

(NB No ball can enter or lca\c a castle, except by 
passing through the gate ) 


lit 

If a sentinel touch a soldier, both being in the sentin 
els castle, the soldier is “prisoner,” he is replaced (if 
necessary) where he was when touched, the sentinel is 
placed in the gate, and the castle is “fortified ” The pris 
oner cannot move, and nothing can go through the gate, 
till the castle is opened again, which is done either by 
the prisoner’s comrade aiming and touching the sentinel 
in the gate, or by the sentinel leaving the gate to go and 
rescue his own comrade m the former case, both sen 
tmels are replaced at their posts 


When a prisoner is set free, he cannot be again taken 
prisoner until after his next turn 

V 

If a ball touch another (except a prisoner, or a scntmcl 
m his castle), the player may, if he likes, replace it where 
It was when touched, and use it to croquet his own with 
m the excepted cases, he must replace it, but can do no 
more 


VI 

If a soldier go through an arch, or between a door and 
flag, m his proper course, or if a sentinel go through the 
gate of his castle, the player has another turn 
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VII 

A player, whose soldier is a prisoner, plays all his turns 
with his sentinel, and one, whose castle is fortified, with 
his soldier, unless it be taken prisoner, when he must play 
his sentinel to rescue « 


vtir 

The sentinel of a fortified castle is considered to be in, 
or out of, the castle, as the owner chooses that is, if he 
wishes to invade a castle, the sentinel of svluch is within 
it, he may consider his own scnuncl as out of its castle 
(which gives him the right of invasion) or, if he wishes 
to go and rescue his soldier, he may consider it as m (so 
that he first plays it through the gate, and then has an 
other turn) 

CHCH, OXFORD, May ^ 


N B This game does not absolutely require more than 
Uvo additional balls, beside those used m the ordinary 
game, these may be Light Blue and Light Green, and 
the 10 balls may be arranged as follows — 


Soldiers 


Sentinels 


BLUE. 

BLACK 

ORANGE 

GREEN 

RED 


LIGHT BLUE 
BROWN 
YELLOW 
LIGHT GREEN 
PINK 
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MISCHMASCH 

(A Word GanteForTwoPlayersorTiiroSetsof Players) 
‘‘Pars pro toto " 

T H-E essence of this game consists m one Player propos’ 
ing a "nucleus” (i e a set of two or more letters, such as 
”gp>” “erao," "imse’ ), and m the other trying to find a 
“lawful word” (le a word known in ordinary society, 
and not a proper name), containing n Thus, “magpie,” 
“lemon,” “himself,” are lawful words containing the nuc 
lei “gp,” “emo ” “imse ” 

A nucleus must not contain a hyphen (e g for the 
nucleus “erga,” "flower-garden” is not a lawful word) 
Any word, that is always printed with a capital initial 
(c g "English”), counts as a proper name 

aULES 1 

1 Each thinks of a nucleus, and says “ready” when he 
has done so When both have spoken, the nuclei are 
named A Player may set a nucleus without knowing of 
any word containing it 

a When a Player has guessed a word containing the 
nucleus set to him (which need not be the word thought 
of by the Player who set it), or has made up his mind that 
there is no such word, he says “ready,” or "no word,” as 
the case may be when he has deaded to give up trying, 
he says "I resign” The other must then, within a stated 
time (eg 2 minutes), say "ready,” or "no word,” or "I 
resign,” or “not ready ” If he says notlimg, he is assumed 
to be “not ready.” 

3 When both have spoken, if the first speaker said 
1272 
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DOUBLETS 
A \Vord‘Puzzle 


On the 29th o! Match, 1879, the following article ap- 
peared in Vanity Fair— 

A NEW PUZZLE 

The readers of Vamty Fair have during the last ten 
years shown so much interest in the Acrostics and Hard 
Oases which were first made the object of sustained com- 
petition for prizes in this journal, that it has been sought 
to tnvent for them an entirely new kind of Puzzle, sueh 

cLa "'■* <Het have al- 

y en so successful. The subjoined letter from Mr. 
Uwis Carroll will ephin and will Introduce a 

1 uzde so entirely novel and withal so interesting, that 
hr I!?"’"""""’'’ ‘'''= nriginal into the final word of 

to ih f ”11 ^ ^''P^ad to become an occupation 

ticIha^IrcadypS''’'®"""""^ 

ihr"nrw P enable readers to become acquainted with 
inc» ity l' Doublets will be given dur- 

nun^Jlr^rr " is to say. in the present 

Annl \ ***"**^ die 5 th and ladi 

wS .he opened-beginning 

Cllre >9>h April, and in- 
cluding the *d'«* »«bjcqucnily up to and in- 

con, = 6 !!. )i,I,_L three prizes, 

3.^ Or! <•" >1'' '■itst 

and of Otdinan, Album, for the ntcond and third prizes. 

'=74 
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The rule of scoring be as foHou’s — number oF 

marks \n ill be apportioned to each Doublet equal to the 
number of letters m the two words gwen For example^ m 
the instance gi\en below of 'Head and Tad, thenum 
ber of possible marks to be qaincd would be aght, and 
this maximum wll be gamed by each one of those who 
make the chain with the least possible number of changes 
If It be assumed that in this mstance the chain cannot bei 
completed wnth less than the four links gi\cn, then those 
that complete it wnih four links only will recewe eight 
marks, while a mark will be deducted for escry extra 
link used beyond four Any competitor, therefore, using 
fi>c links would score se\en marks, any competitor using 
eight links \vould score four, and any using twelve links 
or more would score nothing The marks gamed by each 
competitor wU be published each wxek 1 

DEAR VANITY —Just a year ago last Christmas, two 
young ladies— smarting under that secret scourge of fern 
mine humanity, the having nothing to do — besought 
me to send them some riddles But nddlcs I had none 
at hand and therefore set mjsdf to devise some other 
form of verbal torture which should serve the same pur 
pose The result of my mcdiiauons weis a new kind of 
Puzzle — new at ieast to me — ^ivbich non that it Jias been 
fairly tested by a years experience and commended by 
many friends, I offer to you as a newly gathered nut, to 
be cracked by the omnnerous teeth which base already 
masticated so many of your Double Acrostics, 

The rules of the Puzzle arc simple enough Two words 
arc proposed of the same length and the puzzle con 
sists m linking these together by interposing other words, 
each of which shall differ from the next word tn one let 
ter only That is to say, one letter may be changed in one 
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of the given words, 'then one letter in^e word so ob- 
tained, and so on, till we arrive at the other given word. 
The letters must not be interchanged among themselves, 
but each must keep to its own place. As an example, the 
word “head” may be changed into “tail" by interposing 
the words “heal, teal, tell, tall.” I call the two given words 
“a Doubler,” the interposed words "Links,” and the en- 
tire senes “a Chain,” of which 1 here append an example — 
HEAD 
heal 
teal 
tell 
tall 
TAIL 

It is, perhaps, needless to state that it is de n^iitur that 
the links should be English words, such as might be used 
in good society. 

The easiest “Doublets” are diose in which the conson- 
ants in one word answer to consonants in the other, and 
the vowels to vmvels; “head” and “tiil” constitute a 
Doublet of this kind. Where this is not the case, as in 
“head" and “hare,” the first thing to be done is to trans- 
form one member of the Doublet into a word whose 
consonants and vowels shall answer to those of the other 
member (eg., “head, herd, here,"), after which there is 
seldom much difficulty m completing the “Ch.ain.” 

I am told there is an American game involving a sim- 
ilar principle. I have never seen it, and can only say of 
its inventors, "pereaae q»i ante nos nostra dixeruntf" 

LEWIS CARROLL 

' " RULES 

1 . Tlic words given to be linked together constitute a 
“Doublet;” the interposed ivords arc the “Links;” and 
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the enure senes a “Cham,” The object ts to complete the 
Cham with the least possible number of Links 

2 Each word m the Cham must be formed from the 
preceding ssord by changing one letter in it, and one only. 
The substituted letter must occupy the same place, m 
the word so formed, which the discarded letter occupied 
in the precedmg svord, and all the other letters must re- 
tain. their places 

3 When three or more words are given to be made into 
a Cham, the first and last constitute the “Doublet ” The 
others are called “Set Luiks,” and must be introduced 
mio the Cham m the order m which they are given A 
Cham of this kind must not <»ntam any word twice over. 

4 No svord IS admissible as a Link unless it (or, if It 
be an inflection, a word from which it comes) ts to be 
found m the followmg Glossary* Comparatives and su- 

^Tbe glassiry meattoaed ber? 11 * lot el eommoa Eafftsb woidi 
which appeared la the onaitul editjoa of Doublett It has not beta 
uidoded sa thu votume ^ 

pcflatises of adjectives and adverbs, when regularly 
formed, arc regarded as “inflections” of the positive form, 
and arc not given separately' c.g the word “new” being 
given. It IS to be understood that ‘ ncucr ’ and “newest” 
are also admissible But nouns formed from verbs (as 
“reader” from * read”) are not so regarded, and may not 
be used as Links unless they arc to be found m the Glos- 
sary 

VIETHOP OF SCORING 
AVOFTRD ‘vANiri fair’ 

I The marks assigned to each Doublet are as follows — 

If it be given without any Set Links, so many marks arc 
assigned to it as there are letters in the two words together 
(e a four letter Doublet svould have eight marks as- 
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Signed to it) If it be given with Set Lmhs, so that the 
Cham IS made up of two or more portions, so many marks 
are assigned to it as would have been assigned if each 
portion had been a separate Chain (c g , a four letter 
Doublet which has two Set Lmks, so that the chain is 
made up of three portions, would have twenty four 
inarks assigned to it) 

2 Each competitor, who completes the Cham with 
the least possible number of Links, will receive the full 
number of marks assigned, and each who uses more than 
the least possible number of Links will lose a mark for 
every additional Link 

3 Each competitor is required to send his three Chains, 
with his signature attached, written on one piece of paper 

4. The Editor of Vamty Fair will be glad to receive 
any suggestions, both as to words which it seems desirable 
to Qmit, and as to omitted words which it seems desirable 
to insert* but any words proposed for msertion or for 
omission sfioiild be exhibited as a between two other 

words. j 

^ Alterations wiU not be made in this Glossary during 
any competition, but will be duly announced before the 
commencement of a new competition, so that those who 
already possess copies will be able to correct them, and 
wU not be obliged to buy a new edition 


“Vanity Fur” Office, 

13, Tavistock Street, 
Covcnl Garden, 
LONDON 
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DOUBLETS ALREADY SET 

IN 'Vanity fair” 


March 29 

Dm e PIG into STY 

Raise FOUR to FIVE 

Make WHEAT into BREAD 

Apnl 5 

Dip PEN into INK 

Touch CHIN ivith NOSE 
Change TEARS into SMILE 

April 12 

Change WET to DRY 

Make HARE into SOUP. 
PITCH TENTS 

April 19 

Cover EYE wth LID 

Prove PITY to be GOOD 
STEAL COINS 

Apnl 36 

Make EEL into PIE 

Turn POOR into RICH 

Prove RAVEN to be MISER 

May 3 

Change OAT to RYE 

Get WOOD from TREE, 

Prove GRASS to be GREEN 

May ro' 

Evolve MAN from APE 

Change CAIN into ABEL 

Make FLOUR into BREAD 

May 17 

Make TEA HOT 

Run COMB into HAIR 

Prove a ROGUE to be a BEAST. 

May 24 

Change ELM into OAK 
Combine ARMY and NAVY 
Place BEARS on SHELF 
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(13) On what day would a larger “Commission” be- 


gin to be chargeable^ ( ) 

(14) What would be its amount? ( ) 

(15) what day would a yet larger “Commission” 

begin to be chargeable^ ( ) 

(16) What would be Its amount? ( ) 

Signature , ... 

Date , . .... 


SUPPLEMENT 

The Rule is given, below, in a form which exhibits its 
grammatical construction — 


(a.i) After the expiration of 3 months 
from the last day of the month of 
issue, a Postal Order will be 
payable only on payment 


fb.i) With the addition (if 
! more than 3 months have 

elapsed since the said 

(a.2) a Commission, equal expiration) 

to the amount of the of 

original poundage the amount of the original 
poundage 


for 

(b.2) every further 
period of 3 months 
which has so 
elapsed 


I 

and for 

(c.) every portion of 
any such period of 
3 months over and 
above every com- 
plete period. 
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HOOK FISH 
QUELL a BRAVO 
Stow FURIES in BARREL 

June 7 BUY an ASS 

Get COAL from MINE 
Pay COSTS in PENCE 

June 14 Raise ONE to TWO 

Change BLUE to PINK 
Change BLACK to WHITE 

June 21 Change FISH to BIRD 
Sell SHOES for CRUST 
Make KETTLE HOLDER 

*»»»»»»»»»»»»»<«««««««<«««««* 

1 

A POSTAL PROBLEM 

^Jtine, i8^i) 

The Rule, for Commissions chargeable on overdue Post- 
al Orders, is given m the ‘ Post Office Guide” in these 
words, (it IS here divided, for convenience of reference, 
into 3 clauses) — 

(a) After the expiration of 3 months from the last 
day of the month of issue, a Postal Order will be payable 
only on payment of a Commission, equal to the amount 
of the original poundage 

(b) with the addition (if more than 3 months have 
elapsed since the said expiration) of the amount of the 
original poundage for every funher period of 3 months 
which has so elapsed 


1280 
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(c) and for every portion of any such period of 3 
months o%er and above every complete period 

You arc requested to anssver the follow in^ question^ 
jn reference to a Postal Order for lo/ (on which the 
"original poundage" would be id) issued during the 
month of Januar>, so that the ist “period" would con 
stsc of the months February, March April, the 2nd would 
consist of the months Maj, June, July, and the 3rd w-ould 
consist of the months August September, October 

(r) Supposing the Rule to consist of clause (a) only, 
on what day WTiuId a ‘ Commission begin to be charge 
able’ ( ) 

(а) What would be its amount? ( ) 

(3) Supposing the Rule to consist of clauses (a) and 

(b), on what day would the lowest Commission begin 
to be chargeable^ ( ) 

(4) What would be Its amount? ( ) 

(5) On what day would a larger Commission" (be 
tng&csumofa Commissions ) begin to be chargeable? 

C ) 

(б) %Vhat would be its amount? ( ) 

(7) On what day would a )et larger “Commission” 

begin to be chargeable? ( ) 

(8) What wxinld be its amount ? ( ) 

(9) Taking the Ride as consisting of all 3 clauses, m 

which of the abosc named 3 penods does clause (c) 
first begin to take effect? ( ) 

(10) Which day, of any period is the earliest on 

which it can be said that a portion of the penod” has 
elapsed? ( ) 

(11) On what day would the lowest '‘^Tomnsioa. 

begin to be chargeable? ( j 

(t'') What wTDuId be its amount? ( ) 
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(13) On what day would a larger “Commission" be- 
gin to be chargeable? ( ) 

(14) What would be its amount? ( ) 

(15) On what day would a yet larger “Commission” 

begin to be chargeable^ ( ) 

(16) What would be. Its amount? ( ) 

Signature 

Date 

SUPPLEMENT 

The Rule is giveoj below, in a form which exhibits its 
grammatical construction — 

(ai) After the expiration of 3 months 
from the last day of the month of 
issue, a Postal Order will be 
payable only on payment 

j 

fbi) With the addition (if 
more than 3 months have 
of elapsed since the said 

(a.2) a Commission, equal expiration) 

to the amount of the of 

original poundage the amount of the original 
poundage 

i 

I I 

for and for 

(bn) tvtiy Cuither (c) every portion of 
period of 3 months any such period of 
which has so 3 months over and 

elapsed above every com- 

plete period 
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THE ALPHAnET-CIPHER 
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ABCDEFCK I JKtWNOPQ RSTUVWXVZ 
EXPLAKATION 

Each column of this table forms a dictionary of symbols 
representing the alphabet thus, in the A column, the 
1^3 
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symbol is the same as the letter represented, m the B col 
umn, A IS represented by B, B by C, and so on 
To use the table, some word or sentence should be 
agreed on by two correspondents This may be called the 
‘ key word, or key sentence, and should be carried m 
the memory only 

In sending a message, write the key word over it, letter 
for letter, repeating it as often as may be necessary the 
letters of the key word will indicate which column is to 
be used in translating each letter of the message, the sym 
bols for which should be written underneath then copy 
out the symbols only, and destroy the first paper It will 
now be impossible for any one ignorant of ^e key w ord, 
to decipher the message, even with the help of the table 

For example, let the key word be vtgtlance and the 
message meet me on Tuesday evening at seven, the 
first paper will read as follows— 

vigilanccvigilaneevigilanccvi 

meetmcontuesdayeveningatscven 

hmkbxcbpxpmyllyrxiiqtoltfgzzv 

The second will contain only ‘hmkbxcbpxpmyl 
lyrxiiqtoltfgzzv’ 

The receiver of the message can, by the same process, 
retranslate it into English 

N B If this table be lost, it can easily be written out 
from memory, b) observing that the first sjmbol m each 
column IS the same as the letter naming the column, and 
that they arc continued doi\ nwards in alphabetical order 
Of course it nould only be necessary to write out the par- 
ticular columns required by the kc> iTOrd such a paper, 
however, should not be preserved as it would afTord 
means for discovering the key word 







introduction TO 

■•THE LOST PLUM CAKE 

(M .ssrif- rrZt'ftf. 

Plum Cake, a ' ^^aou la ehldreu. us aJme 

eamplelely m eharaeter , , ,„ and us chddUke t" 

la mothers. Us ensagme tah msu y, 

occupatmn laith , ,j„j he^eaer lercte /or hu 

a„d.„„ .=UH vcmu-o to U- h 

•blowing ones own 

tured trumpeter, ;t pnwlege by seying thet I be 
then, avml myselE °t .P^ ^ ® ,jljn, for twit 

lieve Mrs Egerton children Her dialogues have 

‘"8 ^ r„l :7«o^" and I feel sum *at aU 

Xn^Md^ whoham not been spoiled b, loa 
real '!'■■■*"■' j 1' ,,„j.ht to pse themselves the aits 
much notice, an , ^ ^ of 

"'^and^TS7.t dmer and sytnpathetie 
tiny , w j Shuic has adorned it It is, I 

shetehes with w hi h child readers, for 

think, a real los been untten, that 

whom so many c Little Humphrey’s Ad 

Mrs. Allen s first ^ ^ publishers, who hold 

«nturc’’-has b«n f P-t It is a 

the cop^gfit o f? ^ ^ SP CK may ere long set 
7^;v^yt\:sll--d,t»nofit 
1205 
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But the writer of this Introduction is not alone m his 
good fortune the reader of this little book has alto a 
singular privilege at his command, in connection with 
the cover, which was designed for it by Miss E Gertrude 
Thomson Holding the book at the middle point of each 
side, and turn it about till the light (which should 
come from behind him) causes what look like little hills 
on the red cover to glitter, he can then fidget it about — 
he Will soon catch the knack — till the gold ornamentation 
seems to lift Itself a good half mch off the cover, and he 
can easily persuade his eye, if not his intellect, to believe 
that, m turning the book about, he is causing the gold to 
cover now one part of the red and now another. It is a 
really curious optical illusion 
Let me seize this opportunity of saying one earnest 
word to the mothers into whose hands this htde book 
may chance to come, who are in the habit of taking their 
children to church with them However well and rever 
ently those dear little ones have been taught to behave, 
there is no doubt that so long a period of enforced quiet- 
ude is a severe tax on their patience The hymns, per- 
haps, tax It least and what a pathetic beauty there is m 
the sweet fresh voices of the children, and how earnestly 
they sing! I took a little girl of six to church with me one 
day they had told me she could hardly read at all — ^but 
she made me find all her places for hcrl And afterwards I 
said to her elder sister, “What made you say Barbara 
couldn’t read? Why, I heard her joining in, all through 
the hymn! ’ And the little sister gravely replied, “She 
knows the tunes, but not the words ' Well, to return to 
my subject— children m church The lessons and the pray- 
ers, arc not wholly beyond them often they can catch 
little bits that come within the range of their small minds 
But the sermons! It goes to one’s heart to sec, as I so 
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often do, little darlings of fi\c or six years old, forced to 
sit still through a v. eary half hour, ith nothing to do, and 
not one word of sermon that thqr can understand Most 
heartily can I sympathise with the little chanty girl, who 
IS said to have written to some friend, “I thinks, when I 
grows up, ril never go to church no more I thinks I’se 
getung sermons enough to last me all my life!" But need 
It be so’ Would it be so tery irreverent to let jour child 
have a story book to read during the sermon, to while 
away that tedious half hour, and to make church going a 
bright and happy memory, instead of rousing the thought 
“1 11 never go to church no more?’ I think not For my 
part, I should love to sec the experiment tried I am quite 
sure It would be a success My advice uxiuld be to 
some books for that speaal purpose— I uould call such 
books “Sunday treats’— and your little boy or girl tvould 
soon learn to look forivard xtith eager hope to that half* 
hour, once so tedious If I were the preacher, dealing mth 
some subject too hard for the little ones, I should love to 
sec them all enjoying their picture books And if M/r little 
book should ever come to be used as a * Sunday.trcat” for 
some sweet baby reader, I don’t think it could serve a 
better purpose 

LEWIS CARROLL 

Chnstmas, 


INDEX OF FIRST LINES 
OF VERSE 


A boat, bcDcath a sunny sky, ayz 

A ts for [AdandJ, who*d physic the Afasses, pao 

Alasl she would not hear my prayer* Sop, ja^a 

All in the golden afternoon, 13 

A Mother's breast, p^o 

And cannot pfeasures, wfide they £isf, SS^ 

“And did you rally svalk," aid 1 , 834 

Around my lonely hatth to-night, 937 

“Are you deaf, Father William’'* the young man aid, 030 

As curly haded Jemmy was sleeping in bed, 821 

A short direction, 784 

As I sv-as sitting on the hanh, ySS 

As one who stn\e$ a hill to dimb, 847 

A stick I found that weighed two pound, 819 

Ay, 'twas here, on this spot, 8S5 

Beautiful Soup, so nch and green, 113 
Bclosed pupill Tamed by thee, 981 
Beneath the ss'aters of the sa, 813 
Blow, blosv your trumpets till they crack, 89S 

Child of the pure unclouded brow, 135 

"Don’t they consult the 'Viaiins.* though*" 

Dreaming of apples on a ss-all. 819 

Dreams, that elude the Maker s frenzied grasp, 507 

Empress of Art, for thee I tHtne. 895 

Fair standi the anorni Reowy, 794 
*Tim the fish must be caucht," 563 
Fisc fathom square the Etelfry frowns, 1148 
12S9 
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Five little girls, of Five, Four, Three, Two, One, S79 
Five seeing, and seven blind, 822 
From his shoulder Hiawatha, 856 
From sackcloth couch the Monk arose, 319 

Girt with a boyish garb for boyish task, 756 

Hark, said the dying man, and sighed, 953 
“Heard ye the arrow hurtle in the sky?” 909 
He looked again, and found it was, 701 
“Here I bee, and here I byde,” 1116 
Here’s to the Freshman of bashful eighteen I 1168 
He saw her once, and in the glance, 946 
He shouts amain, he shouts again, 933 
He steps so lightly to the land, 444 
He thought he saw a Banker’s Clerk, 334 
He thought he saw a Buffalo, 328 
He thought he saw a Coach and Four, 347 
He thought he saw a Garden Door, 376 
He thought he saw a Kangaroo, 342 
He thought he saw an Albatross, 374 
He thought he saw an Argument, 701 
He thought he saw an Elephant, 320 
He thought he saw a Rattlesnake, 330 
He trilled a carol fresh and free, 865 
His barque had perished in the storm, 1108 
“How shall I be a poet?” 880 
Hush a by lady, m Alice’s lap! 357 

I charm in vain for never again, 938 
I dreamt I dwelt in marble halls, 810 
If such a thing had been my thought, 787 
I haNC a fairy by my side, 779 
* have a horse — a ryghtc goods horse — 855 
III tell thee CNcrything I can, 245 
I lo^e the stillness of the wood, 958 
“I m EMInent in RHYME! ' she said, 940 
I met an aged, aged man, 813 
I never lo\cd a dear Gazelle, 878 
In her eyes as the lising light, 960 
In Shylock's bargain for the ffesh was found, 8a i 
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Tn stature the ^^an!et was dw*arfish — 671 
In the dark silence of an ancient room, 550 
“In these degenerate days,” We oft hear said, 822 
In winter, when the fields are white, 217 
I painted her a gushing thing, 904 
Is all our Life, then, hut a dream, 275 
I sing a place wherein agree, 923 
Is il the gloiv of cotisaous pndc — , ii^ 

I stood within the gale, 972 
‘ It IS the lasvjer’s daughter,’* 936 

John gate his brother /ames 3 box, Bip 

"Just the place for a Snark' ’ the Bellman cned, 757 

King Fuhcf courted Lady Bird — 530 

“Ladies and Gentlemen” seems stilT and cold, 824 
Xjdy Clara Vere de Verc, 853 
Lady dear, if Fairies may, 15 
l^t craft, ambition, spite, 345 
Little Birds are dining, 735 
Liccle maidens, when )ou look. 922 
“Look on the Quadrangle of Christ Church, squarely, for is 
It not a Square?” 1149 
Lorenzo dw^It at Heighinj^on, 1(14 
Lose lighted eyes, that wiK not sun, 931 

Maidens, if a maid you meet, 93S 

“MaidensI if )ou lo\c the tale," 930 

Maiden, though thy hean may quail, 932 

Man naturally lores delar, rSo 

Matilda Jane, )ou neser look. 564 

Meihoughl I svalkcd a dismal place, 7SC 

Museuml loselicst buifdmg of the pUm, 917 

"My First— hut don’t suppose," he said, 831 

My First it tmgubr at h«t, 897 

My firtt lends hi* aid when I plunge into trade, 939 

“hly mother bid* me bind my fuir," 903 

Oh. dear beyond our dearen dreams 421 
"Oh, do not forget the day when wx met," 901 
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* Oh pudgy podgy pup! ’ 934 

* Oh, %\hcn I uas a htt!c Ghost,*' 838 

' One thousand pounds per annum," 630 
One umter night, at half past nine, 827 
‘ Only a woman’s hairl" Fling it aside! 967 
Our Latin books, in motley tots, 976 
Our Wilhc had b«n sae lang a\\“»*, 1155 

‘ Peter IS poor,’* said noble Paul, 362 
Puck has lied the haunts of men, 977 

Rise, oh, rise! The daylight dies, 401 
Round the wondrous globe 1 wander wild. 9 *® 

Said the Moon to the Sun, 820 

Say, what 1$ the spell, when her fledgelings afc cheeping, 092 
Seel There arc tears upon her face, 969 
"Seek ye Lo\e, >e fairy sprites? ’ 933 
Seven blind of both eyes, 82: 

Shall soldiers tread the murderous path of war, 823 
' She IS gone by the Hilda," 806 
She’s all my fancy painted him, 807 
‘ Sister, sister, go to bed! ’ 782 
Speak roughly to your little boy, 68 

That salmon and sole Puss should think very grand, 822 

The air is bright with hues of light, 896 

The day was wet, the ram fell souse, 791 

The elder and the younger knight, 1029 , 

The ladyc she stood at her lattice high, 887 

The light was faint, and soft the air, 962 , / 

The mom was bright, the steeds were light. 966 

The night creeps onward, sad and slow, 975 

There are certain things — as, a spider, a ghost, 854 ^ 

There be three Badgers on a mossy stone, 419 

There was an old farmer of Rcadall, 78 r , 

There was an ancient City, stricken doWn, 893 

There was a Pig, that sat alone, 359 

There was a young lady of station, 939 

There were two brothers at Twyford School, 799 
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index of first lines of verse 
The royal MAB, tfctJironcd, discrowned, pj2 
The sun was shining on the sea, 183 
The Youth at E%e had dnuik h« fill, 805 
They passed beneath the College gate, 905 
They told me you had been to her, 126 
Three children (their names were so fearful, 926 
Three httle maidens weary of the rail, 923 
Three little maids, one winter day, 925 
Three sisters at breakfast were feeding the cat, 820 
’Tis a melancholy song, and ic will not keep you long, 81 
’Tis the voice of the Lobster I heard him declare, nr 
To the Looking Glass world « was Alice that said, 260 
’Twas briUig, and the shthy toves, 153 
Tweedledum and Tsvecdlcdec, t8i 
Twmkle, twinkle, htde batl 79 
Twixt ‘ Perhaps” and * May Be”, 821 
Two httle girls near London dwell, 929 
Two thieves went out to steal one day, pay 

Were J to take an iron gun, 783 

What hand may wreathe thy natal crown, 935 

What IS more hke a bee in hlay? 8:9 

"Whai‘s tlus^” I pondered “Have I slept?" 831 

"What though the world be cross and crookyf nay 

When a y and I a told a le they’d seen a, 925 

When Maggie once to Oxford came, 941 

When midnight mists arc creeping, 937 

When on the sandy shore J sit, 8S4 

"WifSel I'm r«re that something ir the matter," 826 

With saddest music all day long, 861 

"Will you svalk a little fester? ’ said a whiting to a snail, 107 

Written by Maggie B , 945 

'You are old, Father William,” the young man said, 56 
Ytle wes a mirke an dreiry cave, 789 


